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THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES; 

H  ISlomance  of  ^enlrlt  Jportst. 

BY  W.   HARRISON   AINSWORTH,   ESQ. 


BOOK  I. 
Chapter  VI. 

MOTHER     CHATTOX, 

As  Richard  and  Nicholas  Assheton  issued  into  the  churchyard,  they 
found  the  principal  arhours  occupied  hy  the  morris-dancers,  Rohin  Hood 
and  his  troop,  Doctor  Ormerod  and  Sir  Ralph  having  retired  to  the 
vicarage-house. 

Many  merry  groups  were  scattered  about,  talking,  laughing,  and  sing- 
ing; but  two  persons,  seemingly  objects  of  suspicion  and  alarm,  and 
shunned  by  every  one  who  crossed  &eir  path,  were  advancing  slowly 
towards  the  three  crosses  of  Paullinus,  which  stood  in  a  line  not  far  from 
the  church-porch.  They  were  females,  one  about  five-and-twenty,  very 
comely,  and  habited  in  smart  holiday  attire,  put  on  with  considerable 
rustic  coquetry,  so  as  to  display  a  very  neat  foot  and  ankle,  and  with 
plenty  of  ribands  in  her  fine  cnestnut  hair.  The  other  was  a  venr  dif- 
ferent person,  far  advanced  in  years,  bent  almost  double,  palsy-stncken, 
her  arms  and  limbs  shaking,  her  head  nodding,  her  chin  wagging,  her 
snowy  locks  hanging  about  her  wrinkled  visage,  her  brow  and  upper  lip 
firore,  and  her  eyes  almost  sightless,  the  pupils  being  cased  with  a  thin 
white  film.  Her  dress,  of  antiquated  make  and  faded  stuff,  had  been 
ODce  deep  red  in  colour,  and  her  old  black  hat  was  high-crowned  and 
broad-brimmed.  She  partly  aided  herself  in  walking  with  a  crutch* 
handled  stick,  and  partly  leaned  upon  her  younger  companion  for  support. 

"  Why,  there  is  one  of  the  old  women  we  have  just  been  speaking  of 
— Mother  Chattox,"  said  Richard,  pointing  them  out,  "  and  with  her,  her 
granddaughter,  pretty  Nan  Redfeme." 

"  So  it  is,*'  cried  Nicholas ;  "  what  makes  the  old  hag  here,  I  marvel ! 
I  will  go  question  her." 

So  saying,  he  strode  quickly  towards  her. 

"  How  now.  Mother  Chattox  I"  he  cried.  "  What  mischief  is  afoot  ? 
What  makes  the  darkness-loving  owl  abroad  in  the  glare  of  day  ?  What 
brings  the  grisly  she-wolf  from  her  forest  lair?  Back  to  thy  den,  old 
witch.  Art  crazed  as  well  as  blind  and  palsied,  that  thou  knowest  not 
that  this  is  a  merry-making,  and  not  a  devil's  sabbath?  Back  to  thy  hut, 
I  say !  These  sacred  precincts  are  no  place  for  thee." 

▼OL.  XIZ.  B 


2  THE  LANCASHIRE  WITCHES. 

"  Who  IS  it  speaks  to  me  ?"  demanded  the  old  hag,  halting,  and  fixing 
her  glazed  eyes  upon  him. 

**  One  thou  hast  much  injured,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  One  into  whose 
house  thou  hast  brought  quick-wasting  sickness  and  death  by  thy  infernal 
arts.  One  thou  hast  good  reason  to  fear,  for,  learn  to  thy  confusion,  thou 
damned  and  murtherous  witeh,  it  is  Nicholas,  brother  to  thy  victim, 
Richard  Assheton  of  Downham,  wiio  speaks  to  thee." 

"  I  know  none  I  have  reason  to  fear,"  replied  Mother  Chattox ;  "  espe- 
cially thee,  Nicholas  Assheton.  Thy  brother  was  no  victim  of  mine.  Thou 
wert  the  gainer  by  his  death,  not  I.     Why  should  I  slay  him  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  thee  why,  old  hag,"  cried  Nicholas ;  "  he  was  inflamed  by 
the  beauty  of  thy  granddaughter  Nancy  here,  and  it  was  to  please  Tom 
Redfeme,  her  sweetheart  then,  but  her  spouse  since,  that  thou  bewitchedst 
him  to  death." 

"  That  reason  will  not  avail  thee,  Nicholas,"  rejoined  Mother  Chattox, 
with  a  derisive  laugh.  **  If  I  had  any  hand  in  his  death,  it  was  to  serve 
and  pleasure  thee,  and  that  all  men  shall  know,  if  I  am  questioned  on  the 
subject — ha!  ha!     Tal<eme  to  the  crosses,  Nance." 

"  Thou  shalt  not  'scape  thus,  thou  murtherous  hag,"  cried  Nicholas, 
furiously. 

"  Nay,  let  her  go  her  way,"  said  Richard,  who  had  drawn  near  during 
the  colloquy.     "  No  good  will  come  of  meddling  with  her." 

**  Who's  that  ?"  asked  Mother  Chattox,  quickly. 

"  Master  Richard  Assheton,  o'  Middleton,"  whispered  Nan  Redfeme. 

"  Another  of  these  accursed  Asshetons,"  cried  Mother  Chattox.  "  A 
plague  seize  them!" 

**  Boh  he's  weel-favourt  an  kindly,"  remarked  her  granddaughter. 

"  Well-favoured  or  not,  kindly  or  cruel,  I  hate  them  aU,"  cried  Mother 
Chattox.     "  To  the  crosses,  I  say." 

But  Nicholas  placed  himself  in  their  path. 

"  Is  it  to  pray  to  Beelzebub,  thy  master,  that  thou  wouldst  go  to  the 
crosses  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Out  of  my  way,  pestilent  fool!"  cried  the  hag. 

**  Thou  shsdt  not  stir  till  I  have  had  an  answer,"  rejoined  Nicholas. 
*^  They  say  those  are  Rimic  obelisks,  and  not  Christian  crosses,  and  that 
the  carvings  upon  them  have  a  magical  signification.  The  first,  it  is 
averred,  is  written  o'er  with  deadly  curses,  and  the  forms  in  which  they 
are  traced,  as  serpentine,  triangular,  or  round,  indicate  and  rule  their 
swift  or  slow  effect.  The  second  bears  charms  against  diseases,  storms, 
and  lightning.  And  on  the  third  is  inscribed  a  verse  which  will  render 
him  who  can  read  it  rightly  invisible  to  mortal  view.  Thou  shouldst  be 
learned  in  such  lore,  old  Pythoness.     Is  it  so  ?" 

The  hag's  chin  wagged  fearfully,  and  her  frame  trembled  with  passion, 
but  she  spoke  not. 

^'  Have  you  been  in  the  church,  old  woman  ?"  interposed  Richard. 

"  Ay,  wherefore?"  she  rejoined. 

'<  Some  one  has  placed  a  cypress  wreath  on  Abbot  Paslew's  grave. 
Was  it  you?"  he  asked. 

«  What!  hast  thou  found  it?"  cried  the  hag.  "  It  shall  bring  thee 
rare  luck,  lad — rare  luck.     Now  let  roe  pass." 

**  Not  yet,"  cried  Nicholas,  forcibly  grasping  her  withered  arm. 

The  hag  uttered  a  scream  of  rage. 

''  Let  me  go,  Nicholas  Assheton,"  she  shrieked,  "  or  thou  shalt  rue  it. 
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Ciamps  and  aches  shall  wring  and  rack  tl^  flesh  and  bones;  fever  shall 
consume  thee;  ague  shake  thee — shake  thee — ^hal** 
And  Nicholas  recoiled,  appalled  by  her  fearful  gestures. 
<<  You  cany  your  malignity  too  £ar,   old  woman/'  said  Bichaid) 
severely. 

'<  And  thou  darest  tell  me  so  ?"  cried  the  hag.  *^  Set  me  before  him, 
Nance,  that  I  may  curse  him,**  she  added,  raising  her  palsied  arm. 

^*  Nah,  nah — ^yo  n  cursed  ower  much  already,  grandmother,*'  cried 
Nan  Redfeme,  endeavouring  to  drag  her  away.  But  the  old  woman  re- 
sisted. 

'*  I  will  teach  him  to  cross  my  path,"  she  vociferated,  in  accents  shrill 
and  jarring  as  the  cry  of  the  goat-sucker.  '*  Handsome  he  is,  it  may  be 
now,  but  he  shall  not  be  so  long.  The  bloom  shall  £Eule  firom  his  cheek, 
the  fire  be  extinguished  in  his  eyes,  the  strength  depart  fix>m  his  limbs. 
Sorrow  shall  be  her  portion  who  loves  him — sorrow  and  shame!" 

'*  Horrible !"  exclaimed  Richard,  endeavouring  to  exclude  the  voice  of 
the  crone,  which  pierced  his  ears  like  some  sharp  instrument. 

*'  Ha!  ha!  you  fear  me  now,"  she  cried.  '*  By  this,  and  this,  the 
spell  shaU  work,"  she  added,  describing  a  circle  in  tne  air  with  her  stick, 
then  crossing  it  twice,  and  finally  scattering  over  him  a  handful  of  grave- 
dust,  snatched  firom  an  adjoining  hillock.  "  Now  lead  me  quickly  to  the 
smaller  cross,  Nance,"  she  added,  in  a  low  tone. 

Her  g^randdaughter  complied,  with  a  glance  of  deep  commiseration  at 
Richard,  who  remained  stupified  at  the  ominous  proceeding. 

*'  Ah !  this  must  indeed  be  a  witch !"  he  cried,  recovering  from  the 
momentary  shock. 

"  So  you  are  convinced  at  last,"  rejoined  Nicholas.  "  I  can  take 
breath  now  the  old  hell-cat  is  gone.  But  she  shall  not  escape  us.  Keep 
an  eye  upon  her,  while  I  see  if  Simon  Sparshot,  the  beadle,  be  within  the 
chinrchyard,  and  if  so  he  shall  take  her  into  custody,  and  lock  her  in  the 
cage. 

With  this,  he  ran  towards  the  throng,  shouting  lustily  for  the  beadle. 
Presently  a  big,  burly  fellow,  in  a  scarlet  doublet,  laced  with  gold,  a 
black  velvet  cap  trimmed  with  red  ribands,  yellow  hose,  and  shoes  with 
great  roses  in  them,  and  bearing  a  long  silver-headed  staff,  answered  the 
summons,  and  upon  being  told  why  his  services  were  required,  iomie- 
diately  roared  out  at  the  top  of  a  stentorian  voice,  "  A  witch,  lads ! — a 
witch!" 

All  was  astir  in  an  instant.     Robin  Hood  and  his  merry  men,  with  the 
morris-dancers,  rushed  out  of  their  bowers,  and  the  whole  churchyard 
was  in  agitation.     Above  the  din  was  heard  the  loud  voice  of  Simon 
Sparshot  still  shouting,  «  A  witch!— a  witch!— Mother  Chattox!" 
"  Where — where?"  demanded  several  voices. 
"  Yonder,"  replied  Nicholas,  pointing  to  the  further  cross. 
A  general  movement  took  place  in  that  direction,  the  crowd  being 
headed  by  the  squire  and  the  beadle,  but  when  they  came  up,  they  found 
only  Nan  Redfeme  standing  behind  the  obelisk. 

"  Where  the  devil  is  the  old  witch  gone,  Dick  ?"  cried  Nicholas,  in 
dismay. 

"  I  thought  I  saw  her  standing  there  with  her  granddaughter,"  re- 
plied Richfurd  ;  "  but  in  truth  I  did  not  watch  very  closely." 
"  Search  for  her — search  for  her,"  cried  Nicholas. 
But  neither  behind  the  crosses,  nor  behind  any  monument^  nor  in  any 
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hole  or  comer,  nor  on  the  other  side  of  the  chnrchjard  wall,  nor  at  the 
back  of  the  little  henmtage  or  chapel,  though  all  were  quickly  examined, 
oould  the  old  hag  be  found. 

On  being  questioned,  Nan  Redfeme  refused  to  say  aught  concerning 
her  grandmother's  flight  or  place  of  concealment 

''I  begin  to  think  there  is  some  truth  in  that  strange  legend  of  the 
cross,"  ssdd  Nicholas.  *' Notwithstanding  her  blindness,  the  old  hag 
must  have  managed  to  read  the  ma^c  verse  upon  it,  and  so  have  ren- 
dered herself  invisible.     But  we  have  got  the  young  witch  safe." 

"  Yeigh,  squoire !"  responded  Sparshot,  who  had  seized  hold  of  Nance 
—"boo  be  safe  enough." 

^  Nan  Redfeme  is  no  witch,"  said  Richard  Assheton,  authoritatively. 

"  Neaw  witch,  Mester  Ruchot!"  cried  the  beadle,  in  amazement. 

'^  No  more  than  any  of  these  lasses  aroimd  us,"  said  Richard.  ^'  Re- 
lease her,  Sparshot." 

^  I  forbid  him  to  do  so,  till  she  has  been  examined,"  cried  a  sharp 
voice.  And  the  next  moment  Master  Potts  was  seen  pushing  his  way 
through  the  crowd.  ^*  So  you  have  found  a  witch,  my  masters.  I  heard 
your  shouts,  and  hurried  on  as  &8t  as  I  could.  Just  in  time.  Master 
Nicholas — just  in  time,"  he  added,  rubbing  his  hands  gleefiiUy. 

"  Lemme  go,  Simon,"  besought  Nance. 

**  Neaw,  neaw,  lass,  that  munnot  be,"  rejoined  Sparshot. 

"Help— save  me.  Master  Richard!"  cried  the  young  woman. 

By  this  time  the  crowd  had  gathered  round  her,  yelling,  hooting,  and 
shalong  their  hands  at  her,  as  if  about  to  tear  her  in  pieces;  but  Richard 
Assheton  planted  himself  resolutely  before  her,  and  pu^ied  bcu^k  the 
niyremost  of  them. 

"  Remove  her  instantly  to  the  Abbey,  Sparshot,"  he  cried,  "  and  let 
her  be  kept  in  safe  custody  till  Sir  Ralph  has  time  to  examine  her.  Will 
that  content  you,  masters  ?" 

"  Neaw — neaw,"  responded  several  rough  voices ;  **  swim  her ! — swim 
her!" 

**  Quite  right,  my  worthy  friends,  quite  right,"  said  Potts.  "  JVimo, 
let  us  make  sure  she  is  a  witch — secundo,  let  us  take  her  to  the  Abbey." 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  as  to  her  being  a  witch,  Master  Potts,"  re- 
joined Nicholas ;  '<  her  old  granddame.  Mother  Chattox,  has  just  va- 
nished from  OTur  sight." 

**  Has  Mother  Chattox  been  here?"  cried  Potts,  opening  his  round  eyes 
to  their  widest  extent. 

<<  Not  many  minutes  since,"  replied  Nicholas.  **  In  fact,  she  may  be 
here  still  for  aught  I  know." 

"  Here ! — where?"  cried  Potts,  looking  round. 

"  You  won't  discover  her,  for  all  your  quickness,"  replied  Nicholas. 
"  She  has  rendered  herself  invisible,  by  reciting  the  magical  verses 
hiscribed  on  that  cross." 

"  Indeed  !*  exclaimed  the  attorney,  closely  examining  the  mysterious 
inscriptions.  ^*  What  strange,  uncouth  characters!  I  can  make  neither 
head  nor  tail,  unless  it  be  the  devil's  tail,  of  them." 

At  this  moment,  a  whoop  was  raised  by  Jem  Device,  who,  having 
taken  his  little  sister  home,  had  returned  to  the  sports  on  (be  g^en,  and 
now  formed  part  of  the  assemblage  in  the  churchyard.  Between  the 
rival  witch  potentates,  Mothers  Demdike  and  Chattox,  it  has  already 
been  said,  a  deadly  enmity  existed,  and  the  fend  was  carried  on  with 
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equal  animosity  by  their  descendants;  and  though  Jem  himself  came 
under  the  same  suspicion  as  Nan  Redfeme,  that  circumstance  created  no 
tie  of  interest  between  them,  but  the  contrary,  and  he  was  the  most 
active  of  her  assailants.  He  had  set  up  the  above-mentioned  cry  from 
observing  a  large  rat  running  along  the  side  of  the  wall. 

"  Theere  hoo  goes,*'  whooped  Jem ;  "  t*  owd  witch,  i'  th'  shape  ov  a 
rotten ! — loo-loo-loo  I" 

Half  the  crowd  started  in  pursuit  of  the  animal,  and  twenty  sticks 
were  thrown  at  it,  but  a  stone  cast  by  Jem  stayed  its  progress,  and  it 
was  instantly  despatched.  It  did  not  change,  however,  as  was  expected 
by  the  credulous  hinds,  into  an  old  woman,  and  they  gave  vent  to  their 
disi4)pointment  and  rage  in  renewed  threats  against  Nan  Redfeme.  The 
dead  rat  was  hurled  at  her  by  Jem,  but  missing  its  mark,  it  hit  Master 
Potts  on  the  head,  and  nearly  knocked  him  off  the  cross,  upon  which  he 
had  moiuted  to  obtidn  a  better  view  of  the  proceedings.  Irritated  by  this 
circumstance,  as  well  as  by  the  failure  of  the  experiment,  the  little 
attorney  jumped  down,  and  fell  to  kicking  the  unfortunate  rat,  afber 
which,  his  fury  being  somewhat  appeased,  he  turned  to  Nance,  who  had 
sunk  for  support  against  the  pedestal,  and  said  to  her — ''If  you  will  tell 
us  what  has  become  of  the  old  witch  your  grandmother,  and  undertake 
to  bear  witness  against  her,  you  shall  be  set  free." 

"  E/n  tell  ye  nowt,  mon,"  replied  Nance«  doggedly.  "  Put  me  to 
onny  trial  ye  like,  ye  shanna  get  a  word  fro  me.** 

''That  remains  to  be  seen,"  retorted  Potts;  ''but  I  apprehend  we 
shall  make  you  speak,  and  pretty  plainly  too,  before  we've  done  with  you. 
— You  hear  what  this  perverse  and  wrong-headed  young  witch  declares, 
masters,"  he  shouted,  again  clambering  upon  the  cross.  "  I  have  offered 
her  liberty,  on  condition  of  disclosing  to  us  the  manner  of  her  diabolical 
old  relative's  evasion,  and  she  rejects  it." 

An  angry  roar  followed,  nuxed  with  cries,  from  Jem  Device,  of  "  Swim 
her! — swim  her." 

"  You  had  better  tell  them  what  you  know,  Nance,"  said  Richard,  in  a 
low  tone,  "  or  I  shall  have  difficulty  in  preserving  you  from  their  fury.*' 

"  Ey  darena,  Master  Richard,"  she  replied,  shaking  her  head;  and  then 
she  added,  firmly,  "  Ey  winna.'' 

Finding  it  useless  to  reason  with  her,  and  fearing  also  that  the  infuri- 
ated crowd  might  attempt  to  put  their  threats  into  execution,  Richard 
turned  to  his  cousin  Nicholas,  and  said:  "We  must  get  her  away,  or 
violence  will  be  done." 

"  She  does  not  deserve  your  compassion,  Dick,*'  replied  Nicholas ;  "she 
is  only  a  few  degrees  better  than  the  old  hag  who  has  escaped.  Spar- 
shot  here  tells  me  she  is  noted  for  her  skill  in  modelling  clay  figures." 

"  Yeigh,  that  hoo  be,"  replied  the  broad-faced  beadle ;  "  hoo*s  un- 
accountable cliver  ot  that  sort  o'  wark.  A  clay  figger  os  big  os  a  six 
months'  bam,  fashiont  i'  th'  likeness  o*  Farmer  Grimble,  o'  Brierclifife 
lawnd,  OS  died  last  month,  war  seen  i'  her  cottage,  an  monny  others 
besoide.  Amongst  *em  a  moddle  o*  -your  lamented  brother,  Squoire 
Ruchot  Assheton  o'  Downham,  wi'  t'  yeod  pood  off,  an  th'  'eart  pierct 
thro*  an*  thro*  wi'  pins  and  needles." 

"  Ye  lien  i'  your  teeth,  Simon  Sparshot !"  cried  Nance,  regarding  him 
furiously. 

"  If  the  head  were  off,  Simon,  I  don*t  see  how  the  likeness  to  my  poor 
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brother  could  well  be  reoognised,"  said  Nicholas,  with  a  half-smile.  ''  But 
let  her  be  pat  to  some  mUd  trial — weighed  against  the  church  Bible." 

''  Be  it  so,"  replied  Potts,  jumping  down ;  '^  but  if  that  fJEul,  we  must 
haye  recourse  to  stronger  measures.  Take  notice  that,  with  all  her  fright, 
she  has  not  been  able  to  shed  a  tear,  not  a  single  tear — a  clear  witch-—ft 
dear  witch !" 

^^  Ey'd  scorn  to  weep  fo  t'  like  o'  yo!"  cried  Nance,  disdainfully,  having 
now  completely  recovered  her  natural  audacity. 

^  We'll  soon  break  your  spirit,  young  woman,  I  can  promise  you," 
r^oined  Potts. 

As  soon  as  it  was  known  what  was  about  to  occur,  the  whole  crowd 
moved  towards  the  church  porch,  Nan  Redfeme  walking  between  Richard 
Assheton  and  the  beadle,  who  kept  hold  of  her  arm  to  prevent  any 
attempt  at  escape ;  and  by  the  time  they  reached  the  appointed  place, 
Ben  Baggiley,  the  baker,  who  had  been  despatched  for  the  purpose,  t^ 
peared  with  an  enormous  pair  of  wooden  scales,  while  Sampson  Harrop^ 
the  clerk,  having  visited  the  pulpit,  came  forth  with  the  church  Bible,  an 
immense  volume,  bound  in  black,  with  great  silver  clasps. 

'^  Come,  that's  a  good  big  Bible  at  all  events,"  cried  Potts,  eyeing  it 
with  satisfaction.  ^'  It  looks  like  my  honourable  and  singular  good  Lord 
Chief  Justice  Sir  Edward  Coke's  learned  *  Institutes  of  the  Laws  of 
England,'  only  that  that  great  legal  tome  is  generally  bound  in  calf — 
law-ealf,  as  we  say." 

*'  Large  as  the  book  is  it  will  scarce  prove  heavy  enough  to  weigh  down 
the  witch,  I  opine,"  observed  Nicholas,  with  a  sinile. 

"  We  shall  see,  sir,"  replied  Potts.     "  We  shall  see." 

By  this  time,  the  scales  having  been  affixed  to  a  hook  in  the  porch  by 
Baggiley,  the  sacred  volume  was  placed  on  one  side,  and  Nance  set  down 
by  the  beadle  on  the  other.  The  result  of  the  en>eriment  was  precisely 
what  might  have  been  anticipated — the  moment  the  young  woman  took 
her  place  in  the  balance,  it  sank  down  to  the  ground,  while  the  other 
kicked  the  beam. 

"  I  hope  you  are  satisfied  now,  Master  Potts,"  cried  Richard  Assheton. 
"  By  your  own  trial  her  innocence  is  approved." 

"  Your  pardon,  Master  Richard,  this  is  Squire  Nicholas's  trial,  not 
mine,"  replied  Potts.  "  I  am  for  the  ordeal  of  swimming.  How  say  you, 
masters  !     Shall  we  be  content  with  this  doubtful  experiment  ?** 

"  Neaw — ^neaw,"  responded  Jem  Device,  who  acted  as  spokesman  to 
the  crowd;"  "swim  her — swim  her." 

"  I  knew  you  would  have  it  so,"  said  Potts,  approvingly.  "  Where  is 
a  fitting  pUu^  for  the  trial  ?" 

"  Th'  Abbey  pool  is  nah  fur  off,"  replied  Jem,  "  or  ye  con  tay  her  to 
th'  Calder." 

"  The  river,  by  all  means — nothing  like  a  running  stream,"  said  Potts. 
"  Let  cords  be  procured  to  bind  her." 

"Run  fo  'em  quickly,  Ben,"  said  Jem  to  Baggiley,  who  was  very 
zealous  in  the  cause. 

"  Oh!"  groaned  Nance,  agun  losing  courage,  and  glancing  piteously 
at  Richard. 

"  No  outrage  like  this  shall  be  perpetrated,"  cried  the  young  man, 
firmly ;  "  I  call  upon  you,  cousin  Nicholas,  to  help  me.  Go  into  the 
church,"  he  added,  thrusting  Nance  backward,  and  presenting  his  sword 
at  the  breast  of  Jem  Device,  who  attempted  to  follow  her,  and  who 
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retired  muttering  threats  and  curses.  ^'  I  will  run  the  first  man  through 
the  body  who  attempts  to  pass." 

As  Nan  Redfeme  made  good  her  retreat,  and  shut  the  church-door 
after  her.  Master  Potts,  pale  with  rage,  cried  out  to  Richard,  '^  You  have 
aided  the  escape  of  a  desperate  and  notorious  ojSender — actually  in 
custody,  sir,  and  have  rendered  yourself  liable  to  indictment  for  it,  sir,  with 
consequences  of  fine  and  imprisonment,  sir — heavy  fine  and  long  imprison- 
ment, sir.     Do  you  mark  me,  Master  Richard  ?" 

"  I  will  answer  the  consequences  of  my  act  to  those  empowered  to 
question  it,  sir,''  repHed  Richard,  sternly. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  hare  given  vou  notice,"  rejoined  Potts ;  "  due  notice. 
We  shall  hear  what  Sir  Ralph  will  say  to  the  matter,  and  Master  Roger 
Nowell,  and — 
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You  forget  me,  good  Master  Potts,"  interrupted  Nicholas,  laughingly; 
*'  I  entirely  disapprove  of  it.  It  is  a  most  flagrant  breach  of  duty.  Never- 
theless, I  am  glad  the  poor  wench  has  got  off." 

'<  She  is  safe  within  the  church/'  said  Potts,  ''and  I  command  Master 
Richard,  in  the  king's  name,  to  let  us  pass.  Beadle !  Sharpshot,  Spar- 
shot,  or  whatever  be  your  confounded  name,  do  your  duty,  sirrah.  Enter 
the  church,  and  bring  forth  the  witch." 

"  £y  dama,  mester,"  replied  Simon;  '< young  Mester  Ruchot  ud  slit  mey 
weasand  os  soon  os  look  ot  meh." 

Richard  put  an  end  to  further  altercation  by  stepping  back  quickly, 
loddng  the  door,  and  then  taking  out  the  key,  and  putting  it  into  lus 
pocket. 

'*  She  is  quite  safe  now/'  he  cried,  with  a  smile  at  the  discomfited 
lawyer. 

^  Is  there  no  other  door  ?"  inquired  Potts  of  the  beadle,  in  a  low  time. 

'^  Yeigh,  theere  been  one  ot  t'other  soide,"  replied  Sparshot,  '^  boh  it 
be  locked,  ey  reckon,  an  maybe  hoo'n  getten  out  that  way." 

'*  Quick,  quick,  and  let's  see,'*  cried  Potts;  '^ justice  must  not  h% 
thwarted  in  this  shameful  manner." 

While  the  greater  part  of  the  crowd  set  off  after  Potts  and  the  beadle, 
Richard  Assheton,  anxious  to  know  what  had  become  of  the  fugitive,  and 
determined  not  to  abandon  her  while  any  danger  existed,  unlocked  the 
church  door,  and  entered  the  holy  structure,  followed  by  Nicholas.  On 
looking  around,  Nance  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  neither  did  she  answer 
to  his  repeated  calls,  and  Richard  concluded  she  must  have  escaped,  when 
all  at  once  a  loud  exulting  shout  was  heard  without,  leaving  no  doubt  that 
the  poor  young  woman  had  agun  fallen  into  the  hands  of  her  captors. 
The  next  moment  a  sharp,  piercing  scream  in  a  female  key  confirmed  the 
supposition.  On  hearing  this  cry,  Richard  instantly  flew  to  the  opposite 
door,  through  which  Nance  must  have  passed,  but  on  trying  it  he  found 
it  £utened  outside,  and  filled  with  sudden  misgiving,  for  he  now  recol* 
lected  leaving  the  key  in  the  other  door,  he  called  to  Nicholas  to  come 
with  him,  and  hurried  back  to  it.  His  apprehensions  were  verified ;  the 
door  was  locked.  At  first  Nicholas  was  inclined  to  laugh  at  the  tridc 
played  them ;  but  a  single  look  from  Richard  checked  his  tendency  to 
merriment,  and  he  followed  his  young  relative,  who  had  sprung  to  a  win- 
dow looking  upon  that  part  of  the  churchyard  whence  the  shouts  came^ 
and  flung  it  open.  Richard's  egress,  however,  was  prevented  by  an  iron 
bar,  and  he  odled  out  loudly  and  fiercely  to  the  beadle,  whom  he  saw 
standing  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd,  to  unlock  the  door. 
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*^  Have  a  little  patience,  good  Master  Richard,"  replied  Potts,  turning 
up  his  provoking  little  visage,  now  charged  with  triumphant  malice. 
"  You  shall  come  out  presently.  We  are  busy  just  now — engaged  in 
binding  the  witch,  as  you  see.  Both  keys  are  safely  in  my  pocket,  and  I 
will  send  you  one  of  them  when  we  start  for  the  river,  good  Master  Ri- 
chard.    We  lawyers  are  not  to  be  overreached,  you  see — ha!  ha!" 

*^  You  shall  repent  this  conduct  when  I  do  get  out^"  cried  Richard^ 
furiously.     "  Sparshot,  I  command  you  to  bring  the  key  instantly." 

But,  encouraged  by  the  attorney,  the  beadle  affected  not  to  hear 
Richard's  angry  vociferations,  and  the  others  were  unable  to  aid  the  young 
man,  if  they  had  been  so  disposed,  and  all  were  too  much  interested  in 
what  was  going  forward  to  run  off  to  the  vicarage,  and  acquaint  Sir  Ralph 
with  the  circumstances  in  which  his  relatives  were  placed,  even  though 
enjoined  to  do  so. 

On  being  set  free  by  Richard,  Nance  had  6own  quickly  through  the 
church,  and  passed  out  at  the  side  door,  and  was  making  good  her  retreat 
at  the  back  of  the  edifice,  when  her  fiying  figure  was  descried  by  Jem 
Device,  who,  failing  in  his  first  attempt,  had  run  round  that  way,  fancy- 
inghe  should  catch  her. 

He  instantly  dashed  after  her  with  all  the  fury  of  a  bloodhound,  and 
being  possessed  of  remarkable  activity,  speedily  overtook  her,  and,  heed- 
less of  her  threats  and  entreaties,  secured  her. 

"  Lemme  go,  Jem,'*  she  cried,  "  an  ey  win  do  thee  a  good  turn  one  o* 
these  days,  when  theaw  may  chonce  to  be  i'  th'  same  strait  os  me."  But 
seeing  lum  inexorable,  she  added,  '^  My  granddame  shan  rack  thy  boans, 
sorely,  lad,  for  this." 

Jem  replied  by  a  coarse  laugh  of  deBance,  and  dragging  her  along, 
delivered  her  to  Master  Potts  and  the  beadle,  who  were  then  hurrying  to 
the  other  door  of  the  church.  To  prevent  interruption,  the  cunning  at- 
torney, having  ascertained  that  the  two  Asshetons  were  inside,  instantly 
gave  orders  to  have  both  doors  locked,  and  the  injunctions  being  promptly 
obeyed,  he  took  possession  of  the  keys  himself,  chuckling  at  the  success 
of  tne  stratagem.  <^  A  fair  reprisal,"  he  muttered;  ^'  this  young  milksop 
shall  find  he  is  no  match  for  a  skilful  lawyer  like  me.  Now,  the  cords — 
the  cords!" 

It  was  at  sight  of  the  bonds,  which  were  quickly  brought  by  Baggiley, 
that  Nance  uttered  the  piercing  cry  that  had  roused  Richard's  indigna- 
tion. Feeling  secure  of  his  prisoner,  and  now  no  longer  apprehensive  of 
interruption.  Master  Potts  was  in  no  hurry  to  conclude  the  arrangements, 
but  rather  prolonged  them  to  exasperate  Richard.  Little  consideration 
was  shown  the  unfortunate  captive.  The  new  shoes  and  stockings  of 
which  she  had  been  so  vain  a  short  time  before,  were  torn  from  her  feet 
and  Hmbs  by  the  rude  hands  of  the  remorseless  Jem  and  the  beadle,  and 
bent  down  by  the  main  force  of  these  two  strong  men,  her  thumbs  and 
great  toes  were  tis^htly  bound  together,  crosswise,  by  the  cords.  The 
churchyard  rang  with  her  shrieks,  and  with  his  blood  boiling  with  indis^- 
nation  at  the  sight,  Richard  redoubled  his  exertions  to  burst  through  the 
window  and  fly  to  her  assistance.  But,  though  Nicholas  now  lent  his 
powerful  aid  to  the  task,  their  combined  efforts  to  obtain  liberation  were 
unavailing ;  and  with  rage  almost  amounting  to  frenzy,  Richard  beheld 
the  poor  young  woman  borne  shrieking  away  by  her  captors.  Nor  was 
Nicholas  much  less  incensed,  and  he  swore  a  deep  oath  when  he  did  get 
at  liberty  that  Master  Potts  should  pay  dearly  for  his  rascally  conduct. 
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BEIKG  THE  SIXTH  CHAPTER  OP    "  INCIDENTS  OP  THE  ROAD  ;    OR, 
PASSAGES  PROM  THE  LIFE  OP  A  COMMERCIAL  TRAVELLER." 

Br  Joseph  Anthony,  Jun. 

I  think  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes 

That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 

It  comes  upon  me: — art  thon  anything? 

Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil. 

That  mak*8t  my  blood  cold  and  my  hair  to  stare? 

Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art.  Julius  Ccuar, 

It  may  readily  be  imagined,  from  the  pursuits  of  the  writer  of  these 
sketches,  that  he  must  be  not  unfrequently  thrown  into  the  society  of  others 
of  his  brethren  who,  like  himself,  during  their  viatic  experience,  have  met 
with  a  great  variety  of  remarkable  occurrences.  Incidents  which,  from 
their  singularity,  far  removed  from  commonplace  events,  and  as  illustrative 
of  how  much  of  the  wonderful  there  is  in  the  real,  may  be  justly  considered 
to  possess  sufficient  interest  to  render  them  worthy  of  a  cnronicler. 

Having  ^ven  a  few  of  the  most  remarkable  events  connected  with  his 
own  experience,  the  writer  purposes  occasionally  to  introduce  others  de- 
rived from  various  members  of  his  brotherhood. 

Travellers,  abroad  or  at  home,  ever  have,  and  ever  will  tell  strange 
stories.  The  wanderer,  on  his  return,  when  surrounded  by  friends  at  the 
winter's  hearth,  has  sometimes  the  misfortune  to  have  amongpst  the  hearers 
of  the  perhaps  eventful  narrative  of  his  travels,  some  who  are  *^  dry  as 
dust**  matter-of-fact  people,  whose  lives  are  as  unvaried,  imeventful,  and 
methodical  as  that  of  a  millhorse,  and  who  receive  with  doubt  and  suspi- 
cion everything  which,  at  the  first  blush,  is  not  as  clear  and  palpable  as 
two  and  two  making  four,  or  ten  being  the  half  of  twenty. 

There  are  many,  like  the  aged  mamma  of  the  returned  tar,  who,  wish- 
ing to  be  informed  of  the  wonderful  things  he  had  witnessed,  heard,  amidst 
other  strange  matters,  that  he  had  seen  flying  fish,  which  remarkable 
feature  in  natural  history  the  old  dame  exhibited  her  acumen  by  at  once 
discrediting.  But  when  disbelieving  the  truths  he  told,  and  thereby  forcing 
him  to  draw  freely  on  the  stores  of  his  imagination,  be  discoursed  most 
eloquently  about  mountains  of  sugar,  prairies  of  silver,  and  rivers  of  rich 
red  wine,  then  was  he  met  with  ready  belief;  for  of  a  verity  the  old  dame, 
arrectis  auribuSf  listened  and  believea;  for  she  knew  that  there  were  such 
things  as  sugar,  silver,  and  wine,  nor  did  she  require  one  to  rise  from  the 
dead  to  teU  her  they  came  from  somewhere. 

Such  doubters  and  such  believers  who  reject  and  receive  that  alone  which 
they  can  or  cannot  reconcile  to  their  limited  knowledge  and  understanding, 
are  the  class  for  whom  tales  of  the  impossible  are  told,  and  who  choose  the 
dross,  whilst  the  sterling  ore  lays  at  their  feet  unnoticed. 

Believing,  however,  as  I  do,  that  my  readers  have  not  exercised  such 
ratiocinadon  as  the  old  woman's,  but  have  judged  of  the  veracity  by  the 
internal  evidence  which  these  incidents  have  hiwerto  home ;  so  I  content 
myself  if,  by  the  same  ordeal,  those  about  to  be  presented  shall  be  esti- 
mated. 
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It  IS  deemed  necessary  to  make  these  remarks  in  preface  to  the 
strange  event  of  "  The  Apparition"  ahout  to  be  related,  as  it  contains 
matter  that  may  be  certainly  pronounced  to  be  somewhat  of  the  marvel- 
lous. The  principal  actor  tnerein,  who  is  still  living,  had  arrived  at  an 
advanced  period  of  life  when  he  communicated  the  circumstances  of  the 
spiritual  visitation  herein  recounted,  and  from  his  being  of  a  reser\'ed 
disposition,  and  httle  given  to  conversation,  from  the  earnestness  of 
his  manner,  combined  with  the  truthful  and  anxious  expression  of  his 
countenance  whilst  describing  the  strange  event,  I  was  left  but  little 
room  to  exercise  doubt  as  to  the  truth  of  his  very  remarkable  narra- 
tive. 

As,  however,  this  paper  will  be  devoted  to  the  mystic  and  a  spiritual 
visitation,  the  writer  wishes  it  to  be  understood  that  he  simply  gives 
the  story  as  he  heard  it ;  and  although  such  a  giant  in  intellect  as  the 
author  of  "  Rassellas*'  believed  in  visi^  to  earth  by  the  denizens  of  spirit- 
land  ;  and  Walter  Scott,  again,  who  was  as  confirmed  a  believer  as  the 
great  lexicographer  himself  or  as  any  lad  that  ever  whistled  to  keep  his 
courage  up ;  he  is  himself  a  non-convert,  and  very  decided  in  his  disbelief 
in  such  visitations.  Indeed,  for  his  part,  although  two  such  luminaries 
in  the  hemisphere  of  mind  have  been  mentioned  as  having  faith  in  the 
theory,  the  writer  must  confess,  that  he  should  be  inclined  to  form  a  lower 
estimate  than  he  otherwise  might  of  any  one  who  would  for  a  moment 
hesitate  to  declare  that  he  had  not  the  slightest  belief  in  the  existence  of 
any  part  or  portion  of  the  ghosty  world.  This  is  said,  too,  with  a  perfect 
recollection  of  the  language  which,  embodying  his  own  sentiments,  the 
gp*eat  moralist  alluded  to  put  in  the  mouth  of  Imlac. 

"  If  all  your  fear  be  of  apparitions,*'  said  the  prince,  "  I  will  promise 
you  safety;  there  is  no  danger  from  the  dead.  He  that  is  once  buried 
will  be  seen  no  more." 

"  That  the  dead  are  seen  no  more,**  said  Imlac,  "  I  will  not  undertake 
to  maintain  against  the  concurrent  and  unvaried  testimony  of  all  ages  and 
of  all  nations.  There  is  no  people,  rude  or  learned,  among  whom  appa- 
ritions of  the  dead  are  not  related  or  believed.  This  opinion,  which  pre- 
vails, as  far  as  human  nature  is  diffused,  could  become  universal  only  by 
its  truth ;  those  that  never  heard  of  one  another  would  not  have  agreed 
m  a  tale  which  nothing  but  experience  can  make  credible.  That  it  is 
doubted  by  single  cavillers  can  very  little  weaken  the  general  evidence; 
and  some  who  deny  it  with  their  tongues  confess  it  by  their  fears." 

Belief  in  such  things  is,  I  am  well  aware,  for  from  uncommon.  In  my 
younger  days  I  had  ample  illustration  of  the  existence  of  such  fearful  faith 
m  an  ag^cultural  district  not  a  hundred  miles  distant  from  the  banks  of 
the  beautiful  Wye.  Some  very  worthy  country  friends — a  family  whose 
progenitors,  centuries  ago,  hela  the  same  delightfrd  domain  on  which  they 
now  reside,  and  which  has  descended  from  sire  to  son,  to  use  a  phrase  of 
the  locality,  "  time  out  of  mind" — were  wont,  on  my  visits  to  their  hospi- 
table fireside,  whenever  on  a  winter's  night  the  conversation  might  that 
way  turn,  with  facts  in  formidable  array  to  combat  my  avowed  scepticism 
as  to  the  existence  of  ghostery.  I  believe  my  worthy  friends  regarded 
only  as  the  exuberance  of  young  wordy  courage  my  ofren  expressed  desire 
to  behold  one  of  those  interesting  beings,  which  were  said  to  flit  at  night 
about  the  neighbourhood,  occasionally  revealing  themselves  to  those  who 
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were  indiflcreet  enough  to  venture,  after  nigfatfiEdl,  near  the  precincts 
i^re  these  night  wanderers  were  known  to  heat  their  rounds. 

There  were  two  places,  I  well  remember,  where  it  was  said  no  mortal 
mi^t  at  night  venture  to  tarry  with  impunity.  One  was  a  particular 
^t  on  the  turnpike  road  which,  according  to  tradition,  had  oeen  the 
scene  of  a  murder ;  the  other  was  in  a  wood  which,  traversed  by  a  foot* 
path,  afforded  a  short  road  from  the  adjacent  town  to  some  of  the  neigh- 
bouring villages,  and  of  which,  in  the  garish  day,  the  natives  always 
availed  themselves,  but  by  night,  save  when  under  the  influence  of  some- 
thing as  inspiring  as  the  juice  of  the  Tuscan  grape,  never. 

T^e  wood  in  question  was,  and  I  have  no  doubt  still  is,  haunted  by 
the  spirit  of  a  long,  long  since  defunct  gentleman,  popularly  known  by 
the  euphonious  i^pellation  of  *^  Old  Yau^ian."  Extraordinanr  were  the 
freaks  which  this  perturbed  spirit  was  wont  to  perform.  Rignt  wonder- 
ful were  the  shapes  in  which  he  had  frequently  appeared  to  the  good 
people  of  the  neighbourhood  around.  In  some  instances,  he  had  re* 
vealed  himself  to  travellers  on  the  highway,  which,  it  should  be  men- 
tioned, passed  through  a  part  of  the  old  gentleman's  domain  when  he 
was  in  the  flesh,  and  to  which,  as  well  as  hamlet,  wood,  and  dusky 
dell,  his  ghostly  peregrinations  sometimes  extended. 

The  very  starUiug  eccentricities  of  this  mystic  and  erratic  spirit,  and 
the  wonderfrd  feats  by  it  performed,  were,  and  I  doubt  not  still  are^ 
fEuthfully  chronicled  and  fearfuUy  told  by  those  who  vegetate  in  the 
villages  around.  Nay,  there  was  one  startling  £act  connected  with  this 
spirit's  restiess  movements,  that  I  must  confess,  at  the  first  blush,  non- 
plussed my  then  inexperienced  self,  and  timt  was  the  appearance,  in  sum- 
mer and  winter  alike,  of  two  palpable  footprints,  clearly  defined  at  the 
foot  of  a  tree.  Now,  tins  tree  grew  near  to  the  footpath  which  traversed  the 
wood  before  alluded  to,  and  the  impressions  were  such,  as  any  homo 
standing  with  his  back  against  the  trunk  of  the  said  tree,  and  looking 
towards  tiie  path,  would  leave  bdiind.  The  most  remarkable  feature  in 
the  case,  and  which  the  reader  may  suppose  was  forcibly  dwelt  upon  by 
the  believers,  was  the  fact  that  although  the  grass  grew  in  luxuriance 
around,  not  a  single  blade  was  ever  known  to  spring  in  either  of  these 
8ignificant  footprints. 

The  reader  will  hardly  be  so  obtuse  as  not  at  once  to  divine  the  cause 
of  this.  It  was,  of  course,  the  spot  where,  in  the  hours  "  when  church- 
yards yawn,  and  graves  give  up  their  dead,"  that  restiess  spirit,  yclept 
*'  Old  Vaughan,"  took  up  his  post,  affording  him  as  it  did  an  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  any  mortal  who  might  pass  that  way.  As  has  been 
already  observed,  however,  although  the  patii  through  the  said  wood 
offerea  a  much  shorter  road  from  the  town  to  the  adjacent  villages,  it 
was  by  night  carefully  avoided,  save  now  and  then  by  some  valiant  son 
of  the  soil,  rendered  daring  by  potations  deep.  Such  an  one  hatii  made 
the  venture,  and  lived,  too,  to  tell  the  tale;  but  never,  even  in  his  cups,  again 
hath  he  dared  the  dangers  of  the  dreary  wood.  What  he  then  saw,  is  it 
not  known  at  the  cottage  hearths?  and  is  it  not  chronicled  and  fearfully 
told,  that  from  tCat  hour  he  has  become  a  changed  man? 

Never  shall  I  forget  hearing,  from  the  lips  of  one  of  ihf  'daring  adven- 
turers, a  CTaphic  account  of  a  funeral  procession  beheld  byliim  in  the  said 
wood.  The  mournful  cavalcade,  with  all  the  paraphernalia  of  sombre  trap- 
pings, took  its  way  over  the  tree-tops  'neath  the  light  of  a  crescent  moon, 
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whilst  music,  deep,  solemn,  and  mournful  as  ever  swelled  through  holy 
aisle,  accompanied  it  in  its  appalling  progress.  To  his  dying  day  will 
he,  who  was  thus  favoured  hy  beholding  the  mysterious  spectacle,  assert 
and  believe  it  was  no  dream.  I  must  in  candour  confess,  although  the 
relator  admitted  it  was  something  more  than  one  or  two  glasses  of 
treble-X,  flanked  by  more  than  a  thimbleful  of  mountain-dew,  that  had 
fired  his  courage  to  dare  the  passage  of  the  wood,  yet  did  the  result  of 
an  examination  of  his  phrenological  index  show  the  org^  of  imagination 
to  be  anything  but  largely  developed.  A  firm  believer  was  he  that 
reality  and  no  delusion  was  the  tale  he  told ;  and  in  justice  I  must  say, 
that  although  laughing  at  the  story,  I  was  constrained  to  admit  that  the 
narrator  was  a  sterling  character  of  worth  and  probity. 

It  is  scarcely  requisite  to  observe  that  his  courage  being  artificially  pro- 
duced, was  of'^  a  very  temporary  character,  and,  once  having  given  way, 
his  mind's  eye  became  filled  with  strange  visions ;  in  such  a  moment  a 
turbid  brain  and  obfuscated  visional  organs  will  readily  draw  and  paint 
images  '*  palpable ;"  nor  should  I  have  been  surprised  if,  instead  of  an 
account  of  a  funeral  procession,  the  bacchanalian  ghost-defier  had  been 
prepared  with  an  elaborate  account  of  his  visit  to  spirit-land,  with  minute 
^rticulars  of  the  general  habits  and  social  economy  of  the  inhabitants. 
The  footprints  to  which  I  have  alluded,  no  doubt,  still  remain  under  the 
same  tree ;  and  the  fact  of  a  blade  of  grass  refusing  therein  to  grow,  may 
in  some  measure  be  accounted  for,  by  the  existence  of  the  same  spirit 
which  would  perchance  lead  you,  gentle  reader,  having  the  opportunity, 
to  seat  yourself  where  a  king  had  sat  before  you ;  and  similarly  influenced, 
the  rustic  by  day  often  takes  his  stand  in  the  footprints  of  the  perturbed 
spirit  he  so  much  dreads,  and  which,  in  the  shadowy  night,  he  knows  will 
in  the  self-same  spot  take  up  his  position,  and  in  the  dark  wood  bid 
*'  congenial  horrors,  hail !" 

As  experiences  in  ghost-seeing  may  be  said  to  be  the  subject  of  this 
paper,  ere  proceeding  with  the  strange  account  of  the  apparition,  I  will 
briefly  offer  to  the  reader  an  adventure  of  my  own,  that  occurred  not 
many  years  ago,  and  which  will  be  found  to  be  not  altogether  without 
interest. 

The  churchyard  of  K is  very  prettily  situated  in  the  suburbs,  and 

afford  a  delightful  view  of  the  very  picturesque  neighbourhood  of  that 
small  yet  interesting  country -town.  A  wide  gravel-path  sweeps  grace- 
fully around,  and  takes  again  a  course  through  the  elevated  centre  of  the 
churchyard,  close  to  the  old  edifice,  whose  spire  is  the  very  counterpart 
of  that  of  Harrow-on- the-Hill.  Seen  from  a  distance,  the  taperiug  part 
of  the  sacred  structure,  pointing  the  way  to  Heaven,  appears  to  rise  from 
a  clump  of  trees.  These,  however,  are  plentifully  scattered  over  the 
churchyard,  bordering  the  vnde  path  almost  in  every  part ;  noble  trees 
they  are,  whose  branches  form  a  delightful  canopy  over  the  footway, 
whilst,  on  the  other  side,  they  extend  their  shade,  and  shed  their  autumn 
tribute  of  leaves,  like  tears,  over  many  a  monument  and  lonely  grave. 

The  words  of  the  solitary-hearted  Jacques  were  ever  brought  forcibly 
to  my  recollection  whene'er,  at  eventide,  I  looked  upon  or  sauntered  be- 
neath the  brabg^es  of  these  trees-*- 

Under  the  shade  of  mdancholy  boughs. 
Lose  and  neglect  the  creeping  hours  of  time. 
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But  to  my  adventure.     It  was  during  one  of  my  visits  to  R that, 

one  fine  moonlight  night,  I  sallied  forth  from  my  inn,  with  the  intention 
of  enjoying  a  walk  through  the  churchyard  I  nave  described,  which  is 
situate  some  half  mile  from  the  town,  and  which  I  judged  would  present 
a  pleasing  picture,  seen  by  the  pale  light  of  the  moon.  A  large  fair  had 
been  held  in  the  place  during  the  day,  and  as  I  passed  through  the  streets 
there  were  the  customary  features  displayed  at  the  close  of  a  country- 
man's gala-day.  Here  and  there  were  groups  of  merry  rustics,  all  more 
or  less  under  the  influence  of  the  rosy  god ;  some  valiant  in  proffer  of 
battle  to  present  or  imaginary  foes ;  others  resisting  the  persuasion  and 
entreaties  of  their  less  inebriated  companions,  who  were  urging  the  home- 
ward retreat.  From  the  lower  class  of  public-houses  issued  peals  of  rude 
merriment,  or  the  more  discordant  sounds  of  many  voices  in  angry 
quarrel.  Here  and  there,  like  a  vessel  destitute  of  rudder,  helm,  or  sail, 
rolled  about  the  pavement  some  drunken  boor,  berefb  of  all  the  superior 
attributes  of  humanity  which  he  might,  in  his  sober  moments,  have  pos- 
sessed over  the  beast  of  the  field. 

How  delightful  was  it  to  leave  behind  me  the  sights  and  sounds  of  such 
rude  revelry ! — the  shout  of  inebriety,  the  idiotic  laugh  and  fierce  quarrel 
engendered  by  the  brimming  cup !  How  calm,  how  eloquent,  appeared 
the  gtHit  dome  of  heaven !  how  pure,  how  beautiful,  the  soft  light  of 
the  tranquil  moon !  how  still,  how  peaceful,  the  sleeping  earth  !  What 
a  change  from  town  to  country,  from  Man  to  Nature !  How  full  of  great 
teaching  her  language !  how  wonderful,  and  how  solemn !  The  pomp, 
pride,  and  circumstance  of  human  life,  its  joys,  its  griefs,  its  greatnesses, 
its  achievements,  call  them  from  the  shadowy  past;  from  the  stores 
and  hoards  of  old  Time,  or  summon  them  from  the  living  present; 
pass  them  before  the  mind's  eye,  and  let  the  scene  of  such  review  be  in 
solitude,  beneath  the  jewelled  dome  of  heaven,  in  the  stilly  night ;  and, 
oh !  what  littleness  !  how  shrink  they  into  nothingness  beiore  these  stu- 
pendous, and  beautiful,  and  unfathomable  mysteries,  that  pass  not  away, 
that  fade  not,  die  not,  that  seem  in  their  beauty  and  their  grandeur  to  be 
eternal !  Let  the  historian  in  such  an  hour  recal  the  mighty  empires  on 
which  the  stars  of  heaven  have  shed  their  light,  dynasties  which  have 
passed  away  for  ever,  palaces,  temples,  and  homes  of  men,  numerous  as 
leaves  of  a  forest,  of  which  are  no  traces  left ;  and  others,  the  mementos 
of  which  are  crumbling  away  in  desert  spots,  and  deserted  by  men  for 
evermore,  their  glories  forgotten,  or  waning  to  oblivion  on  the  page  of 
history.  Let  the  poet  at  such  a  time  recal  the  bards  of  old ;  let  him  re- 
member how  genius  hath  gazed  upon  those  bright  orbs  upon  which  he 
now  gazes ;  that  they,  too,  have  felt  the  influence  of,  and  struck  the  lyre 
to,  those  mystic  fires  of  heaven.  Let  him  recal  their  bardic  fame,  their 
glory.  Where  are  they  now  ?  Generation  hath  followed  generation ; 
the  tide  of  human  life  still  rolls  on,  wave  after  wave  breaking  upon  the 
shore  of  death ;  myriads  and  myriads  of  hearts  have  beat  and  are  beating 
with  joy,  have  broken  and  are  breaking  with  sorrow ;  one  common 
destiny,  the  gamer  of  cold  eatrh,  awaiting  all,  whilst  still  onward  moves 
the  panorama  of  human  life,  childhood,  youth,  manhood,  old  age,  and 
the  grave.  Yet  those  resplendent  orbs  on  the  far-spreading  dome 
above  are  not  burnt  out ;  they  remain  unchanged  in  their  unfathomable 
mystery,  their  solemn  grandeur,  and  in  the  brilliancy  of  their  beauty. 
I  had  never  seen  the  churchyard  of  K  to  greater  advantage. 

VOL.,: 
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Tbtre  was  just  enough  wind  to  cause  the  huge  hranches  of  the  stately 
ehns  to  wa^e  to  and  fro  in  the  bright  moonlight,  whilst  the  rustling  of 
their  leayes  fell  sofUy  and  sweetly  on  the  ear.  All  else  was  still,  save  the 
sound  produced  by  the  faJil  of  my  own  footsteps  on  the  gravel  path, 
£xcept  at  intervals,  when  a  passing  cloud  partly  obscured  the  light  of  the 
resplendent  moon,  it  was  as  light  as  day,  and  I  could  with  ease  decipher 
the  inscriptions  on  many  of  the  tombstones  so  thickly  scattered  around. 
I  was  engaged  in  reading  some  tolerable  lines  on  one  of  these  mementos 
of  the  dead  that  had  recently  been  erected,  and  for  which  purpose  I  had 
stepped  from  the  gravel  path  on  to  the  sward,  when  I  was  suddenly 
startled  by  hearing  very  distinctly  a  deep  groan,  issuing,  as  it  appeared 
to  me,  from  the  very  tomb  on  which  I  was  gazing.  My  first  impidse 
was  to  spring  back  to  the  path  I  had  quitted,  where  I  stood  almost  rooted 
to  the  spot,  whilst  experiencing  a  peculiar  sensation  about  the  region  of 
the  heart,  as  though  the  current  of  my  blood  had  there  experienced  a 
sudden  check.  Indeed,  I  never  had  been  so  startled  in  my  life ;  I  was 
almost  paralysed.  The  hour,  the  place,  combined — it  was  most  unac- 
countable. After  some  Httle  hesitation  I  resumed  my  walk  down  the 
gravel  path,  purposing  to  make  one  round  of  the  churchyard,  and  then 
return  to  the  town.  Reflecting,  however,  upon  the  singularity  of  the 
sound  that  I  had  heard,  I  paused,  and,  somewhat  inclined  to  smile  at  the 
fear  which  I  had  involuntarily  displayed,  retraced  my  steps,  more  than 
half  convinced  that  it  must  have  been  my  fancy  which  had  converted  a 
sudden  gust  of  wind  into  a  groan.  Fully  disposed  to  be  feu^tious  at  my 
own  expense,  and  in  a  very  philosophical  spirit  of  reasoning  upon  the  ab- 
surdity of  fear  that  springeth  from  superstitious  belief  in  spirits,  even 
thougn  in  a  churchyard  by  night,  I  returned  to  the  spot  where  I  had 
been  so  recently  startled. 

Again  I  pauJsed  before  the  tomb— again  I  quitted  the  footpath  and 
stood  amidst  the  luxuriant  grass  that  grew  around  it ;  all  was  still  and 
silent  as  death  itself.  At  that  moment  the  gaunt  shadow  of  a  huge 
black  cloud  hurrying  past  the  moon  was  thrown  upon  the  tomb  and 
around  me,  and,  ere  it  had  passed  away,  again  a  groan  broke  through 
the  stillness  of  the  night,  proceeding  m>m  the  earth  at  my  feet,  and 
rising  on  the  still  air  with  a  fearful  distinctness  that  almost  frt>ze  my 
blood.  In  vain  I  endeavoured  to  account  for  diis  extraordinary  circum- 
stance. In  vain  I  strove  to  retain  my  philosophy.  The  more  I  struggled 
to  battle  with  the  fear  that  was  fast  creeping  upon  me^  the  more  futHe  I 
found  it.  Every  tale  of  apparitions  witn  wnioh  in  nursery  days  I  had 
been  frightened — every  page  I  had  read  of  visitations  frrom  the  other 
world,  the  appearance  of  the  shrouded  dead,  and  all  the  horrors  pertain- 
ing to  the  charnel-house,  like  vivid  pictures  rose  before  me^  and  I  must 
confess  that  it  was  with  no  little  trepidation  I  turned  from  the  spot  to 
hasten  from  the  churchyard,  expecting  each  moment  to  behold  some 
fearful  shape  before  me. 

The  wind  had  risen  connderably ;  black  masses  of  clouds  had  gathered 
on  the  sky,  obscuring  the  moon,  and  shrouding  all  things  in  darkness. 
As  I  passed  through  the  iron  gate  of  the  diurchyard,  it  swung  back,  and 
mingled  its  harsh  discordant  notes  with  the  sweep  of  the  strong  blast 
that,  rushing  through  the  giant  branches  of  the  trees,  seemed  to  my  then 
excited  imagination  like  we  voices  of  angered  spirits  chasmg  me  from 
domaio* 
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Cbnyinced  that  what  I  had  heard  was  no  delusioD,  in  was  my  intention, 
in  quitting  the  churchyard,  to  prevail  upon  some  person  in  the  town  to 
accompany  me  back,  that  my  eyidence  as  to  the  extraordinary  fact  might 
be  attested.  I  had  not,  however,  proceeded  far,  on  recovering  from  the 
sodden  effect  produced  upon  me,  mingled  also  with  a  somewhat  re- 
proachful reflection  for  the  precipitation  with  which  I  had  left  the  church* 
yard,  before  I  came  to  a  hsJt  Was  it  possible  that  I  had  been  deceived? 
Could  my  imagination  have  betrayed  me  ?  I  stood  irresolute  whether 
or  not  to  return.  That  undefinable  something  was  upon  me  which  is,  I 
nyprehend,  common  to  us  all,  and  whi<^  in  spite  of  our  reasoning,  will  at 
tunes  steal  over  us,  more  particularly  when  alone  in  the  presence  of  the 
dead,  or  in  die  solemn  hours  of  night  amidst  the  last  homes  of  departed 
^^ta,  and  when  strange  voices  seem  to  speak  in  the  wailing  blast. 

M^ilst  pausing  thus  undecided,  the  rude  song  of  some  homeward-bound 
msdc  reveller,  borne  on  the  wind,  came  floating  past  me  from  the  high- 
road which  winds  its  way  round  the  lower  end  of  the  churchyard.  Whe- 
ther this  proximity  to  something  human  was  the  cause  or  not  of  suddenly 
inspiring  me  with  the  requisite  daring,  I  will  not  undertake  to  say,  but  I 
started  finom  my  pause  of  irresolution,  and  in  a  few  moments  had  flung 
open  the  discordant  creaking  gate,  and  stood  again  on  the  sward  which 
covered  the  grave  of  the  buried  dead. 

At  this  moment  the  moon  was  almost  obscured  by  a  cloud,  and  I 
approached  the  spot  from  which  I  had  so  recently  and  so  precipitately 
retreated,  under  comparative  darkness.  I  must  confess  there  was  some- 
thing of  forced  courage  in  this  proceecUng,  and  when  I  once  more  came 
to  a  stand-still,  it  waa  with  a  wavering  sort  of  inclination  to  retire,  ere  I 
had  stood  a  h\T  ordeal. 

Not  long  was  I  left  to  oppose  or  indulge  that  intention,  for  again  a 
groan,  deep  and  hollow,  rose  on  the  stillness  of  the  night.  Out  of  the 
very  stone  of  the  tomb  on  which  I  gazed  it  seemed  to  issue,  and  I  stood 
rooted  to  the  spot  almost  terror-stricken,  the  blood  curdlin?  in  my  veins, 
and  my  heart  beating  with  a  vehemence  as  though  it  would  burst. 

There  was  no  longer  room  to  doubt.  It  was  a  fearful  reality.  I  be- 
came highly  excited,  scarcely  knowing  what  impelled  me  to  action; 
perhaps  the  daring  of  desperation.  I  drew  nearer  to  the  tomb,  and 
again  the  hoUow  groan  answered  the  almost  inaudible  sound  of  my  foot- 
steps on  the  grass.  I  placed  my  hand  upon  the  cold  slab,  as  though  I 
would  prove  that  it  was  real,  and  that  I  was  not  labouring  under  a  horrible 
dream.  I  could  not  tear  myself  from  the  spot.  A  fascination  of  terror, 
like  to  that  of  the  snake  over  the  bird,  was  upon  me.  Gibbering  sprites 
and  ghastly  skeleton-forms  seemed  to  glide  around  me.  Strange  sounds 
— ^words  from  unseen  lips  were  hissed  into  my  ear,  and  the  wind  that 
rashed  boisterously  past  seemed  to  bear  the  hollow  laughter  of  a  hundred 
fearful  voices.  Large  drops  of  perspiration  burst  from  my  forehead,  and 
rolled  like  tears  of  terror  down  my  cheeks.  I  became  frenzied  with 
excitement.  But  mine  was  the  excitement  of  desperation.  I  rushed 
round  the  tomb,  determined  to  dare  all  that  was  to  be  dared  ere  quitting 
the  spoL  But  my  hurried  footsteps  were  arrested,  and  I  fell  prostrate; 
and,  alas!  found  myself  in  close  proximity  to  no  ''ghost  or  goblin 
dmmned,"  hut,  bursting  from  a  cloud,  the  freea  light  of  the  moon  revealed 
to  mj-astonidied  sight  a  smockfirocked  countryman,  who,  in  a  far-gone 
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state  of  inebriety,  lay  half  buried  in  the  grass,  and  over  whose  helpless 
carcase  I  had  fallen ! 

For  some  moments  I  could  scarcely  credit  my  eyes  ;  but  my  astonish- 
ment soon  gave  way  to  a  blush  at  my  extreme  trepidation.  I  endea- 
voiu-ed  to  raise  the  burly  prostrate  piece  of  anatomy,  and  my  efforts 
were  answered  by  one  of  those  harrowing  groans  which,  had  I  not  returned 
to  the  churchyard  after  my  first  retreat,  and  beat  the  boundaries  of  the 
tomb,  would  have  left  me,  probably,  for  the  remainder  of  my  life,  a 
confirmed  believer  that  all  spirits  rest  not  with  death  and  the  grave. 

With  some  difficulty  I  roused  the  helpless  villager  from  the  grass  and 
brought  him  into  a  sitting  position,  resting  his  head  against  the  side  of 
the  tomb,  where  I  left  him,  and,  on  my  return  to  the  town,  apprised  the 
night  watchman,  whom  I  met  with  his  assistant,  of  the  case,  and  I  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  brace  of  guardian  spirits  start  at  once  to 
bring  the  fellow  back  to  the  town,  where  he  would  be  sure  to  receive  all 
attention,  a  night's  lodging,  and,  in  due  course,  an  interview  with  the 
sage  dispensers  of  the  law. 

On  relating  the  circumstance  to  a  friend  in  the  town  on  the  following 
day,  in  laughing  at  my  adventure  he  informed  me  that  the  churchyard 
afforded  a  shorter  cut  to  one  of  the  neighbouring  villages  tlian  the  turn- 
pike-road, and  he  had  no  doubt  the  poor  fellow  that  I  had  found  in 
such  a  queer  resting-place  would  prove  to  belong  to  the  said  village,  and 
doubtless,  in  returning  from  the  fair,  in  succumbing  to  the  potent  spirits 
within  him,  had  found  a  soft  couch  on  mother  earth  in  the  luxuriant 
grass  of  the  churchyard.  I  have  related  the  circumstance  exactly  as  it 
occurred,  and  never  have  I  since  found  aught  to  cause  roe  to  alter  my 
opinion,  that  ghosts  and  ghostery  would  become  a  dead  letter,  if  all 
seers  and  believers  would  try  a  thrice  ordeal,  and  always  look  behind  the 
tombstone. 

And  now  to  turn  to  the  story  which  gives  its  title  to  this  paper. 

It  was  on  one  cold  and  boisterous  January  night  that  I  formed  a  part 
of  a  rather  numerous  company,  who  were  gathered  round  a  cheerful  fire 
in  the  once  well-known  and  comfortable  hostelrie  of  the  Crown,  in  the 
ancient  town  of  St.  Ives,  in  Huntingdonshire.  Like  Shakspeare's  high- 
minded  Othello,  the  house's  occupation  is  now  gone.  It  was  tenantless 
when  I  last  beheld  it,  and  fated,  as  I  was  told,  like  many  other  Crowns, 
Mitres,  Kings,  and  Queens  besides,  to  be  rased  to  the  ground  before  that 
ruthless  leveller,  the  rail. 

The  Crown  had  enjoyed  the  reputation  of  being  a  first-rate,  as  well  as 
the  principal  hotel  in  the  town.  Since  its  demise,  the  business  has 
become  divided  between  two  of  its  former  rivals — the  Lion  and  the 
Unicom ;  and  it  may  be  worth  noticing,  when  they  were  all  three  open 
they  were  respectively  situated,  as  in  our  national  arms,  the  Crown  in 
the  centre,  and  the  Lion  and  the  Unicom  in  the  same  street  on  each  side. 
True,  the  two  latter  could  not  be  well  termed  supporters,  and  in  which 
important  feature  fails  the  parallel. 

St.  Ives  is  a  remarkably  built  town,  and,  thanks  to  the  researches  of 
Thomas  Carlyle,  has  of  late  been  rendered  doubly  interesting,  by  his 
publication  of  Cromwell's  letters,  with  his  notes  appended,  contaming 
much  new  and  interesting  information  of  the  g^eat  Oliver's  life  and  true 
character. 
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St.  Ives,  where  Cromwell  was  bom,  is  only  a  few  miles  from  Hun- 
tingdon, which  place  he  represented  j  and  at  a  little  distance  from  the 
former,  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  are  the  lands  which  he  cultivated  when 
simply  an  Euglbh  farmer.  To  the  few  who  still  entertain  erroneous 
opinions  as  to  the  true  character  of  this  Englishman,  of  whom  it  is  hardly 
too  much  to  say, — the  greatest  our  land  has  produced  since  the  days  of 
Alfi^, — and  who  are  not  so  bigotedly  allied  to  old  notions  as  to  refuse 
to  receive  in  evidence  aught  that  might  peril  their  present  opinions,  these 
letters  of  Oliver  Cromwell  claim,  in  justice  to  the  memory  of  one  so 
maligned,  a  careful  perusal.  A  principal  part  of  them  were  written  to 
the  members  of  his  family ;  and  the  contents  bear  ample  evidence  that, 
milike  Pope's  polished  epistles,  the  writer  never  dreamt  of  their  seeing 
the  light,  and  are  valuable  as  affording  the  public  an  insight  into  matters 
behind  the  scenes  of  public  performances,  revealing  his  private  affairs 
and  private  actions,  and  the  real  incentives  and  influences  by  which  that 
great  warrior  and  statesman  was  actuated  in  his  eventful  career. 

These  letters,  dug  up  as  it  were  from  oblivion,  hunted,  ferreted  out 
by  a  diligence  and  perseverance  which  cannot  be  too  much  commended, 
have  been  brought  to  light  by  one  who  has  studied  deeply  the  actions  of 
Cromwell,  and  who,  uninfluenced  by  bigoted,  if  not  ignorant,  historians, 
gives  a  true  estimate  of  a  character  who,  from  a  deep  depth  of  degra- 
dation, had  elevated  his  country  to  her  true  position  in  the  eyes  of 
all  nations.  Carlyle  knew  that  something  more  than  the  mere  selfish 
ambition  which  was  for  so  long — and  by  some  still  is — assigned,  had  been 
the  spur  to  action  with  Cromwell.  He  judged  that  there  must  have  been 
a  more  pure,  a  more  sustaining,  a  nobler  impulse  in  his  heart.  He  saw 
that  the  indomitable  spirit,  the  energy  almost  superhuman,  the  fearlessness 
and  determination  of  action,  could  alone  arise  from  a  sense  of  right,  and 
of  a  strong  and  sincere  conviction  of  being  engaged  in  a  just  and  holy 
cause.  From  a  perusal  of  Oliver  Cromwell's  letters  thus  brought  to 
light,  it  seems  impossible  for  any  one  to  rise  unconvinced  of  their  ge- 
nuineness, or  to  disbelieve  that  they  emanated  from  the  writer's  heart. 
To  one  and  all  must  they  convey  the  impression  that  his,  indeed,  was  a 
"oneness"  of  purpose,  and  that  the  true  love  of  countiy  was  with  him  the 
mainspring  of  action.  They  show  also  that  Cromwell,  in  his  religion,  is 
open  to  no  stronger  charge  than  that  of  enthusiasm,  and  that  the  oppro- 
Imous  epithet  of  hypocrite,  as  far  as  deserving  goes,  is  now  done  away 
with  at  once  and  for  ever. 

Who  does  not  agree  with  Jeffrey  when,  in  one  of  his  reviews,  he  says, 
"  Writings  not  meant  for  publication,  nor  prepared  for  purposes  of  vanity 
or  contention,  are  the  only  memorials  in  which  the  true  *form  ai^d 
pressure'  of  the  ages  which  produce  them  are  ever  completely  preserved ; 
and,  indeed,  the  only  documents  from  which  the  great  events  which  are 
blazoned  on  their  record  can  ever  be  satisfactorily  explained.  It  is  in 
such  writing  alone — conjidaitial  letters, — private  diaries, — ^family  anec- 
dotes,— and  personal  remonstrances,  apologies,  or  explanations, — tnat  the 
true  springs  of  action  are  disclosed,  as  well  as  the  obstructions  and 
impediments,  whether  in  the  scruples  of  individuals  or  the  general  temper 
of  society,  by  which  their  operation  is  so  capriciously,  and  but  for  these 
revelations,  so  unaccountably  contracted.  They  are  the  true  key  to  the 
cipher  in  which  public  annals  are  most  truly  written ;  and  their  disclosure, 
after  long  intervals  of  time,  is  almost  as  good  as  the  revocation  of  their 
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writers  from  the  dead  to  abide  our  interrogations,  and  to  act  over  again, 
before  us,  in  the  very  dress  and  accents  of  the  time,  a  portion  of  the  scenes 
which  they  once  guided  and  adorned." 

In  these  later  days,  it  is  gratifying  to  perceive  justice  being  done  to  the 
memory  of  a  great  man  whom  history  has  so  much  vilified.  That 
Cromwell  has  been  much  misrepresent^,  has,  on  all  sides  of  late,  been 
pretty  generally  admitted.  Amongst  others,  from  whom  such  voluntary 
admission  comes  with  much  force,  Blackwood  some  time  ago,  in  one  of 
its  customary  clever  papers  on  Carlyle's  volume,  came  out  nobly  in 
justice  to  the  memory  of  the  great  Retormer.  Alluding  to  the  collection 
of  Cromwell's  correspondence,  the  northern  reviewer  observed, 

"  But,  whether  dry  or  not,  the  letters  and  speeches  of  Cromwell 
should  be  read  by  every  one  desirous  of  obtaining  an  insight  of  the 
character  of  not  the  least  extraordinary,  fwt  the  least  misrepresented 
person  in  history.  If  there  is  any  one  who  still  believes  that  Cromwell 
was  a  thorough  hypocrite,  that  his  religion  was  a  systematic  feint  to 
cover  his  ambitious  designs,  t/ie  perusal  of  these  volumes  will  entirely 
undeceive  him.  We  look  upon  this  hypothesis,  this  Machiavelian  ex- 
planation of  Cromwell's  character,  as  henceforth  entirely  dismissed  from 
all  candid  and  intelhgent  minds.  It  was  quite  natural  that  such  a  view 
should  be  taken  of  their  tenible  enemy  by  the  royalists  of  the  Restora- 
tion, hating  his  memory  with  a  most  cordial  hatred,  and  accustomed  in 
their  blinding  licentiousness  to  look  upon  all  religion  as  little  better 
than  cant  and  hypocrisy." 

So  much  for  the  great  Cromwell,  and  now  to  our  story. 

I  repeat,  that  it  was  on  a  cold  night  in  January,  some  years  ago,  that  I 
found  myself  one  of  a  party  assembled  round  a  blazing  nre  in  the  com- 
mercial-room of  the  Crown  Hotel,  at  St.  Ives.  Any  one  peeping  into 
the  interior,  from  the  bitter  dark  night  without,  would  have  been  in- 
clined to  regard  the  scene  presented  as  pretty  considerably  snug.  Curling 
wreaths  of  creamy  smoke  rising  from  the  meerschaums  and  cigars 
of  the  social  company,  the  sparkling  glasses,  the  brilliant  fire,  round 
which  rose  the  pleasant  buzz  of  voices,  must,  in  combination,  have  been 
very  suggestive  of  comfort  to  an  observer.  Of  this  party  there  was  one 
who  took  no  part  in  the  conversation,  and  who  sat  gazing  on  the  fire 
as  though  abstracted  in  thought,  or  intent  only  in  contemplating  the 
volumes  of  smoke  which  he  sent  eddying  upwards  from  his  thin  and 
colourless  lips.  The  individual  in  question  had  arrived  at  a  period  of 
life  when  he  could  scarcely  expect  to  escape  the  designation  of  elderly. 
There  was  a  constant  expression  of  saddened  serenity  in  his  counte- 
nance, though  more  mild  than  severe,  and  deep  lines  of  thought  on  his 
brow,  which,  combined  with  a  strange  taciturnity,  rendered  him  somewhat 
remarkable  to  those  who  were,  like  myself,  in  the  habit  of  meeting  him. 
And  yet,  with  the  genei*al  unsociability  of  his  manners,  he  was  not  by 
any  means  unpopular  amongst  us.  When  he  did  break  from  his  habitual 
silence,  there  was  a  deference  and  kindliness  in  his  manner  to  those  whom 
he  addressed,  which,  combined  with  the  disposition  that,  with  all  his 
taciturnity,  he  ever  displayed  in  the  little  courtesies  of  the  room,  caused 
him  to  be  regarded  more  as  a  good-hearted  though  unhappy  fellow,  than 
a  misanthrope ;  and,  indeed,  he  was  rather  a  favourite  than  otherwise 
with  all  who  were  in  the  habit  of  meeting  him.  My  attention  was  on 
this  night  more  particularly  drawn  towards  lum,  by  observing  the  effect 
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a  obcmnstance  related  by  one  of  the  party,  of  a  warning  which  he 
had  leceiTed  of  a  relative's  death,  by  the  i^pearance  of  his  figure  in  the 
dead  of  night,  produced  upon  him.  Similar  stories  followed,  and,  strange 
to  say,  others  of  the  company  had  also  had  ocular  demonstration  of  such 
spiritual  Tintations. 

With  myself,  there  were  two  disbelievers  in  such  appearances,  and  our 
srgmnents  for  and  against  became  not  a  little  animated  as  the  night  woxe 
on.  There  were  some  very  remarkable  circumstances  related.  Each 
narrator  had  been  the  principal  actor  in  the  events  he  described,  for  it 
was  agreed  that  no  speaker  should  be  listened  to  who  advanced  the 
experience  of  others  in  support  of  his  belief  or  disbelief  in  spirit  seeing. 
I  must  confess  that  the  minority  were  the  sceptical ;  and,  indeed,  as  we 
became  more  deeply  engaged  in  the  subject,  there  appeared  to  be  a 
general  understanding  on  all  sides,  that  debate  should  cease  whilst  such 
matters  were  afoot  as  these  strange  and  all-engrossing  self-experiences. 
As,  however,  ghost  stories,  like  all  other  sublunary  things,  must  have  an 
ending,  so  on  this  occasion  was  at  length  the  concluding  tale  given,  last 
and  most  remaricable  of  all,  the  finale  of  which  was  arrived  at  as  the 
diurch  dock  startled  the  drowsy  ear  of  night  with  the  stroke  of  twelve. 

One  by  one  the  company  dropped  off  to  bed,  and  in  a  short  time  I 
found  myself  the  last  of  the  party  left  with  the  silent  one.  His  eyes,  I 
observed,  were  still  fixed  intently  on  the  fire,  although  his  frontispiece 
was  bat  fitfully  revealed  through  the  eddying  clouds  of  smoke  which  rose 
from  his  meerschaum,  and  to  which  at  the  moment  he  appeared  to  be 
Inlying  himself  more  vigorously  than  ever. 

The  *^  good  night"  of  the  last  to  bed  departed  had  scarcely  died  on 
our  ears,  when  my  hitherto  silent  companion,  after  knocking  the  ashes 
out  of  the  ci^cious  bowl  of  his  pipe,  turned  on  his  seat,  and  in  a  some- 
what excited  manner,  thus  addressed  me  : 

''My  intention,  in  accordance  with  my  usual  custom,  was  to  have 
retired  to  rest  an  hour  ago,  but  the  conversation  in  which  you  have  been 
engaged  has  had,  to  me,  a  peculiar  interest,  and  I  have  listened  with  deep 
attention  to  the  various  narrations  that  have  been  related  to  night. 
You,  sir,  have  avowed  yourself  a  disbeliever  in  supernatural  appearances, 
and  ridiculed  the  faith  that  believes  iu  them.  Although  a  silent,  I  have 
been  an  attentive  listener  to  the  remarks  which  fell  from  your  lips  on  the 
subject,  and  perhaps  felt  double  interest  therein,  as  the  opinions  which 
you  entertain  on  the  matter  are  in  direct  unison  with  those  I  once  held 
myself,  and  the  facts  and  illustrations  you  advanced  are  such,  not  a  little 
strange  to  say,  as  I  was  myself  wont  to  bring  forth  whenever  I  felt  called 
upon  to  oppose  that  which  I  once  considered  to  be  the  offspring  alone  of 
weak  and  failing  minds,  or  strong,  ignorant,  and  unhealthy  imaginations. 
I  perceive,"  he  continued,  whilst  glancing  at  my  empty  tumbler,  ''as 
Goldsmith  hath  it,  'the  tankard  is  no  more.'  Come,  let  us  have  our 
glasses  replenished,  a  fresh  supply  of  coal  to  the  fire,  and  if  you  are  not 
too  tired,  I  will  in  confidence  communicate  to  you  some  circumstances 
which  occurred  to  myself,  pertinent  to  the  subject  of  this  night's  con- 
versation, and  which  will,  I  think,  cause  you  to  be  less  confident  in  your 
present  firm  disbelief  in  visitations  from  the  dead." 

Remarkable  as  was  my  companion  for  his  extreme  taciturnity,  this 
overture  not  a  little  surprised  roe,  and  in  agreeing  to  tarry  and  listen  to 
ha$  narrative,  my  curiosity  was  somewhat  excited,  nor  was  I  disappointed 
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in  my  anticipations  that  I  should  hear  something  out  of  the  common,  and 
whicn  would  account  for  that  reserve  and  gloom  which  so  strikingly 
characterised  the  man. 

Our  glasses  replenished,  one  of  our  host's  hest  havannas  for  myself, 
another  charge  in  the  howl  of  my  companion's  meerschaum,  an  addi- 
tional supply  of  coal,  and  a  poke  of  the  nre  firom  the  scientific  hands  of 
the  waiter — whom  we  dismissed  for  the  night,  with  orders  for  the  hoots 
to  sit  up  in  the  kitchen,  in  companionship  with  a  jug  of  Octoher,  until 
we  retired — and  with  a  few  preliminary  remarks  the  eccentric  began  his 
strange  stor}-. 

I  am  now  five-and-thirty  years  of  age.  Plve  years  ag^,  I  had  unex- 
pectedly occasion,  during  one  of  my  periodical  visits  to  Pembrokeshire,  to 
return  from  that  county  immediately  to  head-quarters  in  town,  each 
moment's  delay  being  of  consequence.  With  the  view  of  saving  con- 
siderable time,  I  departed  from  my  usual  route,  and  took  the  shortest  cuts 
across  the  country,  with  many  parts  of  which  I  was  almost  a  stranger.  I 
was  driving  at  that  time  a  fine  sixteen-hands  roan,  that  could  do  his 
thirty  miles  a  day,  nor  show  the  worse  if  daily  averaging  that  distance 
in  a  journey;  he  was  not  indulged  with  more  than  one  sabbath  in  a 
fortnight. 

At  the  period  I  speak  of,  I  was  a  very  different  man  to  what  you  now 
behold  me.  The  vigour  of  my  step  was  unimpaired,  there  was  streng^ 
in  my  arm,  and  courage  in  my  heart.  Cold,  sunshine,  or  storm — mom, 
noon,  night,  were  all  alike  to  me.  He  was  a  bold  fellow  who  would  then 
heedlessly  provoke  mc;  a  bolder,  who  would  feel  no  hesitation  in  quarrel 
to  measure  his  strength  with  mine.  Within  my  own  recollection,  I  had 
never  known  an  hour*s  illness,  and  at  the  period  I  speak  of,  I  was  in  the 
ftill  vigour  of  mature  and  unimpaired  manhood.  This  I  mention,  to 
show  that  your  argument,  of  old  people  and  invalids  being  the  only  spirit 
seers,  will  not,  in  my  case,  apply,  and  that  you  may  bear  in  mind,  as  I 
proceed,  the  health  1  was  enjoying  when  the  circumstances  which  I  am 
about  to  relate  took  place.  To  return.  In  a  certain  part  of  Carmar- 
thenshire, which  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention,  my  horse,  which  had  never 
before  even  made  a  stumble  during  seven  years*  driving,  came  down  \vith 
me  like  a  shot.  I  was  pitched,  sir,  out  of  my  vehicle,  to  find,  on  regain- 
ing my  legs,  both  shafts  broken— one  of  them  as  though,  like  a  stick,  it 
had  been  snapped  across  the  knee;  the  other  smashed  almost  to  parting. 
The  knees  of  my  horse  were  severely  cut,  and,  as  I  raised  him,  and  looked 
at  the  blood  streaming  down  his  fetlocks,  the  conviction  dawned  upon  me 
that  the  noble  brute  bad  at  last  been  overdriven.  Up  to  the  time  of  my 
starting  on  my  return  home  he  had  been  doing  constant  work;  and  since 
the  commencement  of  what  I  may  call  my  forced  marches,  he  had  accom- 
plished near  an  average  of  five-and-thirty  miles  a  day.  Thirteen  miles 
more  I  proposed  proceeding  ere  pitching  my  tent  for  the  night,  when  he 
came  down.  Sir,  it  was  cruelty — I  felt  it  to  be  so — I  confess  it,  and  I 
am  not  ashamed  to  say,  that  I  cried  over  the  noble  brute  like  a  child.  The 
day  was  considerably  advanced,  and,  from  the  spot  where  my  mishap 
occmred,  I  knew  myself  to  be  at  least  four  miles  from  any  habitable  place 
where  I  could  hope  to  obtain  accommodation  of  any  kind.  It  was  a  vild 
part  of  the  Carmarthenshire  hills,  where  you  might  travel  miles  without 
seeing  a  human  face,  or  a  human  dwelling.  Fortunately,  however,  within 
the  sound  of  my  voice,  on  the  slope  of  the  mountain,  stood  a  rude  kut, 
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from  which,  in  answer  to  my  calls,  emerged  two  men  and  a  lad.  They 
could  not  speak  nor  imderstand  English,  nor  could  I  speak  Welsh;  I  had, 
therefore,  recourse  to  the  most  expressive  pantomimic  action  which  I 
coold  command,  and  their  comprehension,  which  at  first  seemed  remark- 
ably dull,  was  wonderfully  quickened  by  the  display  of  a  handful  of  coin, 
which,  intimating  as  it  did  that  they  were  to  be  paid,  proved  to  be  an  ex- 
cellent interpreter  of  my  wants.  After  some  little  delay,  a  rope  was 
brought  from  the  hut,  with  which  we  managed  to  join  the  broken  shaft, 
and  bind  the  shattered  one,  so  as  to  be  sufficiently  strong  to  bear  the 
draught  of  the  gig  without  my  own  weight.  In  this  precarious  state, 
leading  my  horse,  I  started  to  walk  the  four  miles  which  lay  between  me 

and  Uie  village  of  S (if  village  it  might  be  called),  a  collection  of 

some  few  rude  dwellings,  irregularly  buil^  and  which  you  might  pass 
through  twenty  times  in  a  year  and  not  see  one  of  the  natives  who  there 
vegetate.  The  place  is,  however,  picturesquely  situated,  and  has  some 
share  of  celebrity  for  the  fishing  which  its  neighbouring  streams  afford. 
This  smaU  gathering  place  of  humanity  was  on  my  road,  and  nine  miles 
beyond  it  is  situated  the  town  to  which  I  was  proceeding,-  and  where  I 
proposed  dining  and  stopping  for  the  night.  You  may  suppose,  sir, 
taking  into  consideration  the  delay  occasioned  by  my  accident,  by  the 
time  I  had  accomplished  the  four  miles  the  day  was  considerably 
advanced,  and  that  norse  and  rider  stood  somewhat  in  need  of  refresh- 
ment 

Most  cheerless  was  the  appearance  of  the  only  village  inn,  and  the  re- 
flection that  I  should  be  compelled  there  to  take  up  my  quarters  for  the 
night,  as  you  may  imagine,  was  anything  but  agreeable.  Darkness  was  just 
gathering  round,  as  my  summons  at  the  inn  door,  which  I  found  closed  and 
^Eistened,  and  aU  about  the  place  in  solemn  stillness,  was  answered  by  a 
woman,  who  seemed  to  contemplate  me  and  my  shattered  equipage  with 
not  a  little  astonishment.  This  was  the  hostess,  who,  repMng  to  my  in- 
quiries, informed  me  that  I  could  have  a  bed,  and  that  their  stabling  was 
excellent.  Ere  seeking,  however,  the  interior  of  the  cheerless-looking  inn, 
I  proceeded  to  assist  the  ostler,  as  the  landlady  designated  a  short,  bow- 
legged,  wild-looking  sort  of  mountaineer,  who  continued  touching  the 
battered  old  hat  which  he  wore  with  an  excess  of  obsequiousness,  accom- 
panying each  movement  with  an  •*  Iss,  sir,"  whilst  following  the  directions 
which  I  gave  him  about  my  nag. 

After  seeing  the  knees  of  my  faithful  four-footed  companion  well 
bathed,  a  feed  before,  and  a  good  bed  beneath  him,  I  prepared  to  look  after 
my  own  creature  comforts. 

On  issuing  from  the  stable,  I  found  the  night  had  set  in  ;  a  few  stars 
were  just  perceptible  amidst  dark  masses  of  clouds,  which  were  swiftly 
sweeping  over  the  heavens,  whilst  the  distant  horizon  was  flushed  with  a 
fringe  of  pale  light  that  told  of  the  rising  moon.  Strong  and  cutting 
was  the  night  wind  that  had  suddenly  risen,  howling  around  the  inn,  and 
shaking  its  pendent  sign,  which  seemed  with  discordant  creaks  to  reply  to 
its  ravings.  Uninviting  as  was  the  appearance  of  the  building,  it  was 
with  a  feeling  of  considerable  satisfaction  that  I  crossed  its  threshold  from 
the  gloomy  night  and  the  biting  of  the  blast. 

Whilst  I  had  been  engaged  in  the  stable,  the  hostess  had  been  busy  pre- 
paring for  my  comfort;  and  the  appearance  of  a  snug  room,  enlivened  by  a 
eheerfol,  blaang  fire,  a  couple  of  candles,  and  a  table  laid  for  dinner,  was 
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particularly  refreshing.  A  tolerable  steak,  a  bottle  of  stoat,  followed  by 
A  glass  of  brandy  and  water,  in  the  snug  quarters  where  I  found  myself 
60  unexpectedly  placed,  tended  to  make  me  experience  a  more  tranquil 
£rame  of  mind,  and  I  drew  closer  up  to  the  fire,  alber  discussing  my  dinner, 
much  disposed  to  regard  my  mishap  and  its  consequences  as,  after  all,  not 
8o  very  bad.  I  need  scarcely  tell  you,  sir,  that  to  obtain  a  comfortable 
bed  was  the  next  consideration;  and  in  expressing  a  wish  to  see  die  domi- 
cile intended  for  me,  you  may  suppose  that  in  such  a  place  I  did  not  £ul 
very  emphatically  to  state,  that  well-aired  sheets  was  a  desideratum  of  the 
greatest  consequence. 

The  somewhat  slovenly  g^rl  who  waited  upon  me  retired  to  consult  with 
her  mistress  about  the  room  which  I  was  to  occupy,  and  I  meantime  took 
up  an  old  country  newspaper  which  was  lying  in  the  room.  You  will 
probably  remember,  about  the  period  I  speak  of,  the  occurrence  of  a 
dreadful  murder  at  an  inn  in  the  West  of  England.  Well,  sir,  the  very 
paper  I  had  taken  up,  at  this  unexpected  place  of  sojourn  for  the  night, 
conveyed  to  me  the  nrst  intelligence  of  that  very  fearful  busniess.  Know- 
ing the  town  as  I  did,  the  house  in  which  it  occurred,  the  situation  of  the 
bedrooms,  in  one  of  which  the  murder  was  committed,  and  where  I  had 
often  slept,  rendered  it  to  me  a  painfully  interesting  narrative  ;  and  you 
will  judge  how  much  I  had  become  absorbed  in  the  account,  when  I  tell 
you  that  I  was  unconscious  of  the  presence  of  my  hostess,  who,  with  a 
candle  in  her  hand,  had  entered  the  room  unseen,  unheard  by  me,  and  I 
only  became  aware  of  her  presence  when  the  sound  of  her  voice  behind 
sne,  announcing  that  she  was  waiting  to  show  me  my  bedchamber,  caused 
me  to  start  from  ray  chair  with  a  suddenness  as  though  I  had  experienced 
the  shock  of  a  battery. 

Somewhat  ashamed  at  such  a  display  of  nervousness,  I  alluded  to  die 
subject  on  which  I  had  been  so  deeply  ensrossed,  by  way  of  accounting 
for  what  otherwise  might  appear  to  be  timidity.  My  hostess  made  no 
reply,  but  with  her  thin,  sluivelled  features,  which  I  now  first  observed 
bore  a  somewhat  gloomy  expression,  led  the  way,  whilst  I  fancied  1  heard 
a  sigh  escape  from  her  thin  and  rigid-looking  hps.  There  was  no  choice 
of  rooms.  The  one  into  which  I  was  ushered  was  on  the  ground-floor, 
lodking  into  a  garden;  it  was  small,  but  apparently  dean;  the  bed  and 
furniture,  however,  had  a  worn  and  sombre  appearance,  which,  with  the 
low  ceiling,  produced  rather  an  oppressive  effect.  Beyond  this  I  did  not 
At  the  time  take  further  observation,  and  desiring  that  my  portmanteau 
might  be  therein  conveyed,  I  returned  to  my  sitting-room,  purposing  to 
have  one  meerschaum  of  cauaster,  and  then  seek  mj  pillow. 

Soon  after  I  had  commenced  this  part  of  ray  evenmg's  customary  solace, 
I  was  not  a  little  surprised  by  the  entrance  of  a  visitor,  as  unexpected  as,  I 
may  say,  unwelcome — and  that  was  the  landlord  of  the  house.  He  some- 
what ungraciously  apologised  for  intruding,  but  he  wished  to  tell  me  that 
the  ostler  and  himself  would  so  repair  the  broken  shafts  of  my  gig  as  to 

enable  me  to  drive  to  S in  the  morning.  He  had  also  been  examining 

my  horse ;  and  he  thought  that  I  should  like  to  know  what  bethought  of 
his  injured  knees.  In  his  opinion  they  were  not  veiy  badly  cut,  and  that, 
he  had  no  doubt,  the  animal  would  soon  be  fit  for  work  again.  I  saw  at 
once,  or  thought  I  saw,  in  this  a  plausible  pretext  to  thrust  his  society 
upon  me,  possibly  with  a  view  of  assisting  me  to  add  to  my  bill,  as  well 
as  a  spice  of  curiosity,  to  learn  something  about  me.     Indifferent^  kow- 
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ever^  as  to  what  was  his  object,  in  return  for  the  information  he  had 
brought  me,  I  invited  him  to  take  a  seat  and  a  glass  of  what  he  liked 
best.  As  he  drew  a  chair  up  to  the  fire,  in  compliance  with  my  invita- 
tion, I  saw  that  my  host  was  not  in  appearance  one  of  the  fiavoured 
division  of  the  hiunan  family.  There  were  deep  lines  on  his  beetling 
brow,  a  sommess  of  expression  in  his  dark  visage,  and  a  general  repulsive- 
ness  about  him,  that  caused  me  to  regard  lum  with  feelings  the  yery 
opposite  to  those  of  prepossession.  Ere  he  had  been  long  in  the  room, 
I  noticed  also  a  something  in  his  manner  as  though  he  were  not  at  ease ; 
and  I  occa^onally  perceived  that,  although  he  appeared  studiously  to 
avoid  meeting  the  full  gaze  of  my  eye,  he  cast  furtive  glances  at  me 
from  under  his  bushy  eyebrows,  whenever  he  thought  he  could  do  so  un- 
observed. I  have  already  said  that  I  did  not  like  his  looks ;  nay,  after 
he  had  sat  a  short  time  in  the  room,  and  as  I  listened  to  the  harsh,  g^atiqg 
tones  of  his  voice,  I  began  to  experience  positive  uneasiness.  You  have, 
no  doubt,  sir,  read  in  your  time  of  many  dire  tragedies,  performed  in  all 
their  dread  realities,  at  roadside  inns.  You  may  probably  remember  that 
graphic  description  of  a  traveller  who,  being  unexpectedly  compelled  to 
sojourn  for  a  night  at  one  of  these  places,  found,  on  retirmg  to  rest,  in 
his  bedroom  a  dog  that  had  once  belouged  to  him,  and  which,  on  his 
calling  at  the  house,  had  recognised  him,  and  had  sought  and  waited  in 
his  bedroom  ere  revealing  himself  to  his  old  master.  You  will,  perhaps, 
remember  how  it  is  told  of  the  faithful  and  sagacious  brute  indicatiiig 
distress  whenever  his  former  owner  approached  the  bed  on  which  he 
purposed  sleeping.  The  suspicion  of  the  traveller  being  thereby  awakened, 
he  determined  on  sitting  in  a  chair  by  the  fire,  instead  of  committing 
himself  to  the  bed,  so  much  the  object  of  the  dog's  aversion; — a  flash  of 
light  in  the  dead  of  night  revealing  itself  through  the  boards  around 
the  bed,  and  its  immediate  disappearance  through  the  floor,  apprising 
him  of  his  narrow  escape  from  the  villains  who,  in  the  room  beneath, 
awaited  the  descent  of  their  intended  victim.  You  will,  probably,  re- 
member the  story.  True  or  otherwise,  I  know  not ;  but  it  was  vividly 
recalled  to  my  recollection,  with  all  its  minutiae  of  detail,  as  I  sat  con- 
fronting my  forbidding-looking  host ;  and  as  it  flashed  across  my  mind, 
I  could  not  but  reflect  that  for  such  a  deed  the  man  who  sat  before  me 
appeared  eminently  fitted. 

I  had  in  my  possession  at  the  time  a  considerable  sum  of  money,  and, 
I  assure  you,  the  very  appearance  of  my  landlord  caused  me  to  begin  to 
be  apprehensive  for  its  ssiety.  In  a  short  time  my  host  had  despatched 
his  liquor,  and  finding,  by  my  not  inviting  him  to  repeat  it,  that  I 
was  not  desirous  of  his  prolonging  his  stay,  he  rose  from  his  seat,  and 
wishing  me  good  night,  withdrew. 

I  was  considerably  relieved  by  his  departure;  and  soon  after,  feeling 
very  weary,  I  sought  my  bedroom.  The  particulars  of  the  murder  that 
I  bad  been  reading,  combined  with  the  imfavourable  impression  which 
the  villanous  countenance  of  the  landlord  had  produced,  induced  me  to 
turn  with  no  little  interest  to  observe  what  were  the  fastenings  of  my 
bedroom  door.  Imagine  my  dismay,  when  I  found  there  were  none. 
There  was  no  key  in  the  lock ;  and  the  asp,  through  lon^  disuse,  had 
become  rusted,  and  immovable  as  the  hills.  Determined,  however,  not 
to  leave  the  entrance  to  my  room  in  so  unguarded  a  state,  I  drew  the 
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dressmg-table  from  its  place,  and  fixing  it  against  the  door,  piled  thereon 
a  couple  of  chairs,  and  so  arranged  them  that  an  attempt  to  enter  would 
inevitably  cause  their  fall,  and  produce  such  a  noise  as  I  knew,  if  sleep- 
ing, would  awaken  me*    Having  made  these  arrangements,  I  next  turned 
my  attention  to  a  shelf,  suspended  in  a  comer  of  tne  room,  and  on  which 
I  observed  some  books.     For  some  years  prior  to  that  time  I  had  been  but 
little  of  a  reader.     My  mode  of  life,  in  which  there  is  so  little  of  retire- 
ment and  so  much  of  excitement,  as  you  have  doubtless  experienced,  is 
calculated  in  a  great  degree  to  banish  attachment  for  books.     He,  whose 
home  is  an  inn,  who  almost  daily  changes  his  place  of  sojourn,  to  whom 
the  cessations  or  intervals  in  the  hurly-burly  of  his  every-day  life  are  but 
rare,  will  invariably  find  books,  his  old  companions,  lose  their  charms, 
solitude  becomes  oppressive,  and  the  clatter  and  hubbub  of  the  crowd 
necessary  to  his  existence.     Wearied,  however,  as  I  then  found  myself, 
I  retained  sufficient  of  my  old  attachment  to  letters  to  induce  me  to  take 
down  two  or  three  volumes  from  the  dusty  shelf,  and  drawing  a  chair  up 
to  the  table  at  the  barricaded  door,  commenced  a  survey  of  their  con- 
tents.    One  of  them  I  was  surprised  to  find  a  philosophic  work  of  some 
celebrity.     In  it  I  noticed  several  notes,  written  in  pencil,  some  of  which 
had  become  so  faint  that  I  could  not  decipher  them,  whilst  others  were 
le&pible;  and  I  was  much  struck  with  the  acumen  and  original  thinking 
which  they  displayed.     At  the  end  of  another  volume,  on  a  blank  les^ 
I  also  observed,  written  in  the  same  hand,  a  copy  of  verses,  evidently, 
from  the  corrections  and  interlinings,  original,  and  left  just  as  thrown 
off.      They    were    of  a  plaintive  character,  very  beautiful,  and   bore 
evidence   of   having   emanated    from    a  polished   mind,    and  a   gentle 
and  wounded  spirit.     So  much  was  I  struck  with  their  beauty  that  I 
committed  them  to  memory.     I  have  since  forgotten  all  but  their  pur- 
port, which  was  to  the  effect  that  the  recluse  writer  had  sought,  amidst 
the  wilds  of  nature,  a  retreat  from  the  noisy  world  of  which  he  was 
weary.     A  temporary  fit  of  misanthropy  I  concluded,  and  resolving  to  in- 
quire next  morning  of  my  host  as  to  the  fonner  occupant  of  the  room, 
I  closed  the  volume,  and  retired  to  bed  considerably  fatigued,  whilst  my 
shoulder  indicated  too  unmistakably  that  a  visit  to  some  surgeon  on  the 
morrow  would   be   indispensable.      Before    the   window   ot   my   room 
drooped  some  heavy,  dingy-looking  curtains ;  and  as  it  was  bright  moon- 
light, ere  seeking  my  pillow  I  had  drawn  them  apart  as  far  as  possible, 
thereby  causing  the  room  to  become  almost  as  light  as  day.     Not  to  be 
too  tedious,  I  will  simply  tell  you  that,  fagged  as  I  was,   I  could  not 
sleep.     In  vain  I  tossed  from  side  to  side,   and  resorted  to  all  the  ex- 
pedients I  had  ever  heard  suggested  as  inducive  of  a  visit  from  Nature's 
soft  niu*se.     Right  side — left  side — I  turned,  and  turned  in  vain.     I  sat 
bolt  upright  in  bed  and  stared  at  the  heavy  curtains,  and  at  the  white 
moonlight  on  the  walls,  hoping  that  my  eyes  would  in  very  weakness  and 
weariness  cry  enough,  aud  close  in  sleep.     All  was  however  useless,  and 
after  I  had  again  in  vain  endeavoured  to  rest  my  head  on  the  pillow,  and 
calmly  await  the  approach  of  slumber,  I  sprang  from  the  bed  and  paced 
about  the  room,  as  you  may  suppose,  in  anything  but  a  tranquil  mood. 

After  some  quarter  of  an  hoiur's  perambulation,  which  I  varied  by 
occasionally  looking  through  the  window  into  the  moonlit  garden,  I  once 
more  turned  into  bed,  to  find,  alas !  sleep  as  distant  from  my  eyes  as 
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ever.  It  was  certainly  remarkable.  Had  I  been  indulging  in  copious 
draughts  of  strong  tea  ere  retiring  to  rest  it  would  not  have  surprised 
me;  but  such  was  not  the  case.  More  strange,  too,  this  sensation  of 
weariness,  yet  inability  to  fall  asleep,  was  quite  new  to  me;  for  I  had 
ever  previously  been  accustomed  to  doze  immediately  after  laying  my 
bead  on  my  pillow.  At  this  distance  of  time,  I  cannot  say  how  fre- 
quently I  left  my  bed  that  night  to  pace  about  the  room.  I  positively 
dressed  myself  again,  and  endeavoured  to  i^dn  on  a  chair  the  sweet  state 
of  oblivion  which  was  denied  me  in  bed.  I  sat  in  the  centre  of  the  room 
until  I  began  to  feel  chilly,  but  sleeping  seemed  out  of  the  question.  I 
remember  distinctly  consulting  my  watch  after  the  last  walk  I  had  taken 
to  and  fro  in  the  chamber,  when  I  found  it  was  close  upon  one  o'clock, 
«nd  that  near  three  hours  had  passed  away  since  I  had  entered  the 
room.  Well,  sir^  the  last  time  of  my  turning  again  into  bed,  finding 
"diat  to  sleep  was  utterly  hopeless,  I  lay  gazing  once  more  on  the  moon- 
lit blank  walls  of  the  room,  sighing  most  anxiously  for  tlie  break  of  day. 
Listen,  sir.  Whilst  thus  occupied,  at  the  foot  ot'  my  bed,  very  clearly 
defined,  there  suddenly  appeared  the  figure  of  a  roaii  looking  towards 
jne.  Conceive  my  astonishment.  I  knew  not  what  to  make  of  it.  I 
was  positive  that  not  a  soul  had  entered  the  room.  I  rubbed  my  eyes 
to  convince  myself  that  I  was  not  dreaming.  I  was  certainly  as  much 
awake  as  I  am  this  moment.  The  figure  was  there  still.  I  turned  to 
look  at  the  windows,  the  curtains,  the  chairs  which  I  had  placed  on  the 
table  against  the  door;  they  were  unmoved,  exactly  as  I  had  left  them, 
and  I  was  not  dreaming.  It  was  all  fearfully  real.  I  even  noticed  the 
eh^r  on  which  I  had  been  sitting,  which  I  had  taken  from  its  original 
place  and  left  in  the  middle  of  the  room.  Yes,  all  was  as  clear  and  pal- 
pable as  the  figure  itself.  I  was  not  afraid.  I  was  at  that  moment  as 
self-possessed  as  I  ever  was  in  my  life.  Spiritual  appearances  I  had 
>never  believed  in ;  nay,  like  yourself,  had  ever  ridiculed  the  faith  that 
gave  them  existence.  The  event  is  as  fresh  and  vivid  to  me  as  though 
not  an  hour,  not  a  minute,  had  elapsed  since  its  occurrence.  I  cannot 
banish  it  from  my  memory.  It  haunts  me  everywhere.  Sir,  it  was  no  delu- 
sion. I  sprang  from  my  bed  that  night  cool  and  collected,  with  no  stronger 
feeling  excited  than  that  of  wonder.  I  acted  from  no  sudden  impulse. 
Ere  seeking  a  closer  inspection  of  the  object,  I  paused  to  reflect  that  it 
was  impossible  for  any  human  soul  to  have  entered  the  room  without  my 
knowledge,  and  that  I  had  also  taken  the  precaution  to  look  under  the 
bed.  I  felt  satisfied  that  I  was  alone;  and  sprang  out  of  bed,  with  the 
impression  that  I  should  discover  some  reflected  object,  or  interruption  of 
the  moon's  rays,  had  produced  the  semblance  of  a  human  figure,  and 
which  I  did  not  doubt,  on  my  near  approach,  would  vanish  into  thin  air. 
Judge  my  horror  when,  on  nearing  the  object,  my  steps  were  arrested 
by  the  gaze  of  a  pair  of  eyes,  whose  expression  almost  froze  my  blood, 
rooting  me  to  the  spot,  motionless  with  terror.  Sir,  I  was  not,  could 
not  be  mistaken.  The  eyes  did  not  move,  but,  with  a  stony  gaze,  were 
fixed  on  mine,  whilst  the  countenance  was  most  fearful  in  its  ghostly 
pallor.  Never  whilst  I  live  shall  I  forget  that  look,  like  which  I  had 
seen  nothing  on  earth  before.  Were  I  an  artist,  I  could  at  this  distance 
of  time  give  the  features  to  canvas,  so  fearfully  vivid  are  they  impressed 
upon  my  memory. 
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Toa  now  behold  me,  sir,  perhaps  somewhat  excitecL     You  are  at  this 
moment,  in  all  probability,  conjecturing  what  natural  defect  in  the 
organisation  of  my  brain,  or  accidental  injury  thereto,  produced  what 
you  may  conclude  to  hare  been  so  much  weakness.     Weakness  it  was 
not;  imagination  it  was  not;  but  a  dread  reality.     It  was  impossible  for 
me  afterwards  to  remember  what  length  of  time  this  imearthly  visitant 
remained,  or  how  long  I  stood  in  mute  terror  on  the  same  spot  after  it 
had  disappeared.     I  know  not  how  I  returned  to  my  bed  after  the  fig^ure 
had  vanished;  but  I  know  I  did  not  sleep.     At  one  time  I  was  strongly 
disposed  to  knock  up  the  people  of  the  house,  and  resume  my  quarters 
below  until  daylight.    But  to  disturb  them,  except  in  a  case  of  extremity, 
I  considered  would  not  be  right,  and  I  therefore  dressed  myself  and 
paced  the  room,  in  vain  endeavouring  to  banish  from  my  mind  the 
fearful  form  that  I  had  looked  upon.     The  bright  beams  of  the  morning 
at  length  streamed  into  the  chamber,  and  the  early  song  of  a  robin  from 
the  garden  before  my  window,  came  with  its  gibing  melody  like  an 
angelic  strain,  bearing  a  sweet  and  sootiung  balm  to  my  overwrought 
feelings.     With  the  daylight  I  ag^ain  went  through  a  close  examination 
of  the  rooms.     The  chau^  and  tables  vrhich  I  had  placed  against  the 
door  were  undisturbed,  the  windows  still  fastened.     I  looked  again  under 
the  bed ;  it  was  evident,  however,  as  I  had  previously  felt  fuUy  satisfied, 
that  the  room  contained  not  a  living  soul  but  myself.     Sir,  I  quitted  that 
room  with  a  horrible  suspicion  in  my  mind.     1  sat  down  to  breakfast ; 
but  scarcely  touched  it.     One  subject  alone  occupied  my  thoughts.     I 
sent  for  my  host,  and  told  him  what  I  had  seen ;  describing  the  appear- 
ance and  position  of  the  figure.     I  stopped  in  the  midst  of  my  communi- 
cation, for  the  cheeks  of  me  landlord  became  blanched,  whilst  the  invo- 
luntary action  of  the  muscles  of  his  mouth  revealed  how  much   my 
narrative  afiected  him.     Sir,  I  felt  satisfied  that  I  had  seen  the  spirit  of 
a  murdered  man,  and  that  I  was  standing  in  the  presence  of  his  mur- 
derer.    With  a  husky  voice  and  an  embarrassment  of  manner,  which  the 
idllain  must  have  known  was  evident  to  me,  and  which  probably  increased 
it,  he  replied  by  some  not  very  coherent  remarks,  firom  which  all  I  could 
^ther  was  his  surprise,  and  that  he  would  speak  to  his  wife  about  it. 
He  shuffled  out  of  the  room,  leaving  me  with  an  impression  that  he  was 
marked  for  the  gaUows,  and  that  I  had  been,  by  some  inscrutable  means, 
destined  to  bring  him  to  justice.     But  how  to  prove  it  ? — ^how  to  bring 
home  the  crime  to  the  perpetrator  ?     The  landlord  sent  his  wife  to  me. 
She  was  perfectly  collected,  though  the  expression  of  her  eye  struck  me 
as  indicating  alarm.     Appearing  astonished  to  hear  that  I  had  been  dis- 
turbed in  the  night,  she  affected  to  believe  I  must  have  been  dreaming. 
And  in  answer  to  my  questions,  relative  to  the  former  occupant  of  the 
room,  iidiose  books  I  had  found  there,  she  stated  that  he  was  a  gentleman 
who  some  years  ago  regularly  visited  them  in  the  fishing  season.     Her 
coolness  somewhat  staggered  me.    She  replied  to  all  my  inquiries  relative 
to  their  former  guest.     And  yet  her  answers  to  my  interrogations  were 
not  altogether  satis&ctory. 

There  was  at  times  hesitation  in  her  replies  which  I  did  not  altogether 
like,  but  this  might  have  been  only  my  fancy ;  and  our  conversation  on 
the  subject  terminated  without  my  navmg  derived  anything  to  justify  me 
longer  in  believing  that  the  crime  of  miuder  had  been  committed  in  the 
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inn^  And  yet  withal,  recalling  the  fearful  vision  I  had  seen,  for  the  life 
o£  me  I  coiud  not  diveet  myself  of  the  suspicion  that  such  had  at  some 
time  or  other  heen  there  perpetrated.  This,  as  you  will  admit,  sir,  would  not 
hsre  warranted  me  in  pmmiing  my  inquiries  further,  and  I,  th^^fore, 
soon  after  hreakBast,  took  my  leave  of  the  place,  and  in  my  roug^ly^ 
reiMured  gig  drove  to  the  town  to  which  I  was  proceeding  when  my 
midiap  occurred,  and  which  is  situate  some  nine  or  ten  miles  from  the 
scene  of  the  circumstances  which  I  have  heen  relating.  It  was  only  on 
the  day  following  the  accident  that  it  transpired  I  had  in  the  fall  m>m 
my  gig  received  an  internal  injury,  which,  with  the  excitement  I  had 
gone  through,  brought  on  my  first  illness.  It  was  a  severe  one,  and  I 
was  confined  to  my  bedroom  for  a  month  aftterwards.  From  that  illness, 
rir,  I  shall  never  thoroughly  recover.  Nervousness,  lowness  of  spirits, 
have  been  mine  ever  siuce ;  and  the  apparition,  first  seen  in  the  chamber 
of  the  village  inn,  haunts  me  still.  Everywhere,  by  night,  sleeping 
or  waking,  it  flita  before  me.  I  cannot  banish  it  away.  It  is  very 
dwadftiir 

Large  drops  of  perspiration  rolled  down  the  forehead  of  the  speaker, 
and  with  the  last  sentcnice  he  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  paused  in 
Uf  narrative. 

After  a  few  moments'  silence,  which  I  was  too  much  lost  in  mingled 
pity  and  astonishment  to  break,  he  thus  continued : 

My  story,  sir,  comes  to  a  conclusion.  Harassed  by  the  continued 
visitations  of  iJiat  fearfiil  figure,  and  with  the  impression  that  it  came  to 
reproach  me  for  not  making  further  investigations,  in  accordance  with  my 
suspicions  of  the  people  of  the  inn,  about  a  twelvemonth  af%er  I  had 
become  convalescent,  with  a  friend,  to  whom  I  had  communicated  all  the 
particulars,  I  again  visited  the  place.  The  village  inn  we  found  as  I  had 
U^  it;  but  the  man  and  hb  wife  who  then  occupied  it,  on  inquiries 
dicited,  had  emigrated  nearly  a  year  ago  to  America.  Judge,  sir,  for 
yourself  whether  the  rev^tion  of  my  suspicions,  my  account  of  what  I 
had  seen,  and  my  inquiries  relative  to  their  former  guest,  had  in  any 
degree  influenced  their  quitting  the  country.  That  murder  most  foul 
had  at  some  period  been  committed  in  that  bedroom,  I  have  but  little 
doubt,  and,  as  murder  will  out,  I  live  in  the  hope  each  day  that  through 
the  inacmtable  means  which  are  often  employed,  the  deed  will  yet  be 
brought  to  light.  Until  then,  sir,  I  shall  know  no  tranquillity ;  haunted 
as  I  am  by  the  figure  of  what  I  cannot  but  believe  to  be  the  spirit  of  the 
murdered  man,  flitting  as  it  doth  everlastingly  before  me,  as  though  in 
reproach  for  not  having  at  the  time  taken  steps  to  bring  the  crime  home 
to  the  perpetrators.  And  yet,  what  could  I  have  done  ?  What  grounds 
had  I  to  proceed  upon  ?  Who  would  have  credited  that  the  figure  I  had 
seen,  and  that  has  ever  since  haunted  me,  was  aught  but  the  creation  of 
a  brain  diseased  ? — the  offspring  of  my  imagination  ? 

The  chimes  of  the  church  were  sounding  the  quarters  four,  for  the  hour, 
as  the  speaker  brought  his  story  to  an  end,  and  scarce  had  the  last  words 
died  on  his  lips  ere  the  solemn  stroke  of  one  on  the  bell  broke  the  still- 
ness with  stairtling  distinctness. 
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We  remained  for  some  moments  silent.  Absorbed  in  the  story,  we  had 
left  the  candles  unsnuffed,  the  fire  had  sunk  low  in  the  grate,  and  the 
gloomy  appearance  of  the  now  shadowy  room,  in  unison  with  the  melan- 
choly expression  of  my  companion's  countenance,  was  calculated  to  in- 
crease the  effect  produced  by  his  remarkable  narrative ;  and  so  far  from 
offering  any  remark  upon  what  I  had  heard,  I  sat  in  silent  wonderment 
looking  at  him,  bewildered  and  astonished.  Was  he  labouring  under  some 
strange  hallucination?  Was  all  that  I  had  been  listening  to  but  the  off- 
spring of  some  vivid  dream?  A  dream  it  could  not  be;  there  were  circum- 
stances connected  with  his  narrative  which  showed  such  supposition  to  be 
ungrounded.  There  was,  indeed,  an  appearance  of  fearful  reahty  about  it. 
I  was  about  to  interrogate  him  further  on  the  subject,  when  he  rose  from 
his  seat  to  bid  me  good  night. 

"  I  drive  before  breakfast  to  Cambridge,"  he  said,  "  and  therefore  to- 
morrow shall  not  see  you ;  probably  we  may  not  meet  again  for  some 
time.  I  do  not  wish  the  account  I  have  given  you  to-night  to  be  repeated 
to  others;  but  to  one  person,  beside  yourself,  have  I  ever  related  tne  cir- 
cumstance; nor  should  I  have  been  induced  to  communicate  it  to  you, 
had  it  not  been  to  show  you,  that  the  ridicule  which  you  cast  upon  the 
faith  which  believes  in  spiritual  visitations,  is  unjust.  Having  done  so,  I 
have  only  to  request  that  you  will  never  again  mention  the  circumstance 
as  connected  with  me,  for  I  assure  you  that  I  suffer  enough  without 
having  to  endure  the  inquiries  of  an  unfeeling  curiosity  which  would,  in 
such  case,  beset  me." 

"  You  may  rely  upon  me,"  I  replied,  whilst  returning  the  cordial  grasp 
of  his  hand.  '^  That  which  I  have  heard  &om  you  this  night  vnll,  at  all 
events,  cause  me  to  be  more  girded  for  the  future  in  my  remarks  upon 
such  matters,  and  if  I  cannot  begin  to  believe,  will  cease  to  ridicule. 
Good  night." 

I  soon  after  retired  to  my  bed,  and  for  long  I  lay  cogitating  on,  and 
recalling  the  incidents  of  the  strange  narrative  I  hiad  been  listening  to, 
and  the  cock  had  thrice  done  salutation  to  the  mom  ere  I  fell  asleep, 
dreaming  a  strange  medley,  in  which  ghosts,  goblins,  and  my  late  com- 
panion, conspicuously  figured. 

Having  given  the  story  as  it  was  related  to  me,  I  must  leave  the  reader 
to  form  his  own  conclusions.  Whether  or  not  the  spirit  seer  had  been 
deceived  by  a  dream,  I  will  not  attempt  to  decide.  All  that  I  can  add  is, 
that  although  desbous  of  again  seeing  the  narrator,  to  have  further  con- 
versation on  the  subject  with  him,  we  have  never  since  met.  He  is,  I 
believe,  however,  still  on  the  '^  road,"  and,  I  have  no  doubt,  he  smiles  with 
something  akin  to  scorn  whenever  he  listens  to  one,  as  he  listened  to  me, 
speaking  irreverently  and  contemptuously  of  all  believers  in  visits  from 
the  spirit  world. 
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Fill  the  bright  goblet,  spread  the  festive  board; 

Summon  the  gay,  the  noble,  and  the  fair! 
Through  the  loud  hall,  in  joyous  concert  pour'd, 

Let  mirth  and  music  sound  the  dirge  of  caret 
But  ask  thou  not  if  happiness  be  there, 

If  the  loud  laugh  disguise  convulsive  throe, 
Or  if  the  brow  the  heart's  true  livery  wear; 

lift  not  the  festal  mask! — enough  to  know 
No  scene  of  mortal  life  but  teems  with  mortal  woe. 

Scott's  "  Lord  of  the  Isles.** 

"  Aunt,  dear  aunt,  it  only  wants  a  few  days  to  Christmas;  I  am  so 
glad !  Do,  pray,  pray  let  us  have  a  merry  one.  It  is  my  first  in  Eng- 
land, remember ;  and  mamma  told  me,  before  I  left  India,  how  delightful 
you  used  to  make  them." 

"  Did  she  ?  Did  your  mamma  actually  allude  to  our  tormer  happy 
Christmases  ?** 

"  Oh !  many,  many  times,  and  with  such  regret,  that  she  cried  bitterly 
when  speaking  of  them;  and  more  particularly,  when  describing  your 
amiable  assiduity,  your  indefatigable  exertions  on  those  occasions — she 
sobbed  like  a  child  then,  aunt,  she  did  indeed." 

"  Was  your  father  present  then  ?" 

"  Oh,  no!  and  if  he  ever  happened  to  enter  the  room,  she  would  change 
the  subject  instantly,  and  smile,  as  if  she  had  not  heen  so  sorrowful  just 
previously.  I  suppose  she  did  not  wish  him  to  know  she  regretted  her 
dear  home,  as  he  was  obliged  to  reside  abroad.  Poor  mamma !  she  often 
cried;  generally  about  Christmas  time  the  most,  however ;  so  do,  there  is  a 
sweet,  kind  aunt,  let  me  see  what  there  really  is  in  tour  Christmases,  to 
cause  my  far-away  mother  to  deplore  the  loss  of  them  so  sadly.** 

What  a  train  of  melancholy  reflections  did  this  simple  request  awaken 
in  my  mind !  How  rapidly  did  memory  review  the  past !  How  boldly,  in 
the  briUiant  foreg^und  of'^the  present,  stood  forth  the  images,  long  buried 
beneath  the  ruins  of  oblivion !  How  agidn,  for  the  moment,  I  became 
light-hearted  and  hopeful;  how  again,  loving  and  trustftil!  How  fre- 
quently had  I  anticipated  Christmas  with  equal  sanguine  enthusiasm — 
now^equentlyhad  I  entreated  that  it  might  be  a  merry  one — how  frequently 
had  I  foimd  it  so!  But  now,  but  now,  for  the  woful  difference!  Still,  as 
I  gazed  with  inexpressible  emotion  on  the  upraised  and  beaming  face  of 
my  young  niece,  radiant  in  the  glowing  light  of  a  newly-stirred  fire,  and 
eloquent  in  the  strongly  appealing  expectation  it  is  so  barbarous  to  disap- 
point, I  determined  that  my  own  secret  and  vainly-fostered  sorrow  should 
not  mar  her  pleasure ;  I  resolved  that  she  shoukl  find  the  approaching 
season  as  joyous  as  she  anticipated,  if  in  my  power  to  render  it  so. 

Her  time  will  assuredly  arrive  too,  I  thought,  when  that  now  bounding 
heart  will  be  down-weighed  by  the  anguish  of  the  remembrance,  that  for 
her  joy  hath  departed  from  the  earth ;  for  to  each  is  a  due  portion  of 
suffering  most  righteously  meted  out  by  that  unerring  Hand  wnich  stea- 
dily balances  the  scales  of  human  destiny,  to  make  us  wise  unto  salvation 
by  affliction!  Yet,  yet,  compel  her  not  to  grieve  on  the  spring-dawn  of 
existence;  check  not  her  spirit's  flight  into  tiie  cloudless  skies  of  girlhood's 
brief  horizon ;  its  buoyant  wings  will  all  too  soon  be  beaten  and  battered 
by  the  tempest-blast  of  the  winter-storm  of  womanhood,  and  be  folded 
over  a  bofom  tried  to  the  uttermost,  but  still,  O  God!  purified  by  trial  t 
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What,  however,  to  that  giddy  child  of  thirteen  would  be  the  startling 
pictures  I.  could  draw  of  that  desolation  which  doth  truly  desolate  ?  How 
could  she  be  convinced,  in  her  glorious  hopefulness,  of  the  despair  which 
maketh  this  world  a  charnel-house  indeed?  How  could  she,  with  her 
heart  brimful  of  gladness,  be  made  to  feel,  or  even  comprehend,  the  vast 
void — the  immense  empdness,  which  time,  treachery,  and  death  have 
created  in  mine— the  hollow  grave-pits,  over  which  not  even  the  sands  of 
the  desert  sweep,  to  level  them  tor  the  neit  simoon  of  agony  to  lay 
waste  ?  How  could  she  school  that  lauglung  eye,  familiar  only  with  the 
beauty  and  brightness  of  the  present,  to  behcJd,  as  in  a  vision,  a  vision  of 
the  grim  future,  the  pale  and  sheeted  of  the  tomb,  occupying,  like  the 
ghosts  of  multiplied  Banquos,  the  vacant  places  at  the  festive-board,  on 
the  Christmas-day  they  were  wont  to  hail  with  a  solemn  delight,  at  those 
annual  fiEunily  gatherings,  which  enfold  in  the  uniting  embrace  of  fraternal 
love  the  wide-scattered  and  the  missed  ? 

How  could  she  bring  her  thoughts,  wandering  in  the  pursuit  of  happi- 
ness, to  pause  in  their  mid-career,  to  meditate  on  that  period  when  they 
will  only  ponder  on,  only  long  for  the  Divine  invitation,  '*  Come  unto  me 
all  ye  that  are  weary  and  heavy-laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest  ?"  How 
could  she  consider  it  aught  save  the  most  egregious  exaggeration,  to  be 
assured  that  the  heart  now  so  odorous,  so  adorned  with  the  bloominc^  and 
fragrant  flowers  of  hope,  will  ere  long  be  only  perfumed,  only  embellished 
by  the  rank  and  verdant  luxuriance  of  the  sepulchre  ?  No,  no,  no!  far 
m>m  me  be  the  cruel  design  to  blight  the  buds  of  promise  ere  they  blow ! 
Far  £rom  me  be  the  unkind  attempt  to  allow  the  chill  of  my  heart  to  fiiU 
cold  upon  hers,  to  nip  its  expanding  flowers  in  the  ratheness  of  their 
bloom !  She  shaU  have  a  merry  Christmas ;  such  a  Christmas  as  is  meet 
for  youth  and  innocence,  assisted  by  all  its  lovely  emblems  of  joyous 
dance,  lively  song,  and  mistletoe-bush ;  and  once  more  I  will  endeavour 
to  smile  with  them  that  smile — ^nay,  I  will  smile,  for  shall  I  not  have 
reason,  broken  in  spirit  although  I  am,  in  being  permitted  by  a  benign 
Providence  still  to  minister  to  the  felicity  of  others ;  still  in  having  thmr 
confidence,  that  I  can  render  them  happy,  it  being  but  the  most  culpable 
indulgence  of  selflshness  afb^  all  to  allow  regret  for  the  dead  to  make 
us  indifferent  to  the  pleasures  of  the  living ;  or  suffer  the  active  duties  yet 
incumbent  on  us  so  long  as  we  remain  below,  to  yield  to  the  passive  an« 
guish  for  those  it  has  pleased  the  Almighty  to  remove  above,  it  seeming, 
by  so  doing,  "  to  sorrow  without  hope  for  those  who  sleep?" 

Far  be  £rom  me  the  ungenerous  idea  of  seizing  on  the  peculiar,  the 
hallowed  season  of  universal  Christian  festivity,  to  grieve  the  more  visiUy 
and  intensely  in  the  presence  of  the  young  and  inexperienced,  rendering 
them  sorrowful  from  sympathy,  and  not  from  suffering ;  for,  to  the  aged 
and  reflective,  no  particular  period  need  be  set  apart  for  mourning,  each 
day  being  but  the  anniversary  of  some  funereal  woe,  some  death-sever- 
ings,  some  heart-offerings  to  Grod,  of  earth's  most  priceless  treasures — 
He  demanding  and  exacting  the  morning  and  evening  sacriflce  of  the 
▼ery  firstlings  of  the  flock  of  our  most  cherished  affections — the  precioas 
kindred — ^the  hoarded  hopes — the  garnered  love — the  cultivated  talents— 
the  yean  we  would  feun  retain,  yet  which  ^^  perish  as  a  tale  that  is  told." 

In  the  soft  breath  of  spring — the  balmy  zephyr  of  summer — in  the 
plaintive  n§fii  o£  autumn — and  in  the  hyperborean  olast  of  winter,  mingief 
the  iterated  cadence  of  the  requiem-hymn  of  some  inumed  felietfy— 
8GmM  departftd  hope — eome  faoriad  illwon,  trarted  in  to  tiw  lait  «•  • 
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ittcred  reali^.  Tet,  yet,  in  mercy  is  our  heart  so  robbed,  our  soul  so 
stripped,  to  wean  us  mm  a  scene  which  we  could  not  otherwise  quit  with* 
oat  a  more  than  mortal  pang. 

How  ready  am  I  '^  to  go  hence  and  be  no  more  seen!''  How  do  I  long 
to  lay  down  the  burden  of  life,  and  rest  from  my  labours !  How  do  I 
tfaini  for  the  living  waters  to  quench  the  fever  of  disappointment,  and 
allay  the  ragings  of  despair !  How  do  I  long — yet,  nevertheless,  "  Thy 
will  and  not  mine  be  done,  O  Lord!"  Thou  hast  afflicted,  but  still  sus- 
tained ;  thou  hast  bowed,  but  not  broken  the  poor  fragile  reed,  swayed  to  and 
fro  by  the  winds  of  Thy  wrath;  for  Thou  didst  temper  that  wind  to  my 
feebleness,  and  liflted  my  head  above  the  tempest ;  making  me  feel  its 
power,  that  I  might  learn  to  *'  remember  my  Creator  in  the  days  of  my 
youth."  And  how  necessary  was  the  lesson,  alas!  How  arrogant  I  was  in 
my  glorious  happiness!  How  did  I  forget,  that  where  '*  much  is  given, 
MUCH  also  is  required !"  How  did  I  live  only  for  myself  my  love,  my 
hopes,  and  how  were  they  all  taken  from  me,  leaving  me  solitary  as  a 
childlesa  widow  in  my  desolation ! 

Nothing  could  be  happier  than  my  early  home  ;  nothing  brighter  than 
the  opening  of  my  existence ;  nothing  more  full  of  promise  than  the  noon 
of  my  womanhood.  Blest  with  kind  and  gentle  parents,  who  could 
AFIORD  time  to  be  affectionate,  from  the  ease  and  afBuence  of  their  cir- 
cumstances ;  I,  and  an  only  sister,  grew  up  together  without  one  thought, 
one  care,  one  difference  of  feeling  or  opinion,  until  we  reached  the  respec- 
tive ages  of  seventeen  and  eighteen  —Jessie  being  only  one  year  younger 
than  myself — when,  as  was  natural,  we  formed  attachments,  which  ra^er 
diverted  our  attention  from  each  other,  yet  without  creating  either 
rivalry  or  jealousy;  and,  for  once,  *^  the  course  of  true  love"  did,  indeed, 
appear  to  **  run  smooth;"  the  objects  which  inspired  our  affections  seemed 
so  every  way  worthy  of  them,  that  not  one  human  being  suggested  a 
angle  objection,  imagined  a  shadow  of  opposition ;  all,  on  the  contrary, 
were  enraptured  with  the  prospect  of  our  certain  happiness. 

Jeesie's  intended  was  uie  clergyman  of  our  naUve  village;  a  young 
man  of  profound  learning,  and  profounder  humility;  handsome,  amiable,  and 
warm-hearted  to  the  last  degree.  Mine  was  in  the  army,  but  apparently 
equally  as  amiable,  and  I  knew  him  to  be  as  handsome  and  devoted  to 
me  as  Charles  Leslie  was  to  my  sister. 

After  a  year,  that  glided  away  as  a  day,  so  sweetly  tranquil  was  its 
unruffled  current,  it  was  fixed  tnat  we  should  both  be  married  on  the 
week  fioUowing  the  Christmas  we  were  preparing  to  celebrate  with  our 
aeeustomad  joyfulness.  The  relatives,  near  and  remote,  of  the  two 
bridegrooms  arrived  in  due  time ;  our  wedding-dresses,  and  my  travelling 
ones,  eame  from  London,  as  I  and  my  husband  were  to  leave  for  India 
soon  afier  the  imp<Hrtant  event,  while  Jessie  was  only  to  remove  to  the 
parsonage.  All  was  bustle,  flutter,  cong^tulation,  and  bashful  and 
anxious  ddigfat  throughout  the  whole  household.  My  mother  thought 
of  my  departure,  and  then  she  would  kiss  me  and  weep;  and  then  she  re- 
membered that  her  younger  darling  would  alnde  by  her  still,  and  then  she 
would  kiss  her  and  smile ;  luss  her  more  fervently,  smile  more  radiantly, 
for  the  gloom  that  my  going  cast  over  her  spirit  On  the  Christmas  morn- 
ing— the  LAST  I,  at  least,  was  to  spend  at  home,  in  England,  perhaps,  for 
ymm  to  eofloe — Mr.  Leslie  walked  over  from  the  parsonage,  as  was  agreed 
aa  die  <wwemight»  to  eseort  Jeirie  to  church;  Mr.  Giaham,  my  lover, 
itojHMp  im  the  aoQse  with  us,  my  mother  wiihing  that  all  so  dear  to  her 
AowMHNadde  together  aroand  the  aacraoMiital  table  on  that  di^. 
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Breakfast  had  lone^  been  announced,  but  still  we  did  not  care  to  com* 
mence  it,  for  Jessie  nad  not  yet  left  her  room.  Twice  my  mother  rose 
up  to  go  and  see  what  detained  her,  and  yet,  without  knowing  why,  sank 
again  into  her  chair,  with  a  pallid  cheek  and  fiunting  heart ;  then  I 
essayed  to  move,  but  my  limbs  trembled  so,  I  could  not  stir  from  the 
table,  beneath  which  my  knees  were  knocking  together  convulsively* 
What  was  this  mysterious,  this  intuitive  instinct  of  dread,  which  pervaded 
the  heart  an  instant  before  so  totally  ignorant  of  fear  ?  What  was  it 
which  sealed  every  lipT  in  silent  consternation — tied  the  tongue  so  voluble 
a  moment  previously,  in  the  trifling  details  which  so  interest  the  unin- 
cumbered mind?  Could  it  be  because  a  spoiled  and  petted  girl  had  over- 
slept herself?  No,  no;  oh!  no,  it  was  not  Jessie's  absence  alone  which 
occasioned  this  painful  confusion;  Mr.  Graham  was  also  missing  firom 
the  circle.  Suspense  becoming  intolerable  to  my  mother,  and  awakening- 
a  fretful  impatience  in  my  father,  I  volunteered  to  go  in  quest  of  the  fugi- 
tives, that  is,  to  get  away  from  all  those  eyes,  reading  as  it  were  my  too  ter- 
rible suspicions.  I  reached  Jessie's  room,  as  I  thought  alone;  I  paused  at 
the  door,  not  to  listen,  my  own  heart's  beat  preventing  that,  but  to  gain  a 
moment's  respite  to  nerve  myself  for  the  trial — ^to  steel  my  soul  for  the 
truth. 

"  Open  the  door;  for  the  love  of  mercy,  Alice,  open  the  door ;  she- 
must  be  ill,"  exclaimed  Charles  Leslie,  who  had,  with  the  whole  group, 
followed  me  up-stairs.  I  did, — and  was  scarcely  surprised  to  find  it 
perfectly  untenanted  as  we  hurried  into  the  room. 

"  Hush !  she  sleeps,"  said  the  deluded  Charles,  seeing  the  window- 
blinds  yet  drawn  down.  "  Sweet  be  thy  morning  dreams  my  innocent 
love  I     Let  us  go  away.     Softly  !  angels  are  watching  over  her  now  !** 

'^  She  sleeps  not — ^has  not  slept  this  night ;  see,  the  bed  has  never  been 
disturbed,  the  pillow  pressed  by  her  cheek.** 

*'  O  my  God  !  my  God  !  what  can  it  mean?**  cried  the  distracted 
young  man. 

^'  What  can  it  mean,  indeed  ?  Why,  that  she  is  gone,  and  Graham  is. 
her  companion,  Leslie  !'* 

"  Gone !     Gone  where  ?     Gone  for  what  ?" 

**  For  disgrace,  perhaps;  or,  at  all  events,  for  repentance." 

"Oh!  oh!  oh!'* 

This  was  no  idle  surmise,  no  rash  conjecture.  Jessie  was  gone — gone 
without  making  a  sign — gone,  without  one  word  of  farewell — one  word  of 
remorse.  Not  a  vestige  remained  to  tell  of  the  recent  presence  of  the  lovely 
and  the  lost ;  all,  all  was  heartlessly  carried  away  by  her ;  all,  all  save  only 
the  half-faded  bouquet  she  had  worn  on  the  preceding  evening,  which, 
lying  crushed  and  trampled  on  at  the  foot  of  the  dressing-table,  caught 
the  eye  of  Charles,  who  snatched  it  up  with  the  desperate  eagerness  of 
one  who  has  found  "  hid  treasure,**  and  resolved  to  retain  his  prize  ;  for 
he  thrust  it  far,  £ar  into  his  bosom,  and  placed  his  hand  over  it  with  a 
solemn  and  affecting  care. 

My  mother  stood  stunned,  and  looking  on  abstractedly,  like  one  not  par- 
ticularly interested  in  the  tragic  scene.  My  father,  who  had  returned  from 
Graham*s  room,  bowed  his  head  in  sorrowful  shame;  for  he  had  found  it 
also  VACANT.  And  I,  and  I,  the  most  oppressed,  the  most  injiued,  sought^ 
however,  to  arouse  that  dreaming  mother,  sought  to  comfort  and  encou- 
rage that  abashed  father,  sought  to  console  that  outraged  and  stricken 
lover  ;  but  they  were  insensible  to  this  great  effort  of  self-abnegation-— 
ungrateful  for  this  ahnost  divine  attempt  to  speak  peace  to  others  with  a 
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heart  so  wofullj  at  war  with  itself.  My  mother  could  not  even  compre- 
hend why  I  so  compassionated  her.  My  father  was  indimiant  that  I 
should  DARE  to  suppose  that  there  was  comfort  for  him  under  such  dis- 
grace ;  and  Charles  repelled  my  advances  hy  waving  me  off  with  a 
gesture  of  the  most  agonising  despair ;  hut  instantly  after,  as  if  recollect- 
ing that  he  was  not  the  only  sufferer,  he  said  gently  and  falteringly, 

**  Not  yet,  dear  Alice,  not  yet  ;  I  am  too  much  overpowered  to  bear 
even  your  sympathy ;  the  blow  was  so  unexpected,  it  has  quite  prostrated 
me  ;  out  there  is  One  to  comfort  us  both  still.  He,  who  has  ever  been 
*  a  strength  to  the  poor,  a  strength  to  the  needy  in  his  distress,  a  refuge  from 
the  storm,  a  shadow  from  the  heat,  when  the  blast  of  the  terrible  ones  is  as  a 
storm  against  the  wall.'  For  are  we  not  poor  ?  are  we  not  needy  ?  has  not 
the  blast  of  the  terrible  ones  been  unto  us,  indeed,  as  furious  as  against  the 
wall,  my  poor  fellow-sufferer?  Who  would,  who  could  have  believed  this 
Uast  would  have  been  blown  to  our  destruction  by  thy  sister  Jessie  ?** 

Who  indeed  ?  Surrounded  by  fond  and  watchful  eyes,  not  one  suspi- 
cion had  been  awakened  by  look  or  action;  so  guarded,  so  wary  was  that 
young  girl  to  outwit  the  vigilance  of  age,  the  circumspection  of  ex- 
peiience,  the  reliance  of  all.  I  could  rather  have  suspected  myself—- 
doubted  of  my  own  integrity,  my  own  truth — than  charged  her  with  the 
shadow  o^  deception.  I  should  have  thought  it  a  crime,  almost  a 
profanation,  to  have  associated  her  and  dissimulation  for  one  instant 
together.  Oh !  for  my  trustfulness !  oh !  for  the  fatal  consequences 
of  that  blind  trustfulness!  oh!  for  its  direr  effects  on  my  impre- 
pared  heart !  '^  No  little  cloud  arose  out  of  the  sea,  which  was  to 
overwhelm  me,  like  a  man's  hand,  to  bid  me  hasten  down  that  the  rain 
fftop  me  not," — the  tempest  had  come  *'  as  a  thief  in  the  night,"  sudden 
ana  silent  as  the  mufflea  bullet  launched  from  an  air-gun,  which  is  felt 
hot  not  heard,  as  it  strikes  the  aimed-at  victim  to  the  earth. 

The  church-bells  chimed  for  service,  but  there  was  no  one  to  officiate; 
the  assembled  and  regretful  congregation  were  informed  that  their  beloved 
and  respected  minister  had  been  seized  with  sudden  indisposition;  but  the 
news  spread,  spread  like  ignited  flax,  that  his  betrothed  had  fled — fled  with 
another ;  then  every  heart  execrated  her  infidelity,  every  heart  deplored 
his  disappointment. 

What  a  Christmas-day  was  that  for  us !  how  different  to  the  one  anti- 
cipated only  a  few  short  hours  before!  "  Truly  our  feasts  had  been  turned 
into  mourmng,  and  all  our  songs  into  lamentations;"  we  were  sadder,  far, 
hr  sadder,  than  if  my  sister  had  been  lying  in  an  upper  chamber  dead  ; 
for  she  had  deceived  our  hearts,  returning  ingratitude  for  kindness — trea- 
chery for  confidence — and  disappointment  for  the  holiest  hopes  that  were 
ever  founded  on  a  maiden's  faith. 

As  if  to  harmonise  with  our  distress — as  if  in  unison  with  our  melan- 
dioly,  it  snowed  violently  and  without  intermission  throughout  that  most 
interminable  day,  so  that  the  whole  aspect  of  the  country,  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach,  was  wrapped  in  the  sad  same  whiteness,  as  if  Nature  was 
enveloped  in  the  cold  shroud  of  universal  dissolution. 

This  had  so  drifted  in  many  parts  during  the  night,  as  to  render  all 
transit  impossible;  and  a  severe  frost  coming  upon  it,  travelling  was  out 
of  the  question,  so  that  for  six  weary  weeks  we  were  obliged  to  affect  the 
warmest  hospitality,  and  look  cheerfully  on  those  whose  absence  would 
have  been  an  absolute  mercy ;  for,  besides  the  mutual  restraint  naturally 
felt  by  all  parties,  owing  to  the  terrible  bar  the  conduct  of  the  fugitives 
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had  placed  between  us  and  our  guests,  each  one  of  us  longed  for  solitude; 
longed  to  be  alone  to  commune  with  his  own  heart ;  longed  to  weep 
without  the  fear  of  detection;  longed  to  pray  without  the  dr^  of  inter- 
ruption ;  longed,  in  &ct,  to  pour  out  that  heart's  bitterness  to  its  yery 
dregs  in  the  stillness  of  his  own  chamber. 

My  mother,  after  vainly  struggling  agiunst  the  painful  tension  of  feel* 
ing  this  state  of  ceremonious  exertion  required,  fiurly  g^ve  way  to  her 
agony  of  soul,  taking  to  her  bed,  to  bewail,  in  her  too  partial  anguish,  for 
the  guilty  daughter  who  had  cast  this  shadow  over  the  sunset  of  her  de- 
clining day,  forgetful  of  the  sympathy  due  to  the  virtuous  and  dutiful 
one,  whose  sole  study  it  was  still  to  brighten  that  darkened  twiliriit. 

Jessie  never  wrote  home ;  that  was  as  well,  for  what  could  she  say  in 
extenuation  of  her  fault? — Nothing!  We  read  her  marriage  in  the 
papers — her  safe  arrival  at  Madras — and  then  we  endeavoured  to  think  of 
her  as  of  one  separated  from  us  for  ever  in  this  world. 

One  by  one  the  heart-broken  victims  of  her  turpitude  dropped  into 
the  peaceful  grave.  Charles  went  first ;  then,  one  after  the  odier,  my 
beloved  parents  and  kindred ;  until  I  stood  alone,  quite  alone,  in  the  house 
of  my  fathers.  And,  oh !  how  lonely  !  Yet,  whom  could  I  associate  with 
a  sorrow  such  as  mine? 

After  years  of  suffering,  which  cannot  be  described;  regret,  which 
cannot  be  imagined;  darkness  and  silence  of  heart,  which  cannot  be 
thought  of  unshudderingly ;  lo !  came  her  little  girl,  her  first-bom  child, 
her  breathing  image,  like  a  winged  and  radiant  messenger  of  light,  to 
beam  refulgently  on  that  long-gloomed  heart,  to  speak,  as  with  the  voic« 
of  melody,  to  the  mute  anguish,  so  long,  long  rendering  hushed  as  death 
its  dismal  chambers.  Yes!  Jessie — the  repentant  Jessie — had  sent  tfa# 
sweet  bird  so  long  nestled  in  her  own  bosom,  to  refuge  in  mine— to  sing 
of  summer-time  for  it  again ;  to  break  in  upon  the  cypress-wave  solitude 
of  its  lonely  bower,  like  the  sunlight  breaks  on  the  forest  gloom ;  to  scat- 
ter the  flowers  of  her  fair  innocence  around ;  to  tell,  in  the  artless  lan- 
guage of  simplicity,  of  that  sister's  sorrow,  tears,  remorse,  and  contrition, 
in  her  self-imposed,  but,  doubtlessly,  most  deplored  exile.  To  tell  how 
that  sister  bewails  the  blight  she  cast  upon  my  youth — to  ask  forgivenesi 
for  that  blight — and  shall  I  be  unrelenting?  Shall  I  be  implacable?  Oh! 
no,  no,  no;  a  thousand  times,  no! — Those  tears  atone  for  all;  those 
secret  tears,  those  bitter  tears,  not  dared  to  be  shed  before  the  husband, 
lest  he,  too,  should  feel  a  latent  pang  for  his  early  and  betrayed  love  I 

How  I  longed  to  kiss  those  tears  off  my  sister  s  cheeks!  How  I  lonofed 
to  assure  her  of  my  free  and  entire  forgiveness !  How  I  studied,  for  her 
DBAR  sake,  to  devise  how  the  coming  Christmas  should  indeed  prove  as 
MERRY  as  possible,  for  the  darling  who  came  to  me  so  endearing  in  her 
inherited  loveliness — so  endearing  in  the  hallowed  claims  of  memory — so 
DOUBLY  endearing  in  the  appellation  she  bore— for  Jessie,  as  a  crowning 
act  of  expiation,  had  named  her  Alice.  Soon,  soon,  wafted  over  the 
ocean  to  that  distant  clime  where  she  now  dwells,  with  all  her  deep 
heart-yearnings  for  the  land  of  her  birth,  the  home  of  her  childhood, 
shall  be  the  glowinc^  account  of  the  Merry  Christmas  the  young  Alice 
spent  with  the  aged  Alice,  who  strove,  with  devoted  zeal  and  affection,  to 
make  it  resemble  in  every  way  the  bygone  ones,  spent  at  the  same  age, 
and  many,  many  years  after,  by  her  mother,  and  her  then  most  happy, 
most  happineM-di^>ensing  sister. 
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BY  £.  P.  BOWSELL,  ESQ. 

We  are  advised  ia  certain  religions  books,  each  night,  when  we  lie 
down  in  our  beds,  to  consider  the  several  proceedings  of  the  day,  and  to 
determine  their  good  or  evil  nature.  I  do  not  care  to  discuss  now 
i^ietfaer  I  am  called  upon  so  to  employ  a  portion  of  the  time  allotted  for 
rest  and  sleep,  but  I  quite  assent  that,  adopted  in  a  right  spirit,  and  to  a 
reasonable  extent,  the  practice  of  ''looking  back"  is  productive  of 
benefit,  and  so,  worthy  of  commendation.  The  first  thing  to  be  done, 
wlien  a  managing  body  are  assembled,  is  to  read  the  minutes  of  the  last 
Tftfflting;  so  that  there  having  been  made  known,  that  most  important 
point,  "^  where  they  left  off,*'  and  there  having,  beside,  been  laid  bare 
what  on  the  last  occasion  was  short  done,  and  what  (as  has  been  proved 
by  subsequent  events)  was  badly  done,  the  meeting  are  in  a  f&vourable 
poaition  for  the  proceeding  with  the  business;  the  rectifying,  as  far  as 
may  be,  die  errors  previously  committed,  the  supplying  the  deficiencies 
of  wUch  they  have  been  guilty,  and,  instructed  and  warned  by  the  past^ 
fiv  the  acting  in  future  with  more  of  wisdom,  and  with  greater  energy, 
than  have  been  heretofore  displayed. 

Let  us,  as  a  nation,  on  the  1st  of  January,  1851,  read  the  minutes 
of  1850.  Let  us  calmly  and  dispassionately  peruse  the  record  of  our 
springs  and  our  doings.  Let  us  see  where  we  were  on  the  1st  of 
Jaauaiy,  1860,  and  trace  our  steps  from  that  time  until  now;  and  while 
taking  credit  for  those  things  wherein  we  may  fairly  consider  we  have 
acted  wisely  and  well,  let  us  not  shrink  from  acknowledging,  if  our  eye 
fil^t  upon  portions  of  the  minutes  which  stand  in  judgment  against  us, 
e%idencing  our  folly  or  our  weakness,  our  rashness  or  our  sloth,  the  fiill 
extent  of  onr  misdoing;  rather  let  us  penitentially  express  our  regrets, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  firmly  and  courageously  resolve  on  reformation 
and  amendment 

Now  I  cannot  here  undertake  the  task  of  examining,  seriatim^  the 
ef«Dts  of  the  year  just  concluded.  I  do  not  know  that  we  can  regard  it 
as  an  important  year;  there  have  come  to  pass  no  startling  occurrences 

rn  which  we  might  dwell;  and  its  main  incidents,  the  sudden  loss  of 
diief  statesman  of  later  years,  and  a  very  absiud  act  coamiitted  by 
his  holiness  the  Pope,  have  been  contemplated  and  pondered  over  so 
moA  (and  the  latter  so  recently)  that  it  would  be  nauseous  to  enlarge 
iSKm  them  in  this  place.  But  there  is  one  feeling  that,  on  a  general 
~9w,  rises  forcibly  within  me,  and  this  feeling  I  am  anxious  to  express. 
I  am  discontented  with  the  progress  we  have  made  during  the  past 
I  do  not  see  that  clear  and  manifest  improvement  which,  I  think, 
might  have  been  effected.  Without  indulging  in  anything  like  extra- 
vagant language,  without  being  lured  into  sacrificing  truth  for  the  sake 
of  penning  a  ^  slashing"  paragraph,  I  assert  that  the  need,  the  desperate, 
Oferwfaelming  need  existing  at  the  present  time  for  calling  into  action 
die  brightest  mental  ability  our  country  can  boast,  combined  ^th  the 
iteioat  esergy  and  the  most  undaunted  determination,  ought  to  be,  soon 
wiB  b€y  apparent  to  every  individual     There  never  was  a  time  when 
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there  was  such  a  grave  call  for  consideration  'as  the  present     This  is 
termed  an  enlightened  a^e — the  march  of  intellect ;  to  hear  people  talk, 
one  would   think   our  forefathers  were   idiots,   and,  intellectually,   we 
towered  ahove  them  as  giants.    Reader,  it  is  not  true.    Education  is  more 
diffused;  accomplishments   more  prevail;   hut  if  there  have  heen  any 
change  in  regard  to  intellect  in  its  lofty  perfection,  it  has  heen  for  the 
worse,  and  mental  power  has  declined.     The  mass  are,  indeed,  ndsed ; 
brutish  ignorance  exists  no  longer  in  our  land ;  the  people  are  elevated; 
they  understand  now  matters  formerly  altogether  beyond  their  range ;  they 
can  reason,  and  argue,  and  cavil,  and  dispute;  and  they  can  murmur  and 
complain.     And  though  God  forbid  that  I  should  say  one  word  agidnst 
the  spread  of  knowledge  and  the  improvement  of  mind,  I  do  see  that  by 
and  through  this  very  fact,  under  present  circumstances,  a  danger  is 
created.     If  you  have  so  raised  the  humbler  classes  that  their  eyes  are 
opened,  their  minds  expanded,  their  hearts  made  to  beat  quicker,  their 
desires  rendered  stronger — if  you  have  assimilated  them  more  or  less  to 
the  higher  ranks  in  all  save  wealth  and  worldly  dignity — and  if,  while 
raising  them  intellectually,  you  have  not  opened  channels  through  which 
intellectuality  may  be  turned  to  account,  so  that  it  is  the  same  hard, 
up-hill  journey  as  of  old,  for  the  clever  man  to  push  his  way  to  inde- 
pendence— ^if  this  be  so,  and  (though  a  change  is  working)  it  u  so  at 
this  moment,  do  you  not  see  the  danger  to  which  I  point?     What  saj 
you  to  the  probability  of  the  near  approach  becoming  nearer?    What 
say  you  to  the  chance  of  a  treading  on  the  heels?  and  then,  why  not 
the  jostle  ? — afterward,  why  not  the  quarrel  and  the  struggle  ? — ^if  the 
struggle,  why  not  the  bloooshed? — and  if  the  bloodshed,  whose  shall  be 
the  victory? 

Was  there  ever  a  time  when  politics  were  so  much  discussed  as  now? 
Women  and  boys  talk  politics,  and  furiously  express  their  opinions.  De- 
bating societies  and  discussion  classes  are  tne  rage.  Grave  questions  are 
entered  upon  by  the  million,  and  not  merely  by  the  few.  Years  back, 
the  task  of  considering,  revising,  correcting,  or  abrogating  the  laws,  and 
of  devising  fresh  enactments,  was  left,  comparatively  speaking,  to  a  small 
number  of  individuals.  The  mass  but  little  interfered.  In  the  then 
state  of  education  such  matters  were  beyond  them,  and  they  lived  and 
died,  murmuring  and  discontented,  mayhap,  but  otherwise  quiet  and 
peaceful.  This  is  not  so  now ;  we  have  educated  our  poorer  classes — ^we 
have  invested  them  with  vastly  more  power — ^we  have  not  left  them  in 
that  state  of  ignorance,  and  consequent  impotence,  that  they  had  no 
choice  but  to  go  whither  they  were  driven,  no  ability  to  turn  upon  their 
masters  and  free  themselves  h'om  their  yoke.  The  case  is  altered  now ; 
the  poorer  classes  are  educated,  they  are  enlightened;  they  rest  not 
under  the  old  dark  cloud — the  sun  has  visited  them,  has  cheered  them, 
encouraged,  strengthened,  ennobled  them.  And  what  is  the  result? 
Why,  that  mere  mechanical  labour — ^labour  involving  only  fatigue  of 
body,  affording  not  the  slightest  opportunity  for  exercising  the  mind,  is 
now  groaned  under  and  hated  by  numbers,  who,  had  they  lived  in  former 
years,  would  have  settled  down  to  it  as  their  inheritance,  and  been  satisfied 
with  it.  And  these  men  are  struggling,  and  will  struggle  yet  more 
hotly  and  energetically,  to  free  themselves  from  this  toil,  and  to  strike 
into  a  path  more  suited  to  their  powers,  and  more  in  accordance  with 
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their  inclinations.  I  say  they  will  struggle ;  for,  even  at  this  time,  what 
opposition  have  they  to  encounter — how  are  arrayed  against  them  pre* 
judice  and  pride— and  even  where  these  are  absent,  coldness  and  in- 
difference. But  they  will  struggle — ^the  men  who  feel  that  they  have 
something  in  them  which  constitutes  .a  claim  to  be  employed  otherwise 
than  in  mere  manual  labour — these  men  will  daily  grow  more  desirous  to 
be  relieved  from  this  labour,  and  to  take  the  upper  stations  of  life.  To 
this  period  they  might  have  struggled,  aud,  in  most  cases,  have  struggled 
in  vain.  In  an  article  which  appeared  in  this  magazine  a  short  time  back| 
entitled  **  Aid  to  Talent,"  I  endeavoured  to  show  how  many  were  the 
chances  agaiust  gifted  men  attaining  worldly  prominence,  and  displaying 
and  exercising  their  talents  for  the  welfare,  far  less  of  themselves  than 
of  their  kind.  But  then  I  say  that  these  are  times  when  there  is  so 
growing  a  feeling  that  such  a  state  of  things  ought  not  to  be — that  the 
majesty  of  mind,  and  the  glory  of  intellect,  in  all  gradations,  are  really 
and  truly  matters  not  to  be  flippantly  talked  about  and  lightly  regardea, 
but  to  be  weighed  with  solemn  earnestness,  to  be  nourished  with  fondest 
affection,  to  be  encouraged  with  ardent  love,  and  to  be  brought  forward 
and  displayed  with  heaurty  cheer  and  fervent  grasp— no  matter  whether 
such  intellectual  strength  be  in  the  peer  or  the  peasant,  no  matter  whether 
it  reside  in  the  millionnaire  or  the  pauper — ^I  say  there  is  now  so  stem 
«nd  increasing  a  feeling,  that  id  these  dark  and  difficult  times  we  ought 
to,  we  musty  give  homage  and  encouragement  to  talent  wherever  it  may 
be  found ;  that  I  am  sure  very  soon  the  way  of  clever  men  to  prosperity, 
proportioned  to  their  ability,  will  be  wonderfully  fr-eed  from  those  obstacles 
and  hindrances  that  heretofore  have  made  their  attempted  journey  almost 
hopeless. 

I  say  I  am  satisfied  this  will  be  the  result  Those  who  informer  times 
would  have  only  been  bom  poor  and  insignificant,  have  so  remained,  will, 
having  arisen  in  our  days,  by  the  circumstance  of  their  intellectual 
superiority,  be  great  amon?  us.  And  who  Would  not  be  glad  if  the 
wisest  were  the  g^atest  and  most  powerful?  Who  would  wish  to  stem 
the  onward  progress  of  those  who  have  been  gifted  by  Grod  with  more 
of  mental  ability  than  their  fellows  ?  Who  would  withhold  the  hand  and 
not  help  them  forward  to  their  tme  position  ?  Alas,  that  I  should  say 
it,  multitudes  there  are  who,  if  they  would  not  absolutely  throw  obstacles 
in  the  way,  would  yet  treat  intellect  so  coldly,  so  indifierently,  so  care- 
lessly, that  they  might  be  fairly  charged  with  virtually  doing  battle 
against  it.  And  to  particularise ; — by  this  I  mean  that,  in  the  first  place, 
there  are  men — men  in  this  nineteenth  century — who  openly  avow  a  dis- 
taste and  dislike  to  the  education  of  the  poor,  the  simple,  bare  instruction 
in  the  commonest  matters,  and  who  would  shudder  at  the  notion  of 
rendering  any  marked  encouragement  to  a  clever  but  poor  man.  There 
are  but  few  such  individuals,  thank  God.  But,  in  the  second  place,  there 
are  men — and  these  constitute  the  majority — who  would  laugh  scornfully 
at  what  I  would  suggest  for  the  aiding  of  talent  I  would  propose  that 
there  should  be  an  endeavour  to  make  government  appointments  a  means 
of  assisting  talent;  that  is  to  say,  I  think  that,  instead  of  these  appoint- 
ments being  invariably  given  to  relatives  and  friends  of  those  in  power,  a 
portion  of  them,  at  all  events  (the  portion  that  might,  on  consideration, 
be  deemed  most  suitable),  should  be  bestowed  as  premiums  upon  such 
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cmdidates  as  dionld  be  regarded  as  having  the  greatest  daim,  and  those 
Unngs  which  should  constitute  superiority  of  claim  should  not  be  the  most 
business-like  manner,  or  the  most  pleasing  address  (although,  of  course, 
tfiere  would  be  requisite  the  possession  of  sufficient  qualifications  for  the 
office,  otherwise  inconvenience  would  be  occasioned),  but  the  evidence  of  tiie 
possession  of  deariy  superior  mental  ability.  I  think,  that  while  you 
might  through  these  appointments  meet  a  claim  beginning  to  be  more  or 
less  clamorously  urged  by  such  of  the  middle  and  lower  classes,  who,  with 
greater  ability  and  intelligence  than  the  majority  of  the  present  holders  of 
siidi  appointments  find  themselves,  being  blest  with  neither  aristocratic 
patrons  nor  influential  friends,  absolutely  excluded  therefrom,  while  you 
might  effect  this  object  and  work  this  good,  you  might,  through  such 
judicious  exercise  of  patronage,  work,  in  some  cases,  a  still  more  important 
and  considerable  advantage.  If,  for  instance,  there  were  elected  to  a 
government  appointment,  not  a  prot6g^  of  a  minister,  but  a  clever-giflted 
man,  to  whom  it  would  work  the  peculiar  advantage  of  supplying  him 
with  the  necessaries  of  life,  and  enabhng  him  (its  duties  not  bemg  onerous) 
to  pursue  in  periods  of  leisure  a  more  congemal  occupation,  an  occupation 
wiiich  he  might  in  consequence  so  embrace  and  so  turn  to  account,  that 
by-and-by  he  might  relinquish  his  appointment  to  another  deserving  in- 
dividual, requiring  similar  help  for  a  term,  and  himself  come  before  the 
world  in  his  true  and  real  character,  and  earn  his  bread  by  those  means 
by  which  God  had  peculiarly  fitted  him  to  earn  it, — ^means,  too,  which, 
while  their  exercise  would  be  an  absolute  happiness  to  him,  would  be 
firuitful  of  the  highest  advantage  to  his  fellow-creatures — I  say,  if  this 
were  so,  who  does  not  see  the  desirability,  even  if  regard  be  had  to  only 
these  comparatively  few  cases,  of  the  attempt,  at  all  events,  being  made, 
to  create  a  good  out  of  these  government  appointments  which  has  never 
been  associated  with  them  yet?  And  further  (but  I  wish  to  observe  that 
I  am  not  now  setting  forth  a  well-considered  or  carefully  digested  plan  ; 
I  am  merely  offering  suggfotions  to  be  weighed  in  wiser  heads  than  mine), 
it  seems  to  me  that  some  aid  might  be  afforded  to  talent  in  this  way. 
Could  not  rewards  be  proffered  for  oratorical  exceUence  ?  Could  not  ex- 
hilntions  of  oratory  periodically  take  place — and  could  not  such  candidates, 
whose  displays  should  show  clearly  the  possession  of  unquestionable  ora- 
torical power,  be  enabled  (I  am  presuming  now,  of  course,  that  none 
would  be  allowed  to  become  competitors  but  such  as  should  need  pecuniary 
help)  to  pursue  a  profession  wherein  this  peculiar  gift  would  be  fully  ex- 
hibited and  turned  to  best  account  ?  Again,  why  might  not  rewards  be 
offered  for  literary  eflbrts  (the  same  restriction  as  to  the  class  of  candi- 
dates being  observed),  and  why  might  not  such  as  should  prove  them- 
selves clever  thinkers  and  able  writers,  be  encouraged  and  assisted  to 
punnie  the  avocation  for  which  they  have  evidenced  they  are  best  fitted, 
and  thus  be  rendered  happy  themselves  and  the  means  of  conferring  good 
upon  their  kind  ?  Ay,  but  you  say,  conrider  the  expense— consider  the 
taxes  under  which  we  labour — the  carrying  out  of  your  suggestions  would 
shockingly  increase  them.  I  admit  the  expense  would  be  heavy,  but 
might  it  not  be  met  by  reduction  in  those  matters  upon  which  money  is 
now  so  unworthily  spent ;  and  if  there  were  a  balance,  and  we  were  still 
out  of  pocket,  should  we  not  have  an  equivalent  in  the  vast  increase  of 
clever  men,  an  equivalent  in  the  fJRCt  of  theb  being  in  full  action,  working 
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tat  the  common  good^  an  amount  of  talent  upon  the  mere  shadow  of 
which  this  country  would  never  had  gazed  before?  But,  you  say  further, 
it  would  oome  to  pass,  as  a  consequence  of  our  raising  up  these  men, 
lidi  now  in  nothing  but  ability,  that,  by  slow  but  sure  degrees,  the  exalted 
at  the  present  time  would  be  thrust  from  their  places,  the  govemment 
WDokl  mil  into  quite  new  hands,  and  the  strange  sight  might  be  seen  of 
BODS  of  mechanics  and  tradesmen  having  the  rule  and  gliding  the  nation. 
I  grant  it;  and  why  not?  K  those  sons  of  tradesmen  and  mechanics 
should  be  intellectually  best  fitted  to  govern,  why  should  they  not  govern? 
A  plan  for  a  nation's  weal — what  matter  whether  it  issue  from  the  brain 
of  the  labourer  or  the  lord?  Do  not  let  me  be  misunderstood.  I  am  not 
DOW  advocating  rank  radicalism.  I  am  not  supporting  levelling  principles 
*»Heaven  forbid  I  But  1  am  pleading  for  intellect ;  I  am  pleading  the 
cause  of  mental  ability ;  I  am  asserting  that  we  should  do  our  bc^t  to 
discover  wise  men,  and  then  that  we  should  make  the  most  of  those  wise 
men,  and  turn  them  to  most  profit.  I  say  that  the  strongest  claim  for  ex- 
altation is  the  possession  of  superior  merit,  that  that  merit  should  be 
•ought,  that  it  should  be  looked  for  in  the  north  and  in  the  south,  in  the 
east  and  in  the  west ;  that  it  should  be  encouraged  and  exhorted  to  show 
itself,  and  that,  having  so  shown  and  proved  itself,  it  should  be  nourished 
and  fostered,  it  should  be  placed  in  a  fitting  arena,  and  there  it  should 
work  for  the  good  of  its  possessor  and  for  the  welfare  of  the  nation  and  of 
mankind. 

But  you  may,  perchance,  laugh  me  to  scorn.  I  feel,  that  were  the 
rulers  of  this  land  to  peruse  my  remarks,  they  would  laugh  me  to  scorn. 
Then  I  fall  back  upon  the  observations  I  made  at  the  outset.  Your  dis- 
regard of  the  claims  of  intellect,  how  will  it  work  ?  Many  who  might 
have  been  a  glory  to  the  nation  will  go  down  into  their  graves  unnoticed 
and  unknown — yes,  many,  but  not  all — there  will  be  numbers  left,  and 
these  numbers  will  gather  together  and  struggle  upwards  against  every 
obstacle,  and  in  defiance  of  every  opposition.  Each  day  will  give  them 
new  power,  each  difficulty  with  which  our  country  may  be  beset  will,  so 
to  speak,  cast  them  onward  in  their  journey ;  and  if,  as  they  come  nearer 
and  nearer;  if^  as  they  see  more  clearly  their  strength  and  the  certainty 
of  their  eventual  triumph,  they  should  find  themselves  still  combated  and 
hindered;  if  they  should  find — these  men,  whose  way  education  has  cleared, 
these  men  of  great  minds  and  warm  hearts  and  strong  desires,  flushed 
with  success  and  the  consciousness  of  a  good  cause — ^that  still,  still,  their 
course  is  slow  because  pride  and  folly,  as  heavy  weights,  have  to  be  rolled 
before  them — is  there  anything  strange  in  the  fear,  unreasonable  in  the 
apprehension,  that  there  may  ensue,  at  last,  a  collision — and  if  a  collision, 
a  train  of  evils,  at  the  bare  notion  of  which  the  frame  trembles  and  the 
blood  chills? 

It  was  a  noble  idea  that  of  the  Exhibition  of  Eighteen  Hundred  and 
Fifty-One,  and  I  would  regard  it  as  likely  to  give  birth  to  and  be  followed 
by  other  concessions  equally  noble  and  equally  beneficial.  If  we  encourage 
competition  in  one  department;  if  we  show  ourselves  careless  of  anything 
save  the  important  end  of  attuning  as  far  as  may  be  unto  perfection  in 
arts  and  manufactures,  so  that,  if  the  humblest  workmen  in  tne  land  were 
to  give  evidences  at  this  exhibition  of  pre-eminent  skill  and  superior  taste, 
the  prize  would  be  awarded  to  him,  whoever  might  have  been  his  rivals; 
if  this  be  so,  why  should  not  a  same  spirit  be  displayed  generally  ?    Why 
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should  it  not  be  that  talent  of  any  description  should  be  eagerlj  sought, 
gladljr  found,  and  rejoicingly  rewajxled? 

But,  lookine  forward  to  another  Christmas-day,  and  writing  under  the 
feelings  that  the  gazing  upon  that  day  of  days  never  fisdls  to  create,  I  will 
jcast  aside  all  bitterness,  will,  for  the  time  at  least,  repress  all  apprehen- 
oon,  and  utter  a  fervent,  hearty  wish,  that  all  may  know  a  merry 
Christmas  (for  Christmas  time  will  not  have  finished  when  this  is  read) 
and  a  hf^py  New  Year.  And  yet — aU — that  cannot  be,  for  Christmafl 
is  a  period  when,  if  any  dark  change  shall  have  occurred  since  last  it 
dawned  upon  us,  that  cnange  will  fling  itself  upon  our  minds,  and  whither 
will  have  fled  our  joy  ?  Last  Christmas-day  may  have  seen  us  with  com- 
panions who  are  now  dust ;  our  stock  of  happiness  may,  during  the  last 
twelve  months,  have  wasted;  there  may  appear  but  little  left ;  so  that  to 
(wish  that  all  might  be  happy,  were  to  wish  an  impossibility.  Yet  we 
will  not  recal  the  expression — let  the  wish  go,  and  may  there,  on  the 
dawning  of  the  first  day  of  a  new  year,  gush  forth  fresh  springs  of  happi- 
ness of  which  we  may  all  freely  and  heartily  drink ! 
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BT  CAaOLlNB  DI  CABSPIONT. 

Dbar  Theo !  in  those  heavenly  eyes 
A  little  world  of  mystery  lies. 
For  their  soft  lights,  so  sad  and  mild. 
More  than  the  wisdom  of  a  child. 
They  speak  of  scenes  Elysian,  brought 
From  other  stars ;  of  mines  of  thought, 
That  dim  and  indistinctly  lie 
Hid  in  the  caves  of  memory, 
Waiting  one  day  to  be  unfolded. 
That  chiselled  lip,  so  finely  moulded. 
The  seat  of  beauty  and  expression, 
And  poetry,  and  love,  and  passion. 
With  which,  by  wood  and  mountain  bred. 
Thy  soul  in  infancy  was  fed  ; 
Thy  sweet  and  melancholy  grace, 
That  pensive  mien,  tliat  serious  face 
Portend  what  all  who  feel  must  know— 
A  sympathy  with  others'  woe. 
With  childhood  flown,  oh !  may  they  be 
No  augury  of  ill  for  thee ! 
Live,  angel  child  I  her  years  to  bless 
Who  dotes  on  thee  with  love*s  excess 
Share  thou  the  glory  of  her  name, 
And  bear  to  distant  lands  your  fame ! 


41 


RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  CURATE'S  LIFE. 

In  Two  Pabts. — Pakt  I. 

Mr  father  was  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  a  tutor  of  St. 
Bees,  in  Cumherland,  and  afterwards  rector  of  a  small  henefice  of  some 
seventy  pounds  a  year  in  that  county,  while  my  mother  was  one  of  twelve 
children  of  a  deceased  captdn  in  the  army,  who  had  given  up  his  life  for  his. 
country  on  the  plains  of  India.     From  such  a  source,  then,  it  will  not  he 
inferred  my  family  were  possessed  of  an  over-ahundance  of  the  riches  and 
good  things  of  this  world.     My  father  was  distinguished  alike  for  hia 
sound  principles  of  doctrine  as  for  his  practical  benevolence  and  deep 
humiliation  of  soul,  and  withal  a  profound  scholar ;  but  throughout  his^ 
life  the  opportunity  of  advancement  was  denied  him,  and  while  others— 
mere  superficial  when  compared  to  him — won  the  honours  and  golden 
opinions  in  the  great  battle  of  life,  he  was  tussling  with  an  adverse 
fortune  in  an  obscure  parsonage— -unknown — forgot !  while  my  mother, 
although  as   thrifty  a  housewife  as  her  chequered  bringing-up  would 
have  led  you  to  have  supposed,  had  not  the  miraculous  power  of  turning 
our  few  *'  daily  loaves  ana  fishes"  into  a  city  feast ;  and  few  people,  per^^ 
chance,  were  a  better  corroborative  evidence  of  the  old  maxim,  "  as  poor 
as  a  church  mouse,"  than  my  worthy  parents.     I  was  destined  from  my 
birth  to  follow  my  father's  footsteps ;  and  as  soon  as  I  had  well  learnt 
to  read,  the  good  rector  commenced  the  foundation  of  a  sound  religious 
aod  classical  education,  which,  in  the  innocence  of  his  heart,  he  truly 
believed  would  heap  honour  and  glory  and  riches  upon  our  house.     At 
ten  years  of  age  I  left  home  for  a  grammar-school  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  at  fifteen  returned  again  to  prepare  for  an  university  career,  previoua 
to  taking  orders.     The  first  grand  question  that  presented  itself  was, 
"  What  college  was  I  to  go  to?"     My  father  naturally  leant  towards  biff 
bantling,  and  St.  Bees  found  favour  in  his  eyes ;  while  my  mother,  partly 
from  woman's  natural  ambition,  and  partly  from  the  divme  maxim,  that 
^^  a  prophet  is  not  without  honour  but  in  his  own  country,"  thought,  by 
piuching  and    screwing,   and  denying  themselves  a  few  comforts,  for 
luxuries  they  had  none,  they  might  send  me  further  from  home.     Mat- 
ters were,  however,  to  remain  in   abeyance  until  my  mother's  imcle,^ 
Colonel  Fullalove,  had  been  consulted  on  the  subject,  and  he  was  to  give 
the  casting  vote.      The  gallant  colonel  was  a  soldier  of  the  ancient 
regime;  a  man  who  had  won  each  step,  from  ensign  to  command,  at  the 
poiut  of  the  sword  (in  those  days  valour  and  bravery  ensured  promotion, 
in  these  trigonometry  and  Euclid  the  issue  has  still  to  be  seen),  and 
though  he  had  cheered  on  many  a  charge  of  '^  the  Fighting  Fusileers," 
and  stormed  many  an  enemy's  breach,  yet  he  had  about  as  much  know- 
ledge of  the  properties  of  the  circle,  or  algebra,  or  which  university  incul- 
cated the  most  healthy  and  purest  doctrines  of  faith  and  religion,  or 
which    preserved    best  the  youthful  mind  from    heresy   and   schism, 
as  the  sunken  and  benighted  Bosjaman  does  of  the  worship  of  God 
supreme ! 
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Now  the  most  popular  man  in  the  Fighting  Fusiieers  (and  a  great 
favourite  with  the  colonel)  was  certainly  Lieutenant  Errington,  who 
had  joined  them  some  eight  months  previously,  and  who  was  currently 
reported  in  his  regiment  to  have  been  at  Oxford  and  not  to  have  taken 
his  degree  there.  So  when  the  colonel,  after  he  had  read  and  re-read 
my  mother's  despatch  relative  to  my  college  education,  and  had  pooh- 
poohed  and^  humph-humphed  at  it,  and  wondered  what  the  deuce  he 
should  know  about  universities  and  education,  turned  in  his  dilemma  to 
Errington,  whom  he  found  quietly  enjoying  in  his  own  room  his  siesta  of 
a  pipe  and  a  pot  of  '*  half-and-half,"  while  he  amused  himself  by  tickling 
the  cropped  ears  of  a  hugh  under-jawed  buU-dog.     The  lieutenant  was 

Earticularly  happy,  and  flattered  to  a  degree.     It  was  the  first  lime  in 
is  life  his  advice  had  ever  been  asked  ;  and  by  the  colonel  too — and  on  a 
subject  of  knowledge  and  education  too ! 

'<  Gad,  sir !  Chnst  Church  is  the  place.  For  though  they  behaved 
badly  to  me,  sir,  I  forgave  them;  yes,  sir,  rusticated  me  for  drivins^ 
tandem,  and  plucked  me  for  my  little  go.  Forgive  them  though,  sir;  and 
such  a  connexion  there  too,  sir.  Lord  Twopenny  had  rooms  next  to 
mine,  and  Sir  Charles  Doubledeal  was  rusticated  the  same  term  as  I  was 
— ^yes,  sir.  But  mind,  colonel,  they  enter  him  as  a  gentleman  com- 
moner— ^a  tuft — much  jollier  life,  sir." 

"  Thank  ye,  thank  ye,"  replied  the  colonel.  "  Christ  Church,  Oxford. 
Very  well" 

So,  accordingly,  the  colonel  sat  down  and  wrote  in  reply  to  my  mother^s 
letter,  first,  ten  or  twelve  concise  and  set  lines  of  the  pleasure  it  afforded 
him  to  further  the  interests  and  welfiire  of  any  bramch  of  his  £unily; 
secondly,  that  he  was  equaUy  surprised  at  my  mother  seeking  his  advice 
on  such  a  subject,  when  her  husband's  must  be  so  superior,  as  well  as  that 
there  could  not  be  a  question  as  to  which  was  to  be  the  college— why, 
Christ  Church,  Oxford,  to  be  sure.  Then  added,  **  of  course  he  must  be 
entered  as  a  gentleman  commoner  ,*  and  finished  by  the  connexion. 

As  my  father  read  the  concluding  lines,  he  laid  down  the  letter  and 
burst  into  a  hearty  roar  of  laughter.  "  Why  thy  uncle's  out  of  his  mind, 
Marian,"  said  he,  turning  to  my  mother,  and  the  whole  matter  would 
have  been  quickly  treated  as  mere  badinage^  or  an  utter  ignorance  of 
scholastic  afReiirs,  and  I  most  likely  have  dropped  into  a  more  lucrative  and 
secular  profession,  had  not  the  word  "  connexion"  rabed  a  thousand 
visions  of  ht  pluracies,  deans,  mitres,  and  aprons,  in  the  mind  of  my 
mother  ;  and  '^  interests"  and ''  welfare,"  and  a  few  qualms,  in  that  of  my 
father,  as  FuUalove  was  a  bachelor  with  a  good  banker's  book — something 
"comfortable"  in  the  funds;  and  vrithal  not  a  marrying  man,  and  my 
mother  heiress-apparent  to  his  little  hard-earned  savings.  So,  accordingly, 
my  father  set  about  the  most  feasible  plan  of  getting  me  into  uiat 
college  as  a  servitor,  risking  the  chance  of  my  xmcle,  the  colonel,  finding 
out  I  vras  not  a  "gold  tuft,"  or,  if  he  did,  the  chance  of  his  knowing  the 
difference  between  the  two  gradations,  as  the  old  veteran  had  not 
volunteered  an  iota  towards  the  sinews  of  war  to  carry  on  my  university 
campaigpi. 

So,  six  months  afbr  the  receipt  of  the  coloneVs  letter,  I  duly  matri- 
culated, and  vras  entered  as  a  servitor  at  that  most  aristocratic  of  aristo- 
cratic colleges,  Christ  Church,  Oxford. 
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From  my  childhood  upwards  my  father  had,  with  pertinacioua  care, 
instilled  into  my  mind  that  an  universal  henevolence  was  one  of  the  chief 
dictates  of  society.  Christian  charity,  and  hrotherlj  love  one  towaid 
another,  were  in  my  father's  opinion  the  noblest  attributes  of  our  nature; 
and  daily  were  thc^  sentiments  practised  by  the  good  old  man  at  our 
humble  parsonage  gate,  as  all  the  yagrant  train— the  sick,  the  lame^ 
the  hHna,  and  halt^  full  well  knew — 

Careless  their  merits  or  their  &ult8  to  scan, 
He  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

With  such  opinions,  then,  firmly  implanted  in  my  breast,  with  such 
sentiments  firmly  engraved  on  my  heurt,  with  the  glorious  example  of 
such  a  father  constantly  recurring  to  my  thoughts, — unsophisticated  by 
the  mammon  of  this  life—ambitious,  yet  charitable, — I  looked  upon  this 
world  as  a  vast  parterre  of  verdure,  riches,  and  goodness,  peopled  by 
unsophisticated  men.  My  first  fortnight  at  Oxford,  however,  dispelled 
these  day-dream  illusions,  and  laid  the  foundation  of  tjiat  strength  of 
mind  to  bear  the  buffets  and  storms,  and  afflictions  and  disappointments, 
of  my  after-life.  I  found  boys  who  were  yesterday  fiigs  at  Eton,  or  having 
their  shins  kicked  at  Harrow^  suddenly  transformed  to  men.  The 
transition  was  as  electric  as  one  of  Herr  Doobler's  pythonic  deceptions. 
The  white  cravat  was  changed  for  the  £Eishionable  tie,  or  the  round  jacket 
for  the  blue  surtout,  and  the  chrysalis  was  complete.  I  was  ambitious; 
I  yearned  for  honours,  and  for  a  name  and  for  renown ;  but  I  was  not  so 
batted  by  selfishness  as  to  feel  hatred  and  jealousy  towards  a  more 
fortunate  competitor  who  had  outstripped  me  in  the  race  to  fame.  The 
great  Johnson,  in  a  conversation  with  Dr.  Bumey,  observed,  *^  No  man 
19  anery  at  another  for  being  inferior  to  himself."  Mght  not  that  great 
moraJist  have  still  further  seen,  and  said,  '*  How  few  men  are  freed  from 
the  leayen  of  malice  and  jealousy  at  the  success  and  promotion  pf  another  I** 
In  the  bitterness  of  the  struggle  of  Ufe  have  these  sentiments  been  wrung 
firom  my  heart!  I  am  not  one  of  your  mawkish  sentimentalists  who 
looks  upon  a  man  as  naturally  vicious  and  bad  because  he  has  a  good 
coat  on  his  back,  and  the  price  of  his  dinner  in  his  pocket ;  nor  yet  can 
I  deify  the  dirty  young  urcnin  who  has  been  removed  firom  the  sinks  of 
iniquity  in  St  Giles  to  Pentonville  Prison  for  picking  an  old  gentleman's 
pocket ;  but  when  I  saw  myself  a  victim  to  a  system  which  seemed  to 
mdemnify  itself  by  inflicting  indignities  for  conferring  benefits, — ^wben  I 
saw  the  boy  of  yesterday  vrith  all  the  vices  of  manhood,  but  unrestrained 
by  the  virtues  of  age  and  experience, — ^when  I  saw  the  lordling,  who  had 
been  kicked  and  cuffed  at  Eton  for  not  having  the  tea-table  spread,  or 
the  beer  brought  from  Jack  Rnight*s,  or  well  swished  for  his  stupidity 
over  bis  Tlrg^  or  verses,  flattered  and  indulged  at  Oxford,  simply  because 
he  wore  a  gold  tuft,  and  had  a  title  prefixed  to  his  name, — and  when  I 
saw  the  goal  of  honours  was  attained  by  them,  not  through  the  rugged 
path  of  study  and  of  exertion,  of  sleepless  nights,  and  of  wear  and  tear 
of  body  and  of  mind,  but  by  the  easy  road  of  interest  and  connexion,— 
my  blood  and  indignation  then  boiled  within  me,  and  made  me  despise  a 
worid  that  could  with  such  sordid  loyalty  give  title,  knee,  and  approba- 
tion to  prosperous  semblances,  and  fall  down  and  worship  tricked-out 
pump-handles ! 
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After  three  years  hard  study  at  Christ  Church,  I  went  up  for  my 
degree  in  class ;  and  trust  that  I  may  not  be  deemed  to  be  egotistical 
by  my  readers  when  I  further  add,  1  took  it,  and  a  "  double  first."  As 
my  mind  turned  back  in  retrospection  over  that  period,  methought  it 
the  dark  page  in  the  book  of  life ;  as  I  now  turn  upon  a  mournful  and 
troubled  existence,  how  bitterly  the  fallacy  thrusts  itself  upon  mjr  thoughts. 
I  had  been  caught,  as  it  were  a  Shetland  pony,  on  my  native  hills  of 
Cumberland,  rough,  shaggy,  and  unbroken.  I  had  been  brought  and 
tutored  in  the  manege  of  learning,  science,  and  art ;  and  painful  as  the 
bit  may  be  when  first  placed  in  the  animal*s  mouth,  or  the  spurs  when 
first  applied  to  his  flanks,  I  verily  believe  the  training  of  an  un- 
sophisticated, artless  lad  into  the  polished  cosmopolite,  or  the  refined  man 
of  letters,  is  not  more  so. 

«  Oxford  is  a  jolly  place !"  "  Old  Christ  Church  for  ever !"  "  The 
happiest  time  of  my  life  was  spent  at  college  !"  are  the  general  exclama- 
tions of  my  Lord  Happletree,  or  Sir  Derby  Rattleaway.  True — ^granted; 
but  then  you  had  your  four  days  a  week  on  old  Wellers  horses 
with  "the  Heythrop;"  you  had  your  wine-parties,  and  your  boating- 
parties,  and  your  tandem -driving,  and  yoiu:  flights  up  to  town  to  close 
the  eyes  of  dying  grandmothers  (for  which  read,  "  to  see  the  Opera  and 
Almack's") ;  but  1  will  take  leave  to  say  you  never  composed  an  Iambic  in 
your  life,  nor  pored  over  Herodotus  or  Homer,  except  when  reduced  to 
the  English  prose,  aided  by  graphic  similes  of  the  "ring,'' or  London 
life,  of  your  " coach  1"  Oh,  ye  of  purple  and  fine  linen!  you  little  know 
what  it  is  to  sufler  poverty  amongst  plenty,  nor  the  taimting  pangs  of 
worldly  inferiority,  trampled  on  by  a  blind  and  selfish  superiority ! 

I  sincerely  trust  that  my  readers  may  not,  from  the  foregoing  remarks, 
prejudge  me,  and  form  the  hasty  conclusion  that  I,  because  I  have  railed 
against  my  social  position  at  college,  must  necessarily  be  some  soured 
misanthrope  or  sordid  votarist,  who  would  exclaim  with  Timon  of  Athens, 
"Destruction  fang  mankind."  Far  otherwise.  Those  lines  were  penned 
in  the  heyday  of  my  youth,  when  my  feelings  were  more  sensitive  to 
injury  or  insult,  and  ere  I  had  mingled  in  the  world,  and  learnt  by 
experience  the  distinctions  Society  vouchsafed  to  rank  and  wealth.  I 
now  fervently  trust  that  a  ten  years*  ministry  in  the  service  of  my  God 
has  so  tempered  my  mind  and  disposition  to  a  more  humble  and  patient 
frame,  that  I  may  be  now  deemed  a  meet  subject  for  **  holding  the 
mystery  of  faith  in  a  pure  conscience,"  and  a  wholesome  example  of  the 
flock  of  Christ,  my  Saviour ! 

My  readers  may  still  further  imagine  that  ray  college  career  was 
totally  unmarked  by  any  friendships  whatever  ;  but  I  had  a  few.  Some 
in  my  own  g^rade  of  life,  who  are  now  toiling  up  the  rugged  path  to  prefer- 
ment and  competency,  and  others,  too  ;  but  in  these  I  have  been  singu- 
larly unfortunate  in  any  assistance.  Sir  Raby  Harkaway,  for  instance — 
a  good-humoured,  roimd-faced,  powerfully-built  young  baronet — swore  by 
everything  emphatic  that  I  should  have  the  advowson  of  a  fat  living  in 
his  gift;  but  before  he  could  put  his  charitable  design  into  execution,  he 
unfortunately  dislocated  his  neck  wlule  riding  a  match  across  country 
against  Captain  Popkins,  of  the  "  Heavies."  Lord  Sanscrit,  again,  was 
my  firm  fnend.  I  wrote  his  themes  and  iambics,  and  he  promised  that 
I,  and  I  only^  should  be  his  chaplain,  with  a  snug  contingency  of  I  don't 
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know  how  many  family  livings;  but  my  aspirine  hopes  were  hardly 
Tused  hut  to  he  crushed,  for,  a  month  after,  my  lord  eloped  with  a  sl^jp  s 
daughter,  and  brought  his  own  life  as  well  as  scandal  to  a  climax  by 
being  shipwrecked  off  Tunis  ;  while  my  excellent  friend  Elastwood, 
afterwards  a  missionary  bishop,  was  served  up  as  a  bonne  bouche  for  a 
chieftain  in  Owyhee ;  and  B— ne  is  &r  too  much  engrossed  with  the 
afEurs  of  Downmg-street  to  turn  his  mighty  mind  to  so  humble  an  indi- 
vidual as  your  most  obedient  servant. 

I  took  a  long  and  lasting  farewell  of  old  Christ  Church,  and  departed 
for  the  silvery  glades,  rural  retreats,  and  snug  parsonage  of  my  father 
in  Cumberland,  where  I  continued  my  readings  preparatory  to  taking 
holy  orders ;  and  after  passing  the  exammation  of  the  chaplain,  I  was  duly 
admitted  into  the  sacred  ministry  by  the  Archbishop  of  York,  and  from 
thence  I  accepted  the  office  of  curate  to  a  very  excellent,  but  very  poor, 
clergyman  in  that  diocese,  where  the  qualification  for  the  title  of  priest, 
on  account  of  his  extreme  poverty,  was  deemed  an  equivalent  for  my 
services.  After  a  sojourn  here  for  twelve  months,  which,  from  the  quiet, 
blameless  life,  the  unaffected  piety,  and  childlike  innocence  of  my  worthy 
rector,  was  one  of  the  white  specks  on  ''  memory's  waste,"  I  left  the 
Uessed  retreat  of  piety  and  peace  for  the  noise,  the  turmoil,  and  callous- 
ness of  a  London  life,  where  I  obtained  the  appointment  of  preacher  in 
one  of  the  large  churches  in  that  vast  city.  To  attempt  to  describe  the 
aocnroulation  of  crime,  filth,  and  pestilence,  which  pervaded  the  vicinity 
of  my  cure,  would  be  sufficiently  ample  and  important  for  a  separate 
paper,  and,  at  the  same  time,  however  mteresting  the  details  might  be  to 
the  moral  economist  or  politician,  I  very  much  doubt  whether  they 
would  be  equally  admissible  to  the  favour  and  amusement  of  the  general 
reader. 

My  stipend  was  small  indeed ;  my  duties  many  and  arduous,  and 
withal  I  hicul  to  turn  to  the  labour  of  the  pen,  and  endeavour,  by  literary 
job  work,  to  eke  out  a  sufficient  subsistence,  and  a  moderate  supply  of  the 
humblest  articles  of  raiment 

It  was  a  dreary  autumnal  evening,  when  the  equinoctial  winds  were 
raising  from  the  streets  a  thousand  little  eddies  of  dust  and  dirt,  and 
whirling  them  up  dark  alleys  and  down  by-streets,  and  into  people's  eyes, 
and  against  well-cleaned  panes — when  it  was  dark  and  dreary  and  cold 
without — when  the  tumult  and  din  of  business  had  ceased,  and  the  streets 
were  deserted  save  by  the  houseless  wanderers  or  the  hurrying  wayfarers, 
that  I  sat  in  my  lonely  room  poring,  by  the  midnight  taper,  over  an 
Essay  which  I  was  compelled  to  finish  by  the  morrow  for  one  of  the 
fiterary  reviews.  For  some  hours  I  had  worked  hard  at  my  subject.  I 
had  followed  up  my  proposition,  step  by  step,  subjoining  a  continued 
argument,  regular  dissertations,  proofs  and  explanations  thereon,  when, 
on  arriving  at  the  concluding  issue,  my  brain,  from  continued  exertion, 
became  so  confused,  my  system  so  fevered,  and  my  pulse  so  high,  that  I 
found  it  utterly  impossible  to  proceed.  The  printer's  boy  was  to  call 
punctually  at  nine  in  the  morning;  I,  therefore,  thought  my  only  chanco 
of  obtaining  firesh  inspiration  was  by  taking  a  turn  in  the  street  and  get- 
ting a  mouthful  of  fresh  air  to  clear  my  brain.  I  seized  my  hat  and 
reached  the  streets;  the  night  was  dark  and  lowering,  and  a  ragged  and 
tattered  beggar  pre^cted  it  would  be  a  "  dirty  night,  yer  honour."     I 
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paid  but  little  attention  to  his  words,  but  journeyed  onwards.  My  mind 
was  carried  away  by  the  stream  of  thought.  I  again  oommenced  the 
argument  on  which  I  had  been  engaged.  I  workM  up  the  proposition 
firom  the  commencement,  and  I  had  just  arrived  at  the  issue  whcai  a  few 
large  drops  of  rain  fell  heavily  on  the  pavement,  quickly  followed  up  by 
a  sharp  shower,  so  that  I  pretty  plainly  saw  that,  except  I  hurried  my 
movements  and  reached  some  hospitable  shelter,  I  should  be  very  soon 
drenched  to  the  skin.  After  a  few  seconds'  walk  I  beheld  the  very 
place  I  was  in  seardi  of,  and  turning  down  the  covered  entry  I  dis- 
covered that  the  retreat  was  already  occupied  by  a  young  gtA,  whoee 
tawdry  finery,  summer  raiment  and  dripping  parasol,  but  too  plainly  and 
painfully  indicated  her  calling  and  course  of  life. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  will  be  a  rainy  night,  sir,"  observed  the  girl,  after  a 
silence  of  some  five  minutes,  during  which  time  we  had  watched  the 
shower  and  the  cataracts  of  rain  as  they  rushed  down  the  gutters. 

**  I  am  afraid  so,"  I  replied,  fidgeting  about,  and  feeling  loth  to  form 
the  acquaintance  of  such  a  person ;  and  then  I  oontinued  muttering  to 
myself  **  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be  wet  through  before  I  get  home.'* 

"  Home!"  exclaimed  the  girl,  with  such  a  bitter  emphasis,  that  I  felt 
a  thrill  run  through  my  whole  frame ;  "  home!  there  is  no  home  fer  the 
wicked." 

I  remained  silent,  and  attentively  examined  my  companion.  Her 
features  were  singularly  regular  and  prepossessing,  her  eye  soft  and 
melting,  and  her  glossy  hair  clustered  over  a  brow  feir,  smooth,  and 
bright  with  intelligence;  and,  though  penury  and  care  had  set  their 
ravages  on  hw  pallid  cheeks,  she  had  still  the  vestiges  of  great  beauty. 

*'Be  still  awhile,  remorseless  prejudice,  and  let  the  genuine  feel- 
ings of  thy  soul  avow  they  do  not  truly  honour  virtue  who  can  insuk 
the  erring  neart  that  would  return  to  her  sanctuary,"  said  the  giri,  look- 
ing me  full  in  the  fece,  as  if  she  read  my  thoughts. 

I  was  struck  by  the  words ;  more  so,  perhaps,  than  had  I  been  a  play- 
going  man»  and  known  they  were  a  quotation  from  '*  The  Stranger.*^ 
My  conscience  struck  me.  My  heavenly  Example  had  herded  with 
puolicans  and  with  sinners,  and  poured  the  balm  of  consolation  into  the 
repentant  heart  of  the  unfortunate  and  the  unfriended. 

'*  I  am  afraid  this  rain  will  delay  you,"  1  observed,  "  and  canae  anxiety 
to  your  friends." 

'* Friends,  nr?  I  have  none;  nor  home,  nw  parents.  Lost!  —  all 
lost ! — happiness  here  and  hereafter.  I  am  alone  on  the  wide  world  o£ 
life,  without  one  pitying  heart,  one  soothing,  sympathising  breast,  or  one 
gentle  mind  who  would  hold  out  the  hand  of  kindness  to  the  lost  diild 
of  sin  and  sorrow." 

*'  But,  my  poor  girl,  your  own  folly  or  wickedness  must  have  brought 
you  to  this  state,"  1  replied.  *'  Your  words  bespeak  a  better  station,  and 
no  ordinary  advantages  of  education." 

"  It  was,  sir;  it  was,"  exclaimed  the  girl,  bursting  into  tears ;  '^  it  was, 
sir.  Love  with  womoi  is  their  sole  existence ;  and — and  I  loved  him 
with  the  life  of  passion ;  and  as  Shakspeare  says,  sir. 

For  stony  limits  cannot  bold  love  out. 

And  whai  love  can  do  that  dares  love  attempt." 
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"  Rest  assared,  such  sophistrj  as  that,  from  its  very  reasoninn^,  is  cer- 
tain ruin  to  any  girlj"  I  said.  "  However,  you  mentioned  hotne  just  now 
in  such  a  bitter  strain,  that  I  ahnost  fear  you  have  not  the  means  of  pro- 
curing a  night;s  lodging." 

''  You  are  right,  sir ;  I  have  not.  And  believe  me  when  I  say  I  have 
not  tasted  a  morsel  of  food  this  day,  although  I  have  had  to  reign  the 
winning  smile  and  happy  look,  as  if  no  canker  gnawed  my  heart." 

"  Poor  child !"  was  my  only  exclamation,  and  with  a  deep  sigh  I 
emptied  the  contents  of  my  scanty  purse,  small  as  it  was,  and  break- 
fitftless  as  it  v^uld  leave  me,  into  her  handa. 

''May  the  blessings  of  an  all-seeing  Providence  be  showered  down 
upon  yonr  head,*'  fervently  said  the  girl.  "And,  believe  me,  if  the 
prayers  of  a  lost,  degraded  woman  availeth  aught  in  the  presence  of  the 
Mercy-seat,  they  wm  be  freely  offered  up  this  night  for  your  happiness 
and  welfare.  And  think  not,  because  some  of  our  sex  have,  tnrough 
inveterate  vice  and  ignorance,  fallen  into  sueh  a  course  of  life,  and  sunk 
80  low  in  pollution  and  crime  that  the  headsprings  of  their  every  attri- 
butes of  Good  are  dried  up,  and  their  sole  aim  is  to  satisfy  an  nnsatiable 
thirst  for  ardent  spirits — ^for  they  sacrifice  life  and  immortality,  not  for 
love  and  affection,  but  the  gin-bottle — ^undl  their  presence  is  a  loathine, 
and  their  approach  a  deadly  pestilence,  that  we  are  all  in  the  same  scale 
and  class.  Nay,  believe  me,  the  majority  of  us  unfortunates  have  fallen 
through  misplaced  confidence  or  the  vulany  of  fedse  men,  and*  have 
CDJoined  on  ourselves,  by  the  pangs  of  conscience,  a  more  anguishing 
punishment  than  ever  emanated  from  the  fertile  brains  of  the  most  cruel 
of  tyrants ;  and  that  we  would  give  half  our  future  lives  to  be  allowed 
repentance  and  an  asylum  where  we  might  save  our  souls  alive,  and  be  at 
peace  with  all.*' 

As  the  weather  had  changed,  and  the  rain  ceased,  and  a  policeman 
— ^who  had  quite  overlooked  the  bacchanalian  strains  of  a  very  drunken 
mechanic,  who  was  loudly  proclaiming  in  the  neighbourhood  that  he 
would  not  go  home  till  morning,  or,  rather,  until  daylight  did  appear — and 
had  come  over  the  street,  and  ordered  us  "  to  move  on,  and  not  to  be  a 
collecting  in  the  public  thoroughfares,"  I  thought  it  best  to  return  to  my 
rooms  and  my  study;  so,  wishing  the  girl  a  good  night,  I  made  an 
appointment  with  her  for  the  morrow,  when  I  was  to  near  her  tale  of 
woe,  and,  I  trusted,  to  attain  a  reconciliation  and  forgiveness  for  her  from 
hsr  fiiendfl. 
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JACK  DORY.  THE  FREE-TRADER, 

BY  W.  U.  G.  KINGSTON,  ESQ. 

Chapter  I. 

The  untiring  waves  of  the  changeful  ocean  have  in  vain  expended 
their  storm-excited  fury  for  more  than  half  a  century  since  the  time  of 
which  we  write  on  the  hold  cliffs  of  Britain's  Isle.  Children  have  been 
bom,  have  grown  up,  have  become  grey -haired  men,  and  have  died. 
Successive  kings  have  ruled  the  land,  and  have  become  dust.  Constitu- 
tions have  been  changed  ;  things  unthought  of  have  occurred  ;  wonders 
have  been  worked ;  manners  and  customs  have  altered  ;  a  generation 
has  passed  away — the  ocean  alone,  though  full  of  change,  is  still  the 
same ;  the  rocks  and  it  laugh  kings  and  constitutions  to  scorn. 

On  the  coast  of  Dorsetshire,  projecting  far  into  the  waters  of  the 
Channel,  is  a  high  and  narrow  headland  well  known  to  seamen  by  the 
name  of  the  Bill  of  Portland. 

It  consists  of  a  huge  mass  of  fine  granite  rising  abruptly  out  of  the  sea, 
and  would  be  completely  an  island,  were  it  not  joined  to  the  main  by  a 
long  narrow  strip  of  sand,  so  narrow,  indeed,  that  in  westerly  gales  the 
waves  wash  completely  over  it.  It  is  generally  called  the  Isle  of  Port- 
land. On  the  northern  and  eastern  side  of  the  head  is  a  bay  called 
Portland  Bay,  which  affords  anchorage  to  ships  in  westerly  winds ;  and 
further  still  to  the  north  and  on  the  innermost  part  of  the  isthmus  is 
Weymouth  Bay,  on  the  shore  of  which  the  pretty  town  of  that  name  is 
situated,  once  celebrated  as  the  abode  of  one  of  England's  best  of 
kings. 

The  Bill  of  Portland  also  forms  the  eastern  side  of  a  deep  and  large 
bay  called  West  Bay,  of  which  Berry  Head,  and  the  shore  on  which 'the 
beautiful  towns  of  Torquay  and  Tynemouth  are  situated,  is  the  west  side, 
the  distance  across  being  about  thirty  miles.  On  the  north  side  of  the 
Bill  and  on  the  shore  of  West  Bay  is  the  village  of  Chiselton.  It  is  an 
uncivilised  little  place,  inhabited  chiefly  by  pilots,  fishermen,  and  quarry- 
men.  There  are  two  other  little  villages  or  hamlets  on  the  island,  one 
called  Weston,  on  the  west  side,  and  the  other  Wykeham,  on  the  summit 
of  the  cliffs  above  Church  Hope  Cove,  a  Httle  deep  bay,  overlooked  by 
an  old  castle.  The  wealth  of  Portland  consists  in  its  stone,  and  it  is 
full  of  very  valuable  quarries  which  may  be  profitably  worked  for  centu- 
ries yet  to  come.  There  is  a  church  in  the  centre  of  the  island,  two 
windmills,  and  a  few  trees  in  the  more  sheltered  positions.  On  the  sum- 
mit of  the  cliff  at  the  very  end  of  the  Bill  now  stand  two  lighthouses, 
serving  to  warn  mariners  of  the  surrounding  dangers,  though  in  the  days 
of  which  I  write  they  did  not  exist. 

In  a  direct  line  to  the  south  for  a  distance  of  several  miles,  especially 
during  spring  tides,  whenever  there  is  any  wind  there  runs  a  furious  and 
dangerous  race,  known  well  to  seamen  by  the  name  of  the  Race  of  Port- 
land. This  is  owing  to  the  broken  and  rocky  nature  of  the  bottom,  over 
which  the  tide  rushes  round  the  headland  at  a  rapid  rate.  On  beholding 
it  one  is  impressed  with  the  idea  that  the  water  is  imbued  with  life  or 
moved  by  some  unseen  agency.     It  tumbles,  and  leaps,  and  rolls,  and 
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twistfl  in  the  most  violent  and  extraordinary  manner.  When  powerfully 
excited  it  rushes  up  the  sides  and  falls  bodily  down  upon  the  decks  of  the 
largest  ships,  and  woe  betide  the  unfortunate  bark  of  small  tonnage  whose 
hatches  are  not  securely  battened  down !  A  broken  plank  or  shivered 
spar  will  alone  remain  to  tell  the  tale  of  her  fate.  Many  a  vessel  running 
up  Channel  in  hopes  of  finding  shelter  in  some  friendly  port  has  unwit- 
tingly approached  its  danglers  ;  and  as  the  roar  of  its  angry  waters  has 
struck  upon  the  ears  of  the  affrighted  crew,  without  any  other  warning 
they  have  found  themselves  amid  a  boiling  caldron  of  waves.  In  vain 
they  attempt  to  escape — the  sea  claims  them  as  its  prey.  The  guards  of 
the  lighthouses  have  often  seen  such  approach,  and,  without  the  slightest 
power  of  rendering  assistance,  have  beheld  them  sink  beneath  the  wild 
mad  waves.  So  powerful  is  the  current  that  a  vessel  has  not,  except 
with  a  strong  breeze,  the  power  of  stemming  it,  and,  once  within  its 
influence,  is  unavoidably  dnven  through  it.  At  a  point  to  the  east  of 
the  Bill  the  current  sets  directly  off  the  land  into  the  very  centre  of  the 
race,  so  that  a  boat  struggling  to  gain  the  shore,  if  she  once  reaches  that 
point,  must,  if  it  blows  hard,  be  inevitably  lost.  This  point  is  appropri- 
ately called  Put-off  Point. 

To  the  east  of  the  Bill  some  three  miles  off  is  another  dangerous  spot, 
denominated  with  more  than  ordinary  propriety  the  Shambles,  for  number- 
less have  been  the  unfortunate  wretches  who  nave  there  become  the  prey 
of  the  ocean.  It  is  a  ledge  of  a  mile  in  length,  consisting  of  rock  and 
sand,  on  which,  if  the  stoutest  ship  drives,  she  is  qmckly  broken  to  pieces 
by  the  fury  of  the  waves.  Cruel  has  been  the  fate  of  those  who,  perhaps 
returning  home  after  a  long  absence  from  England,  have  thus  lost  their 
lives  within  sight  of  their  native  shore. 

As  one  sails  by  the  Bill  during  neap  tides,  in  calm  weather,  all  ap- 
pears bright  and  smiling,  and  the  headland  itself  a  picturesque  spot, 
alongside  of  which  a  vessel  may  lie  moored  to  take  in  her  carg^  of 
stone.  Such  is  a  very  brief  description  of  the  Isle  of  Portland,  which 
we  shall  find  necessary  for  the  clear  comprehension  of  the  events  in  our 
story. 

It  was  a  beautiful  evening.  The  sky  was  clear ;  the  sun,  sinking 
towards  the  waters  of  the  west,  shone  bright  and  warm,  and  the  slight 
ripple  caused  by  the  light  summer  wind  which  played  over  the  sea  gaily 
sparkled  as  the  beams  of  the  glowing  luminary  fell  on  them.  Few  could 
suppose  that  that  same  laughing  water  could  suddenly  be  aroused  to 
destructive  anger. 

On  the  very  southernmost  point  of  the  headland  we  have  been  describ- 
ing, at  a  spot  on  the  summit  of  the  cliffs  which  commanded  a  clear  view 
up  and  down  the  Channel  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  and  also  into 
Portland  Roads,  a  young  girl  was  standing.  She  was  the  only  human 
beng  on  the  scene.  Her  figure  was  slight  and  gp-aceful,  though  small, 
and  almost  concealed  by  a  red  cloth  cloak,  with  a  hood  attached — the 
usual  dress  of  the  peasants  of  that  part  of  the  country  in  those  days. 
Her  straw  hat  had  fallen  back,  disclosing  a  profusion  of  light  glossy 
ringlets,  which,  as  the  breeze  blew  them  across  her  fair  brow,  appeared 
tinged  with  a  golden  hue.  Her  eyes  were  large,  of  a  deep  blue, 
and  full  of  expression;  and  although  at  first  her  countenance  seemed 
almost  infantine,  on  a  second  glance  it  told  of  woman's  thoughts  and 
woman's  feelings — of  a  guileless  heart,  yet  of  a  mind  no  longer  childish. 
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To  say  that  she  was  simply  pretty  would  not  be  doing  her  justice,  £ar 
ahe  approaohed  to  being,  if  she  was  not  perfectly,  beautinil ;  and  although 
her  whole  costume  was  that  of  a  peasaut-girl,  she  possessed  a  delicacy  of 
complexioD,  aud  there  was  a  grace  and  refinement  in  her  appearance 
and  manner,  which  made  it  seem  that  she  must  belong  to  one  of  the 
highest  grades  of  society.  At  her  feet  lay  a  remarkably  handsome 
mastiff,  who  evidently  felt*  that  he  had  committed  to  him  the  duty  of 
protecting  her  from  all  molestation.  One  hand  rested  on  her  g^uardian*s 
head,  while  the  other  held  a  long  staff  or  wand,  with  a  flag  attached  to 
it.  Her  gase  was  directed  towards  a  vessel  which  was  approaching 
from  the  westward.  The  vessel  was  a  cutter  of  considerable  size,  and 
though  heavily  rigged,  and  not  to  be  compared  in  beauty  and  symmetry 
as  the  graceful  fobrics  known  under  that  name  at  the  present  day,  she 
was  superior  to  most  of  her  class  then  existing,  both  in  burden  and 
speed,  as  was  evinced  by  the  way  in  which  she  slipped  through  the 
water.  The  wind  was  off  the  land,  with  a  little  westerly  in  it,  so  that 
she  could  lay  well  up  into  West  Bay,  or  fetch  round  the  BilL  The 
young  girl  watched  the  cutter  till  she  thought  the  flag  she  held  in  her 
hand  could  be  seen  from  the  dock.  She  then,  unfolding  it,  waved  it  two 
or  three  times  in  the  air.  The  signal  was  immediately  answered  by  a 
small  flag  run  up  to  the  mast-head  of  the  vessel ;  it  blew  out  for  an  in- 
stant in  the  breeze,  and  was  again  quickly  hauled  down.  On  seeing 
this,  she  unfastened  the  flag  from  the  end  of  the  wand  to  which  it  was 
attached,  and,  letting  it  hang  beneath  her  cloak,  turned  to  walk  toward 
the  centre  of  the  island.  She  went  slowly,  as  if  in  a  meditative  mood, 
nor  did  she  seem  to  pay  any  further  attention  to  the  vessel  we  have 
been  describing.  She  would  stop  every  now  and  then,  and  look  at  her 
dog,  and  pat  his  head,  whereon  he  would  wag  his  tail  slightly;  but 
though  she  spoke,  he  seemed  perfectly  well  aware  that  she  was  not  ad- 
dressing him. 

'*  I  have  done  as  I  was  directed,  but  I  wish  that  the  task  had  not  been 
g^ven  me,"  she  said,  half  aloud.  *'  I  cannot  think  we  have  any  right  to 
aid  in  what  is  unlawfiil;  but,  ah  me!  my  father  would  not  listen  to  my 
excuses  if  I  refused  to  obey  him.  He  would  only  laugh  at  what  he 
would  call  my  foolish  scruples,  and  would  say  he  repented  having  given 
me  an  education  so  much  supenor  to  what  otner  girls  of  my  rank  in  li£B 
obtain.  Alas !  since  my  poor  mother's  death,  he  has  never  been  the 
same  man  he  formerly  was.  Some  secret  care  preys  on  his  mind,  and 
makes  him  severe ;  or,  if  he  knew  how  he  grieved  me,  he  would  not 
speak  as  he  does.'*  Thus  soliloquising,  she  walked  on  for  a  mile  and 
more,  when,  weaiy  with  the  exertion,  she  sat  down  to  rest  on  a  rock, 
sheltered  from  the  wind  by  the  ground  which  rose  considerably  behind 
her,  while  the  view  to  the  eastward  was  open,  presenting  the  calm  glit- 
tering sea  and  the  coast  of  Dorsetshire  about  Lulworth  Castle. 

Her  thoughts  were  sad  it  seemed,  for  she  pressed  her  hands  before 
her  eyes,  to  hide  the  tears  which  trickled  down  her  chedcs,  though  there 
was  no  one  to  witness  them,  with  the  exception  of  her  dog,  who  lay 
crouched  at  her  feet,  and  looking  up  with  a  sympathising  glance,  full  of 
intelligence,  in  her  face,  as  if  to  inquire  the  cause  of  her  grief. 

After  a  time  her  thoughts  grew  calmer,  her  hands  slowly  dropped  on 
her  lap,  and  her  eyes  closed  in  sleep.  Happy  is  the  rest  of  innocence 
and  youth ;  then,  the  slight  cares  or  sorrows  of  the  moment  no  longer 
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have  power  to  disturb  the  tranquillity  of  the  bosom.  So  slept  the 
maiden,  with  a  sweet  smile  on  her  lips  and  a  placid  brow.  Her  faithful 
companion  seemed  satisfied,  and  composed  himself  with  his  head  on  Uie 
grouid,  bat  not  to  sleep,  for  his  eyes  were  open,  and  his  legs  extended, 
xeady  to  mnng  op  in  a  moment,  to  do  battle  in  her  service. 

Time  new  on ;  the  sun  had  sunk  beneath  the  waves,  the  shades  of 
evening  were  approaching,  and  still  she  slept  Not  a  sound  disturbed 
her;  the  soh  air  Ruined  her  cheek,  and  the  gentle  ripple  of  the  water 
contiibuted  to  lull  her  senses.  Fortunately,  her  dumb  companion  did  not 
yield  to  the  soothing  influences  of  the  moment ;  on  a  sudden,  his  ears 
erected  themselves,  he  lifted  up  his  head,  and  then,  with  a  loud  fierce 
baik,  sprang  forward,  but  instantly  returned  to  the  side  of  his  mistress. 
The  sound  awoke  her,  and  she  started  up  with  a  frightened  and  confused 
look,  unable  to  account  for  the  cause  of  the  dog's  anger.  He  continued 
growling  and  barking,  nor  did  her  caresses  tend  to  soothe  him,  though 
he  wagged  his  tail,  and  looked  up  affectionately  into  her  eyes,  as  if  to 
assure  ner  that  he  would  defend  her. 

^'  Come,"  she  said,  ^'  Nep,  we  have  waited  here  too  long,  I  fear,  and 
must  hie  home  as  fast  as  we  can  go."  As  she  spoke  she  patted  her  dog's 
heady  and  advanced  up  a  slight  hill  which  lay  before  her.  On  reaching 
the  summit  ^e  paused,  for  she  saw  before  her  a  party  of  four  or  five 
men  approaching  the  spot  where  she  was.  At  the  same  time  her  dog 
manifested  the  same  signs  of  anger  he  had  before  exhibited.  One  person 
was  in  advance  of  the  rest :  he  was  a  man  of  some  five  or  six  and  thirty 
years  of  age,  and  of  good  height  and  figure,  and  might  yet  have  looked 
voung,  had  not  dissipation  already  dimmed  his  eye,  and  furrowed  his 
brow  and  dieeks  with  premature  wrinkles.  He  was  dressed  in  the  ex- 
treme £ashioa  of  the  day,  with  rich  lace  ruffles  and  collar,  an  embroidered 
waistcoat,  and  light-coloured  long-waisted  coat,  a  flowing  wig,  with  a 
three-cornered  hat,  low  shoes  with  buckles,  and  a  sword  by  his  side. 
Two  of  his  companions  wore  the  Dutch  high  boots  and  broad-brimmed 
hats  of  fishermen,  and  a  fourth  was  dressed  in  a  costume  of  much  the 
same  cut,  though  of  coarser  materials  than  the  first. 

The  young  girl  turned  pale  as  she  saw  the  features  of  the  leader  of 
the  party.  ^'Sir  James  Ousden!"  she  exclaimed.  ''Alas!  that  bad 
man  has  come  here  to  persecute  me  again.  I  must  fly  from  him,  but  my 
strength  will  scarcely  last  till  I  reach  home." 

No  sooner  did  the  person  spoken  of  perceive  the  maiden,  than  he 
rapidly  harried  on  to  meet  her.  On  this,  her  courage  gave  way,  and 
die  turned  aside  from  the  path  she  had  been  following  to  one  on  the 
lef^  which  apparently  led  neariy  in  the  same  direction,  the  intervening 
ground  being  broken  and  uneven.  As  soon  as  she  began  to  run,  the 
stranger  punned  across  the  country,  evidently  hoping  to  cut  her  off,  but 
his  progress  was,  fortunately,  much  impeded  by  the  uneven  nature  of  the 
ground,  his  feet  suffering  from  the  sharp  stones  on  which  he  trod. 

The  dog  followed  close  on  the  skirts  of  his  mistress's  cloak,  and  it  might 
hsTe  appeared  that  he  had  partaken  in  her  fear,  had  he  not  every  now 
and  thai  turned  round  with  a  fierce  gprowl  on  his  pursuer  to  warn  him  of 
the  danger  of  approaching  nearer.  Sir  James  Ousden,  as  she  called  him, 
however,  did  not  seem  to  be  daunted  by  his  threats,  but,  calling  on  his 
men  to  follow,  continued  the  chase. 

''  Stay,  fiDoEsh  giri!"  he  exclaimed;  '<  I  would  not  hurt  you  for  worMs; 


52  JACK  DOBY,  THE  FBEE-TRADEB. 

believe  me,  fair  Jessie — ^believe  me  on  my  honour  I  would  not;  then  why 
seek  thus  to  shun  me  as  if  I  were  a  fierce  beast  of  the  forest?" 

His  voice  only  made  her  run  the  faster,  but  her  strength  soon  failed 
her,  and  he  was  on  the  point  of  seizing  her,  when  her  noble  dog,  like  a 
good  general,  seeing  that  the  moment  for  action  had  come,  turned  round 
with  a  fierce  bark  and  fiew  at  his  throat.  In  his  attempt  to  avoid  the  dog, 
his  foot  slipped  and  he  fell  to  the  ground.  The  animal  was  at  his  breast 
in  a  moment,  and  would  undoubtedly  have  killed  him  had  not  his  compa- 
nions answered  his  loud  shouts  for  help.  The  poor  girl,  her  heart  in  a& 
instant  feeling  pity  for  the  man  who  had  insulted  her,  called  off  the  dog; 
but  in  this  case  he  refused  to  obey  her,  sigpaifying  by  his  looks  that  now 
while  he  held  down  her  pursuer  was  the  moment  for  her  to  make  her 
escape.  So  much  engaged  was  he  in  looking  towards  her,  that  he  did 
not  perceive  the  approach  of  the  other  men,  and  before  he  had  time  to 
stand  on  the  defensive  a  blow  on  the  head  from  a  heavy  bludgeon  sent 
him  reeling  to  a  distance.  The  poor  animal  could  just  turn  his  eyes  to* 
wards  his  mistress,  as  if  to  say,  *'  Ah !  had  you  followed  my  advice  we 
might  both  have  been  well,'*  before  he  sank  motionless  and  apparently 
dead  on  the  ground. 

As  soon  as  the  gentleman  (for  such,  I  suppose,  he  would  have  been 
called)  found  himself  released  and  unhurt,  instead  of  feeling  grateful  for 
the  compassion  shown  towards  him,  with  an  angry  oath  he  sprang  up  to 
overtake  the  young  g^irl,  while  his  followers,  worthy  imitators  of  their 
master,  were  about  to  drive  out  any  spark  of  life  which  might  remun  in 
her  dog. 

She  had  now  neither  a  defender  nor  the  power  of  escaping. 

"  This  is  unmanly,  ungenerous,"  she  exclaimed,  as  Sir  James  seized 
her  arm  and  endeavoured  to  persuade  her  to  ^y  with  him  from  the  island. 
'<  I  must  repeat  it,  I  have  more  reason  to  hate  than  to  love  you.** 

The  baronet  ground  his  teeth  in  anger.  '^  Then  if  persuasion  has  no 
effect,  I  must  use,  fiiir  one,  a  little  gentle  violence,"  he  cried,  dragging 
her  forward.  **  Come,  come,  no  folly;  you  have  no  one  here  to  help 
you." 

'^  But  she  has  though,"  exclaimed  a  man,  leaping  down  from  a  rock 
under  which  they  were  standing,  and  dealing  a  blow  on  Sir  James'^ 
breast,  which  sent  him  staggering  back.  ^'  What  buccaneering  work  is 
this,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  Hilloa !  you  scoundrels,  if  you  strike  that 
hound,  I'll  send  a  bullet  through  your  skulls  as  sure  as  you're  alive." 

These  latter  words  saved  the  life  of  Neptune,  and  his  intended  mur» 
derers  slunk  off  as  if  fully  believing  that  the  threat  would  be  put  into 
execution.  The  stranger,  by  his  appearance,  was  evidently  a  man  not  to 
be  trifled  with.  He  was  strongly  built,  of  middle  height,  and  about  four 
or  five  and  thirty  years  of  age,  though  from  his  sunburnt  and  weather- 
worn complexion  he,  at  the  first  glance,  looked  much  older.  He  was 
habited  in  the  rough  costume  of  a  seaman,  but  his  dress  was  cut  with 
nautical  precision  to  fit  him  gracefully,  and  the  materials  were  new  and 
good  of  their  sorts.  He  wore  a  long  flushing  coat  and  high  boots,  much 
the  fashion  among  seamen  in  those  days ;  while  a  leathern  belt  was  round 
his  waist,  in  which  were  stuck,  with  no  attempt  at  concealment,  two 
brace  of  handsomely-mounted  pistols.  His  countenance  was  not  unpre* 
possessing,  though  rather  broad,  and,  surrounded  as  it  was  with  large 
whiskers  and  a  fiill  beard,  it  had  rather  a  wild  appearance,  and  there  was 
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flomethmg  about  the  mouth  which  showed  that  he  possessed  great  firm- 
ness and  daring,  while  his  eyes  bespoke  good  humour  and  high  spirits, 
withy  at  the  same  time,  boldness  ana  undaunted  courage. 

''  How  dare  you,  you  wizen-jawed  anatomy,  insult  a  young  lady  in 
this  way?"  he  continued,  turning  to  the  baronet. 

^^  Who  are  you,  sirrah,  who,  like  a  footpad,  dares  stop  an  English 
gentleman  in  broad  daylight  ?*'  answered  Sir  James,  furiously  regarding 
the  stranger.  "  If  there's  law  in  the  land  you  shall  hang  for  it.  Here, 
you  fellows,  in  the  king's  name  seize  that  villain,  and  drag  him  to  the 

**  £U^  ha,  ha  I  that's  a  good  one,"  cried  the  stranger,  folding  his  arms 
and  laughing  heartily.  ^*  A  fig  for  your  law,  Sir  James.  Why,  your 
fdlows  no  more  dare  touch  me,  than  you  would  venture  to  pull  the  nose 
of  the  Great  Mog^l  we  hear  talk  of.  If  you  and  your  liyeried  lacquey 
there  like  to  try  it,  just  do.  You've  had  a  taste  of  my  fist  already,  and 
my  popguns  are  better  weapons  than  the  knitting-needle  you  carry  by 
your  side.** 

Neither  the  baronet  nor  lus  servant  seemed  inclined  to  tempt  him  to 
put  his  threat  into  execution.  The  other  two  men  hung  down  their 
heads  and  were  moving  off. 

*^  Stay !"  shouted  the  stranger.  '*  You,  Bill  Hodson  and  Jem  Targett, 
how  dared  you  engage  in  this  work,  eh  ?" 

''  Why,  you  see,  captiun,  we  was  hired  by  the  day,  and  didn't  know 
the  job  would  interfere  with  you,"  answered  one  of  the  seamen,  who  had 
jccompanied  Sir  James. 

*'  Well,  let  me  never  catch  you  at  such  work  again,  that's  all,"  said 
the  stranger,  angrily.  "  And  now  do  you  two  accompany  your  precious 
master  there  and  his  lacauey  back  to  their  boat,  and  mind  you  don't  land 
them  on  Portland  again. 

At  these  words  the  rage  of  the  baronet  outstripped  his  discretion,  and 
unsheathing  his  sword  he  made  a  rush  at  the  stranger,  calling  at  the  same- 
time  to  his  people  to  assist  him.  **•  Fifty  cjowns  to  those  who  will  drag 
that  feUow  before  a  magistrate,  dead  or  alive !"  he  exclaimed.  ''  Fifty 
more  if  he  is  convicted.*' 

The  amount  of  the  reward  tempted  the  men,  and  they  returned  a  few^ 


If  you  do,"  cried  the  stranger,  laughing  sarcastically,  and  drawinc^  a 
pistol  m>m  his  belt,  ^'  one  of  you  to  a  certainty  will  lose  the  number  of  his^ 


mess." 


^  Cowards!"  shrieked  the  baronet.  '^  What,  are  four  men  to  be  cowed 
by  one  ?"  And  he,  backed  by  his  servant,  was  about  to  spring  on  the 
stanger,  when  the  heads  of  two  other  persons  were  seen  above  the  rocks ; 
they,  springing  down,  soon  changed  tne  aspect  of  affairs.  They  were 
drMsed  as  seamen,  and  armed  to  the  teeth,  with  cutlasses  by  their  sides- 
and  pistols  in  their  belts  ;  their  rou^h  weatherbeaten  countenances,  their 
large  beards  and  bold  air,  showing  that  they  were  not  persons  to  be  trifled 
mttk.  On  seeing  them,  the  three  followers  of  Sir  James  fairly  turned  and 
fled,  and  their  master  was  fain  to  follow  their  example,  muttering  as  he 
went — ^*  Scoundrel,  the  law  will  some  day  get  you  in  its  clutches,  and 
then  I  shall  have  my  revenge." 

^  What  is  it  all  about,  captain  ?"  excliumed  the  new  comers.  <*  Shall 
we  give  ohaie  ?" 
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'^  No,  let  the  iMcals  go,*'  answered  he  who  wm  addressed  as  aetata  ; 
« hut  see  what  can  be  done  with  this  poor  hound  they  hare  so  cruelly 
treated.  I  would  as  lief  they  had  lost  one  of  thdr  own  worthless  livai 
instead." 

While  the  scene  we  have  been  describing  took  place,  and  which,  as  may 
be  supposed,  occupied  only  a  few  minutes,  the  young  giri  leant  against  the 
side  of  the  rode  to  recover  her  breath ;  but  as  soon  as  she  saw  that  her 
enemies  had  retreated,  she  ran  to  where  her  wounded  ftivourite  lay,  and, 
throwing  herself  down  by  his  side,  called  him  by  his  name.  Her  ycuoe 
seemed  to  arouse  the  faithful  animal,  or  at  all  events  he  began  to  recover 
from  the  blow  which  had  stunned  him,  and  his  first  effort  of  retuminfl^ 
consciousness  was  to  lift  up  his  head  in  an  attempt  to  lick  her  haod. 
She  was  still  bending  over  him,  when  the  voice  of  the  stranger  startled 
her. 

"  Miss  Dalling,"  he  said,  '^  the  villains  have  taken  to  flight ;  and  with 
your  leave  I  will  escort  you  to  your  house,  where  I  am  bound  on  a  visit  to 
your  father.  My  people  shall  carry  your  dog,  and  I  trust  that  the  poor 
animal  will  recover.  You  will  not,  I  hope,  refuse  me  at  least  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  you  placed  in  safety.*' 

He  spoke  in  a  softened  tone,  very  different  from  what  he  had  before 
used. 

'*  I  should  be  ungrateful  if  I  refused  your  kindness,"  answered  the 
young  giri,  looking  up.  '*  And  my  poor,  poor  dog,  it  will,  indeed,  be 
good  in  you  to  take  care  of  him.'* 

She  spoke  in  a  calm  tone ;  which  seemed  not  to  please  the  stranger, 
for  he  bit  his  lips  till  the  blood  came ;  but  calming  what  irritation  he 
mi^it  have  felt,  he  ordered  the  two  men  to  follow  with  the  doff  to  the 
house  of  Captain  Bailing.  They  immediately  obeyed,  and  lifting  the 
animal,  who  made  no  resistance,  into  a  litter  formed  of  a  huge  sea-cloak, 
they  bore  him  after  their  captain  and  the  young  lady,  who  had  refused 
to  move  till  she  saw  her  favourite  nused  carefully  from  the  ground. 
They  proceeded  as  rapidly  as  she  could  walk,  but  she  declined  any 
assirtance  from  tiie  stranger;  and  after  she  had  again  expressed  her 
thanks  to  him  for  his  timely  succour,  she  relapsed  into  sikoce ;  nor  did 
he,  fearless  and  independent  as  he  was,  find  words  to  express  his  feelings. 
He  was  evidently  chilled  by  her  coldness. 

They  did  not  appear  well  matched.  They  put  one  in  mind  of  an 
eagle  and  a  dove  in  companionship :  and  thus  they  proceeded  on  their 
way. 

Chaftee  n. 

The  principal  house  in  Cbiselton,  or  it  should  more  properly  have 
been  called  a  cottage,  as  it  certainly  had  no  higher  pretensions,  had  been 
taken  some  three  years  before  our  story  commences  by  a  person  who  an- 
nounced himself  as  Captain  Dalling.  He  told  no  one  from  whence  he  came^ 
who  were  his  connexions,  or  what  had  been  his  calling,  though,  from  his 
superior  knowledge  of  nautical  affairs,  it  was  conjectured  that  he  had  fol- 
lowed the  sea  as  a  profession. 

No  slight  endeavours  were  made  by  the  gossips  of  the  place  to  find 
out  something  about  him,  but  they  were  perfectly  unsuccessfuL  The 
most  cunningly  devised  questions  could  never  make  him  betray  himselL 
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He  had  mon^  and  paid  his  way  honestly,  so  he  considered  that  no  one 
liad  a  ri^t  to  pxy  into  his  secrets.  He  was  in  deep  mourning  when  he 
arrived,  as  was  a  young  girl  he  brought  with  him — hb  only  child,  it  was 
j»id,  and  the  female  servant  who  attended  on  her  stated  that  he  had 
jnst  lost  his  wife. 

This  was  the  sum  total  of  the  information  gained  respecting 
him.  Among  the  furniture  which  he  brought  with  him  were  several 
cases  of  books,  sdentific  instruments,  specimens  of  natural  history, 
and  other  rarities  from  various  parts  of  the  world,  as  also  such  instru- 
ments of  mu»c  as  were  then  used  by  ladies,  tambour  frames,  and  other 
articles  for  femi^  employment  and  amusement,  so  that  it  was  at  onoe 
conjectured  that  Miss  Dalling  was  accomplished  as  well  as  pretty. 
Captain  Dalling  devoted  himself  to  completing  the  education  of  ma 
daughter  in  the  branches  of  knowledge  with  which  he  was  acquainted, 
and  she  seemed  neither  to  weary  in  attending  to  his  instruction,  nor  of  the 
secluded  life  she  led  on  that  wild  headland.  Two  years  passed  tranquiUy 
away,  and  Captain  Dalling  appeared  contented  and  happy,  and  to  forget 
if  there  existed  any  former  cares,  when  one  evening  a  stranger  claimed 
admittance  at  their  door.  Dalling  looked  at  him  narrowly  as  he 
entered,  and  turned  pale.  The  stranger  started — the  recognition  was 
jnntoaL  Without  speaking,  Captain  Dalling  led  the  way  to  his  study, 
where,  pointing  to  a  chair,  his  visitor  seated  himself. 

**  I  bought  you  were  dead,"  said  the  stranger.  ^'  I  never  was  more 
taken  aback  than  when  you  opened  the  door  for  me.*' 

^^  I  sometimes  am  tempted  to  wish  that  I  were  dead,**  replied  Captain 
Dalling. 

"  That  is  unwise,  man,  when  the  world  contains  so  many  pleasures 
bt  those  who  know  how  to  grasp  them,**  observed  the  stranger.  "  Now, 
from  your  tone  and  look,  I  am  sure  you  think  I  intend  to  do  you  an  injury; 
but  yon  are  mistaken.  Bygones  are  bygones ;  I  will  not  say]  a  word 
to  hurt  you,  and  you  in  return  can  do  me  good  service.  I  swear  that  I 
will  deal  honestly  by  yon.     Is  it  a  bargtun,  man?*' 

*^  I  have  no  choice  but  to  agree,**  answered  the  captain.  '^  You  will 
not,  I  trust,  be  too  exacting." 

^*  Oh,  no,  trust  to  me.     There's  my  hand  upon  it" 

The  stranger  soon  went  away,  but  he  returned  several  times  in 
the  course  of  the  following  montn,  and  afUr  having  onoe  by  chance  met 
Jeasie,  he  came  oftener  still.  His  visits  evidently  gave  no  pleasure  to 
Captain  Dalling,  for  he  was  silent  and  sad  for  the  following  day,  nor  did 
he  recover  his  accustomed  calmness  till  his  daughter's  sweet  voice  soothed 
him  by  some  plaintive  lur  he  loved  to  hear.  The  stranger's  marked 
attentions  to  Jessie  at  last  annoyed  her,  and  though  she  did  her  best  to 
keep  him  at  a  distance  he  still  persevered,  till  at  length,  fearful  of 
effeniding  him,  she  listened  in  silenoe  to  whatever  he  chose  to  say, 
assuming  an  unconsciousness  of  his  meaning  which  was  certunly  not 
xeal.     Thus  the  year  passed  away. 

Ci4>tun  Dalling,  the  father  of  Jessie,  was  somewhat  pist  the  prime  <^ 
fife,  though,  from  his  furrowed  brow,  his  careworn  cheek  ana  white 
locks,  he  looked  much  older  than  he  really  was.  His  figure  was  tall  and 
well  formed,  showing  that  he  once  possessed  much  muscular  power  ;  and, 
lbs  featoies  also  must  in  his  youth  have  been  of  connderable  beauty,  but 
decay  was  now  marked  in  every  lineament. 
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Shortly  before  the  time  at  which  our  story  commences,  two  events  had 
occurred  which  considerably  broke  the  monotony  of  their  otherwise  quiet 
existence.  The  first  was  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  at  their  cottage 
who  had  by  chance  landed  on  the  island  in  an  expedition  to  shoot  wild 
fowL  He  saw  Jessie,  and  was  at  once  smitten  with  her  beauty  and 
artless  vivacity  ;  but  he  was  a  libertine  of  the  worst  class,  and  cared 
nothing  for  the  wretchedness,  and  destruction  he  might  cause,  provided 
he  could  g^tify  the  most  transient  impulse  which  might  seize  him.  At 
first  Jessie  was,  as  was  very  natural  that  one  so  young  and  unsophisti^ 
cated  should  be,  highly  flattered  by  his  attentions  ;  but  he  came  again 
and  again,  and  the  honeyed  words  which  were  once  |o  pleasing  to  her 
ear  became  mixed  with  words  which  quickly  armed  her  for  defence. 
He  had  become  incautious,  from  mistaking  the  blessed  ignorance  of 
innocence  for  lightness  and  frivolity  of  character — he  little  could  com- 
prehend the  high  and  noble  spirit  wnich  dwelt  within  the  bosom  of  that 
little  g^rl.  Once  more  he  came,  and  poured  the  language  of  the  base 
and  profligate  world  into  her  indignant  ear.  She  listened  at  first,  for 
she  knew  not  what  he  said ;  but  when  at  last  she  could  no  longer  mis- 
understand him,  she  burst  frt)m  him  with  a  sense  of  anger  and  shame  she 
had  never  before  experienced.  Her  father,  who  had  been  from  home, 
returned,  and  the  man  of  pleasure,  as  he  called  himself,  fled  with  fear 
from  that  humble  cottage,  baffled  by  a  weak  girl,  but  vowing  that 
nothing  should  prevent  him  from  succeeding  in  his  designs.  The  result 
of  his  next  attempt  has  just  been  described.  The  second  event  to  which 
we  allude  had  but  just  occurred.  A  summer's  gale  had  been  blowing 
for  some  hours  with  great  violence  from  the  north  and  north-west,  accom- 
panied by  a  continued  heavy  rain,  which  confined  Jessie  to  the  house 
during  the  whole  day.  Towards  the  evening  it  cleared  up,  and  she  put 
on  her  cloak  and  bonnet,  and,  with  her  faithful  dog,  hurried  down  to 
enjoy  the  fr«sh  air  on  the  beach.  She  was  amusing  herself  by  throwing 
sticks  into  the  water,  and  inducing  her  dog  to  bring  them  back  to  her, 
when  she  perceived  a  large  cutter  emerging  from  the  mist  which  still 
hung  over  the  sea,  and  standing  directly  into  the  bay.  She  watched 
the  progress  of  the  vessel,  which,  with  a  close-reefed  mainsail  and  storm^ 
lib,  flew  like  a  sea-bird  over  the  foaming  billows.  She  looked  a  thing  of 
life  and  animation,  so  buoyantly  and  confidently  she  came  along.  As 
she  drew  near,  Jessie  recognised  her  as  a  cutter  belonging  to  the  revenue 
service,  and  one  of  the  finest  afloat.  She  stood  on  till  she  came  into 
comparatively  smooth  water — though  there  was  even  in  the  bay  a  heavy 
sea  running — when  the  helm  was  put  down,  and  she  went  about  on  the 
other  tack,  but  her  foresail  was  kept  to  windward,  and  there  she  lay, 
hove-to,  with  her  head  to  the  westward.  Thus  she  remained  almost 
stationary,  only  slowly  forging  ahead,  but  plunging  her  bows  into  every 
wave  which  swept  by,  as  a  water-fowl,  dressing  its  plumage,  dips  its  biU 
into  the  water  and  shakes  off  the  moisture  as  it  again  draws  it  forth. 
As  soon  as  the  cutter  was  hove-to,  a  boat  was  lowered  from  her  quarter, 
and  an  officer  and  a  crew  of  six  men  were  seen  to  step  into  her,  when  her 
head  was  at  once  directed  towards  the  shore.  Scarcely,  however,  had 
she  left  the  vessel  when  the  wind,  which  had  been  constantly  veering 
about,  like  the  heart  of  a  lady  with  many  admirers,  suddenly  shifted  to 
the  south-west,  and  blew  with  redoubled  violence,  driving  the  whole 
force  of  the  sea  cUrectly  against  that  side  of  the  BilL     As  the  cutter  was 
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DOW  on  a  dangerous  lee- shore,  she  was  obliged  to  let  draw  her  foresail, 
and  to  stand  off  to  a  greater  distance.  The  boat  had  meantime  been 
driven  some  way,  so  that  it  was  as  difficult  for  her  to  get  back  to  the 
vessel  as  it  was  dangerous  to  proceed.  On,  therefore,  she  came,  to  a 
spot  some  little  way  to  the  south  of  where  Jessie  was  standing,  but  when 
she  got  near  it  the  people  in  her  evidently  did  not  like  the  looks  of  the 
heavy  snrf  breaking  on  it,  and  accordingly  pulled  off  agun  and  con- 
tinued alon£^  the  line  of  the  beach,  looking  out  for  a  more  secure  place 
to  effect  a  landing.  This  even  was  a  work  of  some  danger,  as  the  boat 
was  thus  brought  broadside  on  to  the  sea,  and  whenever  a  larger  wave 
than  usual  came,  her  head  was  turned  to  it,  to  prevent  her  from  being 
capdzed.  The  men  in  her  exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost  to  urge  on 
the  boat,  for  every  instant  the  v^nd  and  sea  were  increasing,  as  was  the 
danger  of  their  position. 

Jessie  watched  the  boat  with  much  anxiety,  for  she  was  well  aware 
of  the  risk  her  crew  were  running,  and  she  felt  for  tiiem  as  a  right- 
minded  tender-hearted  woman  feels  for  her  fellow- creatures,  though  their 
&ces  may  be  imknown.  Now  the  boat  was  in  the  trough  of  the  sea  and 
completely  hid  from  view,  now  on  the  top  of  a  wave,  and  seemingly 
about  to  be  hiurled  over  and  over  on  the  beach,  and  often  as  she  watched 
it  she  fancied  that  the  fate  of  all  on  board  must  be  sealed,  so  long  was  it 
concealed  from  her  view.  Dark  clouds  rose  from  the  south-west  and 
drove  towards  Portland  ;  the  rain  again  commenced,  and  the  sea-spray 
flew  over  her,  but  she  could  not  tear  herself  from  the  spot,  and  she  dared 
not  quit  it  to  call  for  assbtance,  lest  in  the  mean  time  the  boat  might  be 
upset.  Her  dog  stood  by  her  side  uttering  every  now  and  then  a  loud 
bark,  and  by  his  agitated  movements  appearing  to  enter  fuUy  into  her 
feelings.  At  last,  either  in  their  hurry  to  get  on  the  crew  were  less 
cautious,  or  a  wave  came  higher  than  any  preceding  ones,  and  she  saw 
the  boat  rise  suddenly  to  the  foaming  crest  of  a  wave,  and  then,  before 
there  was  time  to  pull  round  her  head  to  meet  the  one  which  followed, 
the  was  turned  over  and  over  and  hurled  on  the  shore.  The  crew  in 
vain  endeavoured  to  grasp  at  the  oars  to  save  themselves  from  sinking, 
and.  though  the  surge  swept  them  onward,  it  again  drew  them  back 
amid  the  boiling  surf. 

Jessie  uttered  a  cry  of  horror  as  the  catastrophe  occurred,  for,  though 
she  had  been  expecting  every  instant  to  witness  it,  she  had  yet  hoped 
they  might  escape.  Before  her  were  seven  human  beings  struggling 
for  existence  in  the  waves,  and  she  had  no  power  to  render  them  assbt- 
ance. One  &her  another  disappeared  from  her  sight,  till  one  alone  re- 
mained. He  was  a  strong  swimmer,  and  boldly  he  buffeted  the  waves, 
but  hb  progress  towards  the  shore  was  very  slow.  He  might  indeed 
have  reached  it  sooner,  but  he  had  been  nobly  endeavouiing  to  assbt  hb 
comrades,  and  to  two  of  them  he  had  given  spars  which  he  had  secured 
to  support  them,  while  he  himself  remained  without  any  aid  but  his  own 
arms.  These  exertions  had  much  exhausted  his  strength.  Still  he 
nobly  kept  up  the  fearful  struggle.  As  he  came,  to  be  hurled  back  again 
by  the  next  receding  wave,  Jessie  saw  with  grief  that  he  could  not  much 
longer  hold  out.  Once  he  nearly  touched  the  ground,  but  before  he 
could  secure  hb  hold  he  was  hurried  back  again.  Cruel  seemed  his  fate, 
thus  to  be  deprived  of  life  within  almost  reach  of  land.  Again  he  ap- 
proached,  but  the  strokes  of  his  arms   were  every   instant  grovnng 
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weaker.  Her  dog  looked  up  and  whined,  but  did  not  adrance.  Jeasie 
could  no  longer  withstand  the  impulse  which  urged  her  to  attempt  hia 
rescue.  She  rushed  into  the  water,  and  stretched  out  her  hand  towards 
the  drowning  man,  whom  she  now  saw  by  his  uniform  to  be  an  officer; 
but  he  was  still  hr  from  her.  The  attempt  was  nearly  fatal  to  herself 
and  she  could  with  difficulty  withstand  the  force  of  the  wave  whicb 
swept  by  her.  It  was  the  swimmer's  last  effi)rt,  and  with  an  imploring 
look  towards  her,  his  arms  refusing  to  support  him,  his  head  sank  be- 
neadi  the  foam.  Her  dog  comprehended  her  wishes — ^with  a  bound  he 
flew  past  her,  and,  dashing  into  the  water,  seized  the  drowning  roan  by^ 
the  collar  of  his  coat,  and  the  next  wave  hurled  them  both  together  on 
the  beach.  Here  the  dos^  held  hst  the  now  unconscious  seaman,  to  pre- 
vent the  wave  from  carrying  him  ag^ain  back,  till  Jessie  could  come  to  his 
assistance.  She  then,  with  a  strength  which  she  was  unconscious  of 
possessing,  with  the  aid  of  her  four-footed  attendant,  dragj;ed  him  com- 
pletely out  of  danger  ;  then,  exhausted  by  her  exertions,  she  sank  down 
tywiieide.  .  . 

The  waves  roared  loudly,  the  wind  whistled,  the  spray  and  rain  beat 
over  her,  but  she  cared  not  for  them,  for  there  was  joy  at  her  heart  for 
having  preserved  a  fellow-being,  yet  she  burst  into  tears;  she  quickly 
recovered,  for  she  felt  that  her  task  was  not  accomplished.  Her  first 
careVas  to  loosen  the  stranger's  neck-handkerchief,  and  to  chafe  his  hands 
and  temples.  He  breathed,  but  it  was  with  difficulty,  and  for  some 
minutes  he  remained  unconscious.  To  her  they  seemed  hours.  At  last 
he '  (^ned  his  eyes,  and  comprehended  what  had  occurred.  ^*  'Twas 
an  angel  form  I  thought  I  saw  beckoning  me  onward,  and  I  was  not 
mistaken,"  he  muttered.  This  was  said  in  sincere  earnestness,  not 
/as  a  frivolous  compliment ;  and  she  gave  him  credit  for  saying  what 
he  diought. 

^^Hush,  hush!"  she  answered ;  <'you  must  not  attempt  to  speak  yet, 
but  you  must  husband  all  your  strength  to  walk  to  the  nearest  cottage^ 
where  we  can  get  assistance,  for  I  cannot  venture  to  leave  you." 

**  Oh,  I  think  I  could  walk  were  I  to  try,"  he  replied ;  ''  but  tell  me, 
young  lady,  where  are  my  boat's  crew?  What  became  of  the  poor 
fellows  ?" 

*^  1  cannot  answer  you,  sir,  at  present,"  she  replied,  not  wishing  to  shock 
him  by  telling  him  of  their  loss.  "  However,  if  you  will  support  yourself 
on  my  shoulder  and  will  try  to  walk,  I  will  lead  you  where  rmrtfaer  assist- 
ance can  be  procured." 

^'  I  will  try  what  I  can  do,"  he  said,  endeavouring  to  rise;  but  he  found* 
that,  besides  being  weak  from  his  exertions,  he  had  injured  his  leg, 
probably  from  strikijig  it  against  the  side  of  the  boat  as  she  capsised. 

After  two  or  three  ine&ctual  attempts,  he  was  obliged  to  sit  down 
again.  As  his  strength  returned  and  he  collected  his  scattered  senses^ 
he  remembered  all  that  had  occurred;  and  when  he  saw  the  heavy  suiges 
rolling  in  on  the  shore,  he  at  once  conjectured  the  £&te  of  his  men. 

"My  poor,  poor  fellows  I**  he  muttered;  "and  I  am  the  only  one 
remaining  of  you  all.     May  I  feel  thankful  for  the  mercy  shown  me!*' 

Jessie,  meantime,  had  been  looking  about  for  a  stick  to  assbt  him,  and 
she  fortunately  found  the  broken  spreet  of  a  boat's  siedl,  which  she  brought 
him.  He  now  again  attempted  with  better  success  to  raise  himself,  and 
wHIi  thi»  as  a  cratch  under  one  arm  >  and  leaning  on  her  shoolder,  though 
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he  pressed  as  liglitly  as  he  could,  he  was  able  at  a  slovr  pace  to  leave  the 
beach.  He  was  now  all  anxiety  aboat  his  cotter,  the  snades  of  evening 
having  come  on  and  the  clouds  having  gathered  down  so  thickly  that 
ihe  was  nowhere  to  he  seen,  nor  could  Jesme,  whose  attention  had  been 
wholly  taken  up  in  watching  the  boat,  tell  him  what  had  become  of  her. 
He  aoon  found  that  he  could  walk  tolerably  well  with  the  assistance  given 
him,  and  Jessie  therefore  determined  to  conduct  him  to  her  i«dier*s 
eottage^  where  she  knew  he  would  be  much  better  taken  care  of  than  in  a 
fishermaD's  cabin.  Thus  they  went  on,  the  young  officer  pouring  forth 
esqpreasions  of  gratitude  into  Jessie's  ear,  to  whidi  she  not  unwillingly 
fistened,  for  it  was  pleasant  to  hear  him  speak  whom  she  had  rescued 
from  death,  while  her  dog  showed  his  consciousness  of  having  partaken 
m  the  deed  by  leaning  and  barking  with  joy.  The  stranger  had,  how- 
ever, overtasked  his  strength,  and  he  could  but  just  reach  Captain  Balling's 
poich  when  he  sank  down  in  a  swoon.  A  room  was  immediately  pre- 
pared for  him,  and  he  was  put  to  bed,  where  he  remained  for  many  days 
suflfering  from  a  severe  fever,  and  tended  with  the  greatest  care  oy 
Cytain  Bailing  and  his  daughter. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Jessie  should  f&il  to  feel  a  deep  interest 
in  one  whose  life  she  nad  been  instrumental  in  preserving,  and  ^e  officer 
was  certainly  not  ungrateful  for  the  benefit  she  had  bestowed  on  him. 
He  saw  her  constantly,  and  had  many  opportunities  of  speaking  to  her, 
for  his  illness  was  severe  and  his  recovery  proportionably  slow,  and  she 
attended  on  him  whenever  her  father  was  from  home  or  otherwise 
engaged.  He,  however,  never  spoke  of  love,  or  uttered  an  expression 
whidi  mig^t  lead  her  to  suppose  that  he  felt  more  than  the  purest  gra- 
titude for  all  she  had  done  for  him.  As  so<m  as  he  had  strength  to  write 
he  sent  off  several  letters  to  London  and  elsewhere,  and  when  the  weather 
moderated  he  begged  Captain  Bailing  to  despatch  a  messenger  to  Wey- 
mouth to  discover  what  had  become  of  his  cutter.  Some  days  passed 
he^ote  he  gained  tidings  of  her,  when  it  was  found  that  she  had  worked  out 
of  the  bay,  and,  going  round  outside  the  Race  of  Portland,  had  at  last  reached 
Weymooih.  He  then,  finding  that  some  time  must  elapse  before  he 
could  move,  had  sent  her  on  to  Portsmouth,  in  order  to  get  some  neces- 
sary repairs. 

Thus  did  Lieutenant  Hastings  become  an  inmate  of  Captain  Balling's 
abode. 

Chapter  HI. 

Captaiiv  Balling  had  become  somewhat  anxious  at  the  length  of 
time  his  dao^ter  was  absent  from  home,  and  when  night  came  on  and 
she  did  not  appear  he  could  no  longer  restrain  his  alarm.  He  had  taken 
his  hat  and  stick,  and  was  in  the  porch  on  his  way  to  search  for  her, 
when  to  his  joy  he  distinguished  her  coming  up  the  lane,  through  the 
gloom,  accompanied  by  toe  stranger  of  whom  we  have  before  spoken. 

'* Thank  Heaven  she  has  come!**  he  ejaculated ;  "  but  it  will  never  do 
to  aDow  that  man  to  meet  Uie  officer.  Harm  will  come  of  it,  I  fear,  if 
hedoea.'* 

Jessie  saw  her  fiather,  and,  running  on,  threw  herself  into  his  arms. 

**  I  have  been  delayed,  and  have  to  thank  Mr.  Southgate  for  assisting 
ae^"  she  said.    ^^But  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it  by-and-by.     He  wislm 
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to  speak  to  you  on  bosiDess.  Keep  him  in  your  room  as  long  as  pos- 
sible, and  I  will  try  to  persuade  Mr.  Hastings  to  retire  to  his  chamber.*' 

She  had  just  time  to  whisper  these  words,  and  to  enter  the  cottage, 
before  the  person  she  spoke  of  as  Mr.  Southgate  came  up,  followed  by 
the  two  men  who  earned  Jessie's  dog.  At  a  sign  from  their  chief  they 
conveyed  the  dog  into  the  kitchen,  which  was  on  one  side  of  the  entrance, 
and  then  proceeded  down  to  the  sea-shore. 

'*  Good  evening,  Captain  Dalling/*  said  Mr.  Southgate,  as  he  reached 
the  porch.  '^  I've  convoyed  your  little  daughter  safe  from  a  fleet  of  pirates 
she  met  on  her  way  home,  and,  faith!  I  was  glad  of  her  company,  as  I 
was  coming  to  visit  you  myself.  I  have  some  matters  of  business  to  talk 
over  with  you." 

Captain  Bailing  did  not  look  as  if  he  was  pleased,  but  he  answered 
quietly, 

'*  Come  in  then  to  my  study,  where  we  can  be  alone,  for  I  have  a 
visitor  in  my  sitting-room,  and  I  suppose  what  you  have  to  say  is  for  my 
private  ear.  * 

'Mt  is  not  for  that  of  a  stranger,  at  all  events,"  answered  the  guest, 
"  so  I  will  follow  you  to  your  room ;  and  afterwards,  by  your  leave,  I 
will  join  you  at  supper,  for  I'm  sharp  set,  and  must  be  on  board  again 
to-night.     My  craft  is  hove-to  off  here,  I  see." 

"  Yes,  she  stood  in  here  nearly  an  hour  ago,  and  in  truth  I  expected 
you  to  land  from  her,"  said  the  captain. 

As  they  were  speaking  they  entered  the  study,  where,  after  the  door 
was  closed,  they  seated  themselves  at  the  table. 

**  Oh,  the  Daring  and  I  are  seldom  far  from  each  other,"  observed  the 
visitor,  laughing ;  but  on  this  occasion  I  had  appointed  a  man  to  meet 
me  at  a  spot  we  know  of,  and  I  was  accordingly  put  on  shore  at  the  end  of 
the  Bill,  when  on  my  way  here  I  fortunately  heard  Miss  Dalling  crying 
for  help.  I  am  sorry  that  I  did  not  finish  that  scoundrel  Sir  James 
altogether,  but,  faith !  I  was  thinking  more  of  taking  care  of  the  young 
lady  than  of  punishing  him." 

**'  She  and  I  are  most  grateful  to  you,"  said  the  captain,  after  his  visitor 
had  given  an  account  of  the  adventure.  *^  But  beware  of  Sir  James ; 
he  will  revenge  himself  on  you  for  this  day's  work,  depend  on  it." 

*^  Oh,  I  care  nothing  for  what  such  a  thing  as  that  can  do  to  me," 
answered  the  guest.  "  But  never  mind  him.  I  have  a  subject  of  more 
importance  to  talk  about.  Captain,  we  have  been  old  acquaintances,  and 
I  have  done  you  more  than  one  good  turn  in  our  day  ;  you  must  now  do 
me  one.  I  love  your  daughter,  and  I  want  you  to  use  your  influence 
with  her  to  think  better  of  me  than  she  does  at  present." 

The  colour,  at  these  words,  left  Captain  Balling's  cheeks,  and  he 
pressed  his  lips  together. 

"  I  feared  that  you  fancied  her,"  he  replied,  aft«r  some  moments' 
hesitation.  "  But  you  know  that  a  father  cannot  control  his  daughter's 
affections,  and  if  Jessie  does  not  return  your  regard  it  is  no  fault  of 


mine." 


"Perhaps  not,  Dalling, — perhaps  not,"  said  the  guest.  *•' However, 
you  can  give  me  more  frequent  opportunities  of  winning  her  love,  and 
your  sanction  to  our  marriage  if  I  succeed.  Her  heart  is  free  at  all 
events,  for  she  has  seen  no  one  to  fall  in  love  with — ^which  is  so  much  in 
my  favour.     Now,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  settle  down  into  a  sober, 
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steady  character ;  and  as  I  have  kid  hy  a  good  sum,  I  shall  he  able  ta 
support  her  like  the  lady  she  is/' 

"  I  dare  say  you  would,"  siud  Bailing ;  "  though  a  resolution  is  more 


of  making  her  unhappy  for  life." 

"  I  don't  want  to  make  her  unhappy.  I  hope  that  I  shall  make  her 
very  happy !"  exclaimed  the  g^est,  stamping  impatiently  with  his  foot. 
*'  Must  I  remind  you  that  I  have  it  in  my  power  to  make  her  an  orphan 
and  a  beggar  too,  glad  to  accept  my  assistance  ?  You  know  me  by  this 
time.     Take  your  choice,  and  I  will  follow  my  determination." 

Dalling  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair,  with  his  hands  clasped  tightly 
before  him. 

"  I  will  speak  to  my  daughter,"  at  length  he  said,  in  a  husky  tone, 
which  showed  the  struggle  within.  "  I  will  abide  by  her  determination  ; 
but  it  is  folly  to  expect  to  hurry  her  feelings.  Love  is  often  of  slow 
growth,  you  know ;  and  if  you  would  win  her,  you  must  have  patience." 

"  I  suppose  I  must,  though  it  is  not  a  quality  I  have  much  cultivated," 

8ud  the  guest.    "  But  remember  that  you  do  not  play  me  false— or ; 

however,  I'll  trust  you ;  and  now  we'll  in  to  supper,  for  my  time  is 
short." 

Saying  this,  the  stranger  rose,  and  before  Dalling  had  even  time  to 
stop  him  he  was  at  the  door  of  the  parlour.  As  he  entered  the  room^ 
he  started  back  on  seeing  the  young  officer  at  table. 

"  Lieutenant  Hastings!"  he  exclaimed.     "  What  brings  you  here  ?" 

"  Dory !"  cried  the  officer ;  **  the  most  daring  smuggler  in  the  ChanneL 
How  dare  you  show  yourself  before  me  ?" 

"  As  to  that,  Mr.  Hastings,  there  is  very  little  I  dare  not  do,"  replied 
Dory,  for  he  was  no  other  than  the  celebrated  free-trader.  "  But  I  knew 
not  that  you  were  here  till  I  this  moment  set  eyes  on  you  ;  and  now 
that  we  have  met  under  the  same  roof,  let  us  have  a  truce.  I  will  trust 
to  your  taking  no  unfair  advantage  of  me,  should  you  have  the  means, 
which  I  don't  suppose  you  have." 

"  If  you  are  the  person  who  has  just  rendered  so  essential  a  service  to 
Miss  Dalling,  you  shall  receive  no  injury  from  me,  as  far  as  my  duty  will 
allow  me,"  said  the  king's  officer. 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  Dory,  starting  up,  and  looking  from  Hastings  to 
Jessie :  and  the  look  brought  a  blush  into  the  young  girl's  cheek ;  "  is 
it  so  ?"  and  he  filled  to  the  brim  a  timibler  from  a  bottle  of  wine  which 
stood  on  the  table,  and  tossed  it  off.  In  a  moment  his  agitation  passed 
off.  "  Well,  lieutenant,"  he  continued,  "  I  might  be  tempted,  with  the  aid 
of  a  boat's  crew  I've  got  waiting  for  me,  to  ship  you  on  board  my  cutter 
£(V  a  spell,  but  under  thb  roof,  however  you  came  here,  you  are  safe ; 
so  with  Miss  Jessie's  leave  we'll  to  supper,  and  say  no  more  about  it." 

Hastings  smiled  at  the  cool  impudence  of  the  smuggler ;  Jessie  looked 
alarmed  and  confused,  for  a  secret  she  had  thought  hid  within  her  own 
bosom,  or  rather  which  she  had  not  confessed  to  herself,  had  just  been 
mentioned,  and,  knowing  the  reputed  desperate  character  of  Dor}-,  she 
was  full  of  fears  for  the  safety  of  Hastings.  Captain  Dalling  was  the 
most  disconcerted.     He  had  reckoned  on  Hastings  and  Dory  not  being 
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acquainted  with  each  other*s  person  ;  and  as  the  latter  had  said  he  would 
remain  only  a  few  minutes,  he  trusted  that  he  would  not  betray  himself 
and  that  thus  all  explanations  might  be  avoided.  The  supper,  however, 
passed  off  more  harmoniously  than  under  these  circumstances  might  have 
been  expected.  Dory  laughed  and  talked  incessantly,  telling  several 
stories  of  his  adventures  which  it  might  have  been  supposed  he  would 
not  have  ventured  to  mention  before  a  king's  officer ;  but  in  those  good 
old  times  the  bold  free-traders  had  neither  respect  for  the  government, 
the  laws,  nor  for  those  who  attempted  to  execute  them. 

It  may  not  be  here  amiss  to  describe  the  bold  smuggler,  Captain  Dory, 
or,  as  he  was  more  familiarly  called,  Jack  Dory,  though  his  real  name  was 
Southgate,  by  which  only  he  was  known  to  Captain  Dalling  and  his 
daughter.     He  was  one  of  the  most  daring  and  successful  free-traders  of 
the  day,  and  there  was  not  a  port  on  the  northern  coasts  of  France  or 
Holland,  or  a  spot  on  the  shores  of  Dorsetshire,  Hampshire,  or  Sussex, 
where  he  was  not  well  known,  and  with  which  he  was  not  intimately  ac- 
quainted.    He  had  for  years  past  defied  the  revenue  with  impunity,  till, 
grown  bold  by  success,  he  had  become,  it  was  said,  less  cautious  than  for- 
merly.     He  had  persons  in  his  pay  in  every  direction  ready  to  collect  in- 
formation and  to  warn  him  of  danger;  and  there  was  not  a  place  along 
the  southern  coast  of  England  where  he  could  not  collect,  at  a  moment's 
notice,  almost  a  little  army  to  obey  him.     Although  outlawed,  with  a 
price  on  his  head,  he  ventured  in  open  day  wherever  he  pleased,  and  so 
general  was  the  belief  in  his  means  of  escape,  and  so  great  the  fear  of  his 
prowess,  as  he  and  his  crew  always  went  armed  even  on  shore,  that  no 
one  dared  to  molest  him.     Thus  year  after  year  Dory  pursued  his  suc- 
cessful career;  and,  if  he  did  not  become  a  rich  man,  it  was  because  he 
spent  the  money  he  easily  gained  with  the  free  hand  of  a  sailor.     He  had 
never  married,  though  report  whispered  that  there  was  not  a  port  he  fre- 
quented where  he  did  not  own  at  least  one  damsel's  heart,  yet  that  cir- 
cumstance did  not  prevent  his  being  equally  well  received  in  other  places  ;^.]n- 
deed,  like  moths  round  a  candle,  the  girls  were  rather  the  more  inclined 
to  risk  singeing  their  pretty  wings  by  flirting  with  him.     The  truth  is^ 
he  was  somewhat  of  a  gay  Lothario,  and  while  he  himself  escaped  un- 
scathed he  cared  little  ^r  the  mischief  he  committed.       His  time  came, 
however,  and  from  the  moment  he  beheld  Jessie  Dalling  he  was  an  altered 
man.     Thus  the  dashing  smuggler,  who  cared  not  for  king's  officers,  re- 
venue laws,  or  maiden's  affections,  became  himself  the  slave  of  the  tender 
passion,  and  learned  to  hug  the  chains  he  had  before  despised. 

Such  was  the  man  who  now  sat  opposite  to  Hastings  and  Jessie  Dalling. 
As  he  looked  at  them  he  felt  that  his  chance  of  success  wa^  small,  but  he 
determined  not  to  strike  his  flag.  Hastings  guessed,  perhaps,  something 
near  the  truth.  Jessie  had  just  before  told  him  of  Southgate *s,  or  rather 
Dory*s  gallant  behaviour,  and  he  felt  that  he  was  himself,  even  tbeii» 
somewhat  in  the  outlaw's  power  did  he  choose  to  exercise  it.  Weak  and 
unable  to  defend  himself,  there  was  nothing  more  easy  than  for  Dory  to 
bring  up  a  few  of  his  desperadoes,  as  he  had  hinted  he  could,  and  to  carry 
him  off  as  a  hostage.  Such  thingrs  had  been  done  before,  and  Hastings 
would  have  been  a  valuable  prize.  He  determined,  therefore,  not  to  be 
outdone  in  generosity,  and,  therefore,  in  Dory's  hearing  he  turned  to 
Captain  Dalling,  and  said, 

"  I  have  to  offer  you  my  thanks  for  your  hospitality  to  a  stranger  far 
more  than  my  words  can  express  them.     I  must  bid  you  farewell,  for  I 
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received  notice  that  the  Scourge  was  to  sail  from  Portsmouth  this  morn- 
ing at  daybreak,  so  that  she  may  be  off  here  to-night  or  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, and  I  must  not  delay  a  moment  in  getting  on  board.  I  have  no 
longer  any  excuse  to  prevent  me  from  attending  to  my  duty." 

'^  Thank  ye,  Mr.  Hastings,"  ssdd  Dory,  on  hearing  this  ;  "  I  take  the 
hint,  and  shall  remember  that  one  pood  turn  deserves  another.  I  must 
be  off.  Good  night,  sir  ;  good  night,  captain."  He  looked  at  Jessie  in 
doubt.  "  Good  night.  Miss  Jessie;  you  have  a  friend  in  me  at  all 
events."  And,  seizing  his  hat,  he  hurried  out  of  the  room,  followed  by 
Captain  Bailing,  who  seemed  anxious  to  say  a  word  to  him  before  he 
went  away. 

The  party  have  all  risen.  When  left  alone  Hastings  took  Jessie's 
hand,  and  she  did  not  withdraw  it. 

"  Jessie,"  he  said,  "  you  saved  my  life,  and  I  felt  gratitude,  but  from 
the  first  moment  it  was  not  unmixed  with  love.  That  love  has  ripened 
into  the  sincerest,  the  deepest  affection  which  can  animate  the  human 
heart.  I  must  go  now,  but  I  will  retimi  the  moment  my  duty  will  allow 
me,  if  you  will  accept  my  love,  to  claim  you  as  my  wife.  Do  you  care 
for  me,  Jessie?" 

The  young  girl's  eyes  spoke  plainly  to  the  lover's  senses  that  his  hopes 
were  not  vain,  and  with  joy  he  pressed  her  unresistingly  to  his  breast. 
The  first  moments  enjoyed  by  lovers,  when  their  affection  is  mutually 
confessed,  are  very  sweet,  and  so  Hastings  and  Jessie  found  them. 
Dalling  was  some  time  absent,  and  when  he  returned  he  was  gloomy  and 
out  of  spirits.  Hastings,  however,  was  unwilling  to  shorten  the  moments 
in  whicn  he  could  be  with  her  he  loved,  and  it  was  therefore  late  in  the 
evening  before  the  master  of  the  house,  who  had  been  so  lost  in  reflection 
as  not  to  observe  how  the  time  sped,  gave  the  signal  for  retiring.  They 
had  scarcely  taken  up  their  lamps  when  a  loud  knocking  was  heard  at  the 
door,  and  a  voice  inquired  if  Lieutenant  Hastings  was  there.  The  per- 
son, on  being  admitted,  proved  to  be  a  midshipman  of  the  Scourge,  who 
had  been  sent  on  shore  to  report  her  arrival. 

"There  was  so  light  a  wind  that  we  could  scarcely  get  in,  sir,'*  he  ob- 
served; *'  and  as  we  got  round  the  Bill  a  thick  fog  came  on,  and  we  could 
scarcely  make  out  this  place.  When  we  stood  in  we  fancied  that  we  saw 
a  vessel  hove-to  off  here,  but  we  afterwards  lost  sight  of  her,  and  just 
now  a  boat  hailed  us,  and  told  us  that  you  had  sent  to  order  us  to  anchor, 
and  that  you  would  not  want  the  boat  till  to-morrow  at  eight  o'clock. 
Mr.  Billins  accordingly,  sir,  brought  the  vessel  up,  as  the  weather  promises 
fine,  but  to  make  certam  sent  me  on  shore  to  see  you  in  case  of  a  mistake.** 

"  A  trick  of  Dory's  to  gain  time,"  exclaimed  Hastings ;  "  but  we  will 
be  after  him.  You  did  right  to  come  for  me  at  all  events.  I  will  go  on 
board  at  once.  Captain  Dalling,  I  must  say  a  hurried  farewell.  Miss 
DaHing " 

He  took  her  hand,  and  whatever  he  said  was  not  audible  ;  but  his 
looks  spoke  far  more  than  his  words  ;  and  had  not  the  midshipman  been 
busily  engaged  in  attacking  a  cold  leg  of  chicken  at  the  instigation  of 
C^tidn  Dalling,  he  mignt  have  discovered  his  commander's  secret. 
Hastings  then  hurried  off  his  subordinate,  and,  attended  by  two  of  his 
men,  who  came  to  assist  him,  proceeded  down  to  the  boat.  As  he  left 
the  bouse  he  exclaimed,  "  Now  then,  my  men,  let  us  put  our  best  feet 
foremo6t>  and  we  have  a  fair  chance  of  catching  the  famous  Jack  Dory." 
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a  tale    op    the    eighth    century. 

Bt  the  Rev.  James  Bandinel. 

Chapter  IV. 
the    birthday. 

It  was  a  noble  entertainment  that  which  King  Alured  determined  to 
give  in  honour  of  his  only  daughter's  entrance  into  life.  It  was  to  last 
nine  days. 

The  first,  the  real  birthday,  was  to  commence  with  a  religious  cere- 
mony, succeeded,  after  an  interval  of  some  hours,  by  a  luncheon,  or,  as  it 
was  called  in  those  times,  "  the  noonday  meal."  This  concluded,  there 
was  to  be  a  ball;  the  day  being  finished  off  by  a  supper. 

The  second,  third,  and  fourth  days  were  to  be  occupied  in  hunting; 
the  fifth  was  to  be  a  ball  again;  the  sixth,  being  Sunday,  was  to  be  duly 
observed;  for  Eberhard,  the  grandfather  of  Alured,  who  was  ninth  in 
descent  from  the  great  Arminius,  whilst  a  hostage  at  the  court  of  Con- 
stantinople, had  been  won  by  the  charms  and  converted  by  the  eloquence 
of  the  Lady  Theophila,  the  last  scion  of  the  ancient  house  of  the  Hera- 
clidse.  Alured,  therefore,  had  been  brought  up  in  the  Christian  faith, 
though  most  of  his  neighbours,  and  many  of  his  subjects,  still  remained 
faithfril  to  the  worship  of  their  ancestral  demons. 

The  seventh  day  was  to  be  devoted  to  fishing  in  the  lakes  and  streams  of 
the  neighbourhood;  the  eighth  to  a  tournament;  and  the  ninth  to  a 
festival,  more  magnificent  in  every  way  than  anything  which  had  pre- 
ceded it.  After  this  the  guests,  unless  especially  invited  to  stay,  were  to 
depart  to  their  several  homes.  They  had  come  from  every  part  of 
Europe  and  Afric  where  the  Teutons  were  the  ruling  race;  and  there 
were  strangers,  too,  from  other  lands — from  the  shores  of  the  MgsMiti 
and  those  of  the  Propontis,  from  the  mountains  of  Wales  and  those 
of  lem^. 

It  will  surprise  many  ladies  of  the  present  day  to  be  told  that,  notwith- 
standing the  dangers  and  fatigues  of  the  Forest  of  Idruna,  Aleth^  was 
dressed  and  at  the  head  of  her  train  by  an  hour  before  sunrise — but  so  it 
was.  Leaning  on  her  father's  arm,  she  issued  from  the  palace-gates» 
followed  by  all  the  beauty  and  chivalry  of  his  subjects,  and  prece^d  at 
a  short  distance  by  a  band  of  priests,  bearing  an  immense  silver  cross» 
the  gift;  of  the  reigning  Constautinopolitan  monarch.  Slowly  the  pro- 
cession moved  onward,  to  the  sound  of  solemn  music,  whilst  a  vast  mul- 
titude fell  to  the  rear,  or  accompanied  it  on  either  side,  till  they  reached 
the  appointed  spot,  a  wide  glade  on  the  outskirts  of  the  forest.  There 
they  all  knelt,  in  deep  and  quiet  devotion,  until  the  moment  of  sunrise. 
Still  and  calm  they  were,  but  not  altogether  silent.  For,  softly  and 
gently  from  that  mighty  concourse  arose  the  heartfelt  and  scarcely 
uttered  prayers  which  every  one  there  present  offered  up  for  the  beautiful 
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princess.  But  the  most  fervent  prayers  were  those  oflTered  by  Alethd 
herself:  for  hers  was  the  purest  and  holiest  heart  there ;  and,  to  her,  com- 
munion with  Heaven  was  intercourse  with  home. 

And  now,  as  the  sun  in  the  fulness  of  his  gloiy  arose  above  the 
mountains,  arrayed  in  more  than  usual  splendour,  as  though  he  wished  to 
pay  his  tribute  of  love  and  reverence  to  the  lovely  and  noble  princess, 
the  worshippers  stood  up  and  poured  forth,  with  one  heart  and  one  voice, 
a  hymn  of  triumphant  thanksgiving.  The  service  proceeded  with  solemn 
and  simple  earnestness  on  the  part  both  of  priests  and  people,  till,  at  the 
appointed  time,  the  king  led  his  daughter  to  the  front  of  that  mystic 
stone,  which,  once  used  as  the  altar  of  Woden,  was  now  consecrated  to 
the  worship  of  Christ ;  and,  giving  a  garland  of  golden  oak-leaves  and  a 
massive  wedge  of  gold  to  the  bishop,  knelt  beside  his  child.  Aelfric,  for 
it  was  he,  having  placed  both  offerings  on  the  altar,  consecrated  them 
by  prayer,  and  then  returned  the  wreath  to  Alured,  who  immediately 
placed  it  on  hb  daughter's  brow.  The  missionary  bishop  theu  pro- 
nounced a  blessing  on  the  head  of  the  princess ;  the  people  ratified  the 
ceremony  by  a  loud  "Amen!"  and  then,  rising  to  their  feet,  shouted 
with  one  accord,  "  €rod  save  the  Princess  Aleth^ !  Long  live  Alethe  the 
Beautiful,  heiress  of  Alured  the  Mighty  !" 

The  princess  now  returned  to  the  palace,  and  betook  herself  to  her  own 
apartments,  where  she  spent  some  hours  in  thought  and  prayer  before 
arraying  herself  for  the  festival  at  which  she  was  to  preside. 

The  subjects  of  Alured,  and  the  greater  part  of  his  guests,  were  deeply 
impressed  by  the  birthday  service ;  but  there  were  those  amongst  the 
latter  who  did  not  sympathise  with  it,  who  were  still  strongly  attached  to 
the  false  faith  of  their  fathers,  or  at  any  rate  unconverted  to  Christianity. 
Amongst  those  who  remained  as  yet  undecided  on  this  vitally  important 
point,  was   Sir  Edred  of  Drontheim ;  and  whilst  Eustace  entered  into 
earnest  conversation  with  his  uncle  Aelfric,  the   Northman  wandered 
listlessly  and  moodily  forth,  revolving  in  his  mind  the  claims  of  the  con- 
tending systems  which  at  that  time  divided  tlie  allegiance  of  the  Western 
World.    His  ancestors  on  the  one  side  had  been  for  the  most  part  ferocious 
Pagans  ;  on  the  other,  for  the  last  hundred  years,  they  had  been  fanatical 
Mohammedans,  yet  he  had  learned  something  of  the  new  faith  from 
Christian  captives — he  had  mingled  with  Christian  knights,  both  as  friend 
and  foe — he  had  been  a  guest  too  at  the  castles  and  courts  of  Christian 
barons  and  kings,  and  he  had  had  many  opportunities  of  making  himself 
acquainted  with   Christian   doctrines,   and  contemplating   transcendent 
examples  of  Christian  virtue.     He  came,  however,  to  Arlstadt  undecided 
— he  would  look,  he  would  consider,  there  was  time  enough  yet :  the 
matter  did  not  press.     He  wandered  the  whole  of  that  morning,  and  he 
thought  deeply ;  but  the  result  of  his  thoughts  was,  that  he  would  for 
the  present  content  himself  with  wooing  the  Princess  Alethe,  for  whom 
he  had  already  conceived  a  violent  passion,  utterly  unworthy  of  the  holy 
being  who  was  its  object,  and  leave  the  religious  question  to  a  future  day. 
And  what  were  the  subjects  treated   of   by  Aelfric    and  Eustace  ? 
Many :  for  the  uncle  and  nephew  had  not  met  for  some  time,  owing  to 
the  missionary  labours  of  the  one,  and  the  chivalrous  adventures  of  the 
other ;  but  amongst  them  all  there  was  none  which  the  younger  of  the 
two  dwelt  on  so  long,  or  recurred  to  so  often,  as  the  Princess  Alethd. 
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Time,  however,  wore  on ;  and  the  guests  of  all  ages  were  summoned 
to  the  noonday  meal.  It  was  nothing  as  to  quantity — a  mere  light  col- 
lation for  those  days,  consisting  almost  exclusively  of  hirds  and  the 
smaller  kinds  of  game.  The  largest  dish  there  was  a  lamb  roasted 
whole ;  the  remainder  was  made  up  of  hares,  geese,  turkeys,  and  other 
small  fry,  with  rabbits,  chickens,  and  ducks,  by  way  of  entremets.  It 
was,  therefore,  as  I  observed,  a  mere  light  collation ;  for  the  warriors  of 
those  days  looked  upon  the  denizens  of  the  farmyard,  the  air,  or  the 
lake,  in  the  same  way  tnat  you  do,  gentle  reader !  refined,  abstemious 
reader !  on  larks  or  becaficoes ;  or,  if  you  be  of  less  advanced  age,  we 
might,  perhaps,  venture  to  add  sparrows.  And  why  should  we  not  say 
sparrows  ?  The  happiest  days  of  our  early  life  were  those  on  which  we 
had  sparrow-pie  for  dinner.  How  we  used  to  enjoy  that  day,  as  it  came 
once  a  year,  when  we  were  allowed  to  dine  at  the  cottage,  after  having 
watched  our  kind  host  pick  off  the  little  creatures  that  were  to  form  our 
festival  dish. 

However,  to  our  tale.  The  princess  sat  at  the  head  of  the  board,  her 
brows  graced  with  the  oaken  chaplet,  whose  leaves  were  of  gold,  and  its 
acorns  of  emerald ;  her  beautiful  figure  clothed,  but  not  concealed,  by  a 
simple  white  robe,  confined  by  a  rich  girdle;  her  shoulders  were  covered 
by  a  shawl  of  rich  g^en  silk,  lately  arrived  from  the  East,  over  which 
was  thrown  a  scarf  of  netted  silver,  the  knots  being  all  concealed  by 
garnets ;  around  her  neck  was  a  necklace  of  magnificent  pearls,  from 
which  hung  a  diamond  cross,  that  had  once  been  the  property  of  her 
Grecian  ancestress.  But  who,  of  all  those  present,  looked  at  any  of 
these  ornaments  when  they  could  look  at  the  Princess  Aleth^  ?  None 
of  the  male  guests,  at  any  rate.  There  was,  however,  one  ornament 
which  did  attract  attention,  and  that  was  a  beautiful  rose  which  she 
wore  in  her  bosom. 

The  meal  was  soon  despatched ;  for  the  provantj  though  light  in  the 
extreme,  was  first-rate,  so  that  it  invited  attack  and  offered  no  effectual 
resistance. 

Seeing,  therefore,  that  his  guests  had  concluded  tlieir  aerial  repast, 
and  were  all  eager  for  the  coming  ball,  King  Alured  rose  from  his  seat^ 
and,  giving  his  arm  to  the  priucess,  led  the  way  to  the  apartment  destined 
to  be  the  scene  of  the  coming  festivity.  It  was  a  large  enclosure, 
formed  by  walling  in  and  roofing  with  timber  and  green  boughs  an  ex- 
tensive piece  of  smooth,  hard  greensward.  The  walls  were  richly  deco- 
rated with  all  the  flowers  of  the  season,  and  thickly  stuck  with  torches 
of  firwood,  which  were  lighted  as  the  sun  went  down;  flowery  festoons 
hung  from  the  roof,  supporting  in  the  centre,  high  above  the  heads  of 
the  dancers,  yet  sufficiently  far  from  the  roof  to  avoid  its  taking  fire, 
bundles  of  smaller  torches,  which  acted  as  chandeliers.  At  the  higher 
end  of  the  room  hung  more  than  one  magnificent  lamp  of  Byzantine 
manufacture ;  in  the  comers  stood  four  bronze  statues,  the  spoils  of 
Rome,  when  sacked  by  Alaric,  holding  in  their  hands  large  flambeaux. 
The  length  of  the  room  was  three  times  its  breadth,  and  the  entrance, 
situated  at  the  lower  end  and  occupying  half  the  width,  enabled  the 
▼ast  concourse  assembled  without  to  see  all  that  went  on  within ;  so  that 
the  people  danced  to  the  same  music  with  the  court,  though  not  under 
the  same  roof,  and  shared  with  them  the  beauty  of  the  brilliant  scene. 
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The  ladies  were,  generally  speaking,  extremely  handsome,  especially 
Aose  of  the  princess's  train,  whose  bright  eyes  glanced  with  a  thrilling 
delight  at  the  thought  of  their  first  ball.  Amongst  them  the  beauty  of 
Alice  shone  pre-eminent,  yielding  only  to  that  of  her  unrivalled  mistress. 
The  dress  of  the  fair  Teutons,  though  the  Greek  minstrel  deemed  it  bar- 
baric in  the  extreme,  displayed  their  faultless  forms  to  the  fullest  advan« 
tage,  without  in  the  least  degree  violating  the  strictest  modesty. 

The  king  opened  the  ball  with  his  daughter;  Sir  Reginald  danced 
with  her  on  the  next  occasion,  but  a  difficulty  arose  as  to  who  should 
lead  her  out  then.  Their  prior  arrival,  and  their  services  on  the  pre- 
ceding day,  placed  Sir  Edred  and  Sir  Eustace  above  all  other  competitors; 
but  the  difficulty  was  to  choose  between  them.  Sir  Edred  claimed 
descent  from  Zemebock,  Sir  Eustace  from  Thor.  Sir  Edred  had  per- 
fenned  prodigies  of  valour,  so  had  Sir  Eustace;  nor  could  the  palm  be 
easily  assigned  to  either.  They  had,  moreover,  arrived  at  the  same  mo- 
ment on  the  same  day,  and  had  shown  equal  zeal  and  courage  in  attempt- 
ing to  preserve  the  princess  from  the  emissaries  of  Sir  Hildebrand. 

The  king  was  much  perplexed:  at  length  a  lucky  thought  struck  him 
—-a  thought  more  likely  to  suggest  itself  to  a  parent  than  to  his  child, 
especially  on  such  an  occasion — he  would  settle  the  point  by  seniority. 
So,  after  he  had  explained  his  difficulty  at  full  length,  he  demanded  to 
know  the  ages  of  lus  two  guests ;  and  the  result  was,  that  Aleth^  found 
herself  the  partner  of  Sir  Edred.  She  was  decidedly  disappointed.  She 
would  have  preferred  dancing  with  Sir  Eustace.  So  you  see,  dear  young 
ladies!  that  your  loveliest  ancestresses  were  afflicted  with  the  same  sor- 
rows that  fiJl  to  your  lot :  even  the  Princess  Aleth^  could  not  obtain 
the  partner  she  wished  for  the  third  dance,  and  that,  too,  on  her  own 
birthday.  As  the  knight  took  her  hand,  with  a  bright  smile  on  his 
ooontenance,  his  eye  glanced  passionately  from  her  beautiful  features, 
Offer  her  graceful  form,  till  it  rested  on  the  rose.  Suddenly  the  whole 
coLpresaion  of  his  face  changed ;  his  eye  flashed ;  his  brow  became  dark- 
ened ;  and  after  expressing:  his  warm  admiration  for  the  flower,  to  which 
the  lady  merely  replied,  *'  Yes,  it  is  very  lovely," — he  asked  her  whence 
it  came,  and  who  had  been  so  fortunate  as  to  present  it  to  her.  The 
princess  changed  colour,  and,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  felt  unable  to 
give  a  direct  reply ;  whilst  Rosabel's  warning — "  Beware  of  Sir  Eldred  " 
— «ang  ominously  in  her  ear. 

^Is  it  not  the  same  which  your  highness  forbad  me  to  gather  in 
yonder  wood  ?'*  said  he,  observing  her  confusion. 

^*  No,  certainly  not,*'  cried  the  princess ;  "  at  least,  I  should  think 
HOC    • 

**  But  may  I  not  ask  from  whom  you  received  it?  My  honour  is  con- 
aemad,  lady,  if  another  has  dared  to  seek  your  favour  by  presenting  to 
jou  that  which  you  refused  at  my  hands.*'  And  he  glanced  fiercely 
XDUDd  at  the  whole  assembly,  till  his  eye  rested  on  Sir  Eustace. 

^  Indeed,  indeed,  you  are  mistaken,"  exclaimed  Alethe.  *'  The  rose 
wliich  has  roused  your  curiosity  was  ihe  gift  of  9^  female  friend J^ 

^^  Thank  you,  lady — thank  you.  I  am  quite  satisfied.  It  is  very 
haautifiil." 

And  he  gazed  upon  the  bose  till  all  around  him  seemed  lost,  even 
die  princess  herself;   whilst  dark   suspicions  and  fearful  thoughts  of 
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jealousy  and  vengeance  fired  the  deep  iris  of  his  large  stem  eyes.  For 
thus  it  is,  that  those  very  objects  which,  both  in  themselves  and  in  their 
natural  effects,  are  the  most  noly  and  the  most  beautiful,  produce  in  the 
minds  of  the  evil-disposed  the  very  opposite  results  from  those  whidi 
they  were  formed  to  create  :  thus  it  is,  that  every  good  and  fair  gifl  has 
an  equal  capacity  of  good  and  of  evil;  so  that  the  one  may  always  be 
exactly  measured  by  the  other.  Thus  is  it  with  wealth  and  power,  and 
eloquence  and  reason,  and  fancy  and  wit,  and  youth  and  beauty :  and 
thus  was  it  with  the  gift  of  the  Rose  Queen.  To  those  who  gazed  on  it 
with  pure  minds  and  gentle  hearts  it  kindled  a  glow  of  loving  rapture, 
whilst  in  the  unworthy  it  awakened  the  smouldering  fires  of  that  hell 
which  already  lay  slumbering  in  their  breasts. 

The  third  dance,  however,  at  last  came  to  an  end ;  and  Sir  Eustacey 
much  to  her  relief,  came  forward  immediately  to  claim  Aiethe's  hand* 
"  How  I  wished  just  now,"  said  he,  "  that  I  were  twenty  years  older." 
The  princess  said  nothing,  but  she  looked  as  if  she  thought  things  very 
well  as  they  were,  and  the  glancing  eye  and  beaming  cheek  with  which 
she  listened  to  all  that  her  partner  said  to  her,  did  not  escape  Sir  Edred 
as  he  scowled  upon  them  from  a  distance.  She  would  indeed  have  been 
hard,  very  hard,  to  please  if  she  had  not  been  satisfied  with  her  present 
companion.  A  commanding  form,  at  once  powerful  and  graceful ;  a  frank 
and  noble  expression  of  countenance ;  an  eye  though  blue  as  the  southern 
heaven  was  bright  as  the  northern  star ;  a  voice  rich,  clear,  deep,  and 
eloquent  even  in  its  slightest  tones ;  and  a  smile— oh !  such  a  bnllianty 
open,  chivalrous  smile,  full  of  gladness  and  glory ! — all  these  made  Sir 
Eustace  at  once  the  delight  of  old  and  young.  Maidens  intuitively  ad- 
mired and  trusted  him;  and  men  acknowledged  that  for  truth  of  heart 
and  strength  of  arm  he  was  without  superior.  He,  too,  remarked  ihe 
rose,  but  how  different  was  its  influence  on  him  to  that  which  it  had 
exerted  over  Sir  Edred.  It  seemed  actually  to  inspire  him:  and  as  he 
conversed  with  ease  and  grace  and  eloquence,  each  succeeding  topic 
afforded  him  new  occasions  for  expressing  those  high  principles,  and  noble 
sentiments,  and  warm  and  generous  feelings,  which  tinged  every  word 
and  influenced  every  action  of  his  life. 

We  must,  however,  leave  the  ball  for  the  more  weighty  matter  of  the 
supper;  merely  observing  that  all  present,  with  the  single  exception  of 
the  knight  of  Drontheim,  enjoyed  themselves  extremely,  especially  the 
female  attendants  of  the  princess,  who  having  been  (as  we  before  observed) 
selected  on  the  very  opposite  principle  from  that  applied  to  the  knights, 
found  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  the  bravest,  and  handsomest,  and  most 
delightful  partners.  It  would,  however,  be  unfair  to  these  fair  girls,  did 
we  not  mention  that  even  in  the  midst  of  the  exuberance  of  their  own  joy, 
and  the  attraction  of  their  own  charms,  their  eyes  constantly  followed 
their  lovely  mistress  with  pride  and  devotion.  Allove  all,  the  Lady  Alice 
watched  her  with  especial  attention,  so  that  scarcely  a  look  or  a  gesture 
escaped  her. 

But  the  supper!  Ay,  you  are  hungry  after  so  much  dancing,  are 
you  not,  dear  friend?  We  are;  at  least  mentally:  and  so  were  the 
assembled  guests,  not  mentally,  more  especially  the  ugly  knights — ^these 
hideous  heroes  felt  the  most  unmistakable  symptoms  of  a  good  appetite ; 
they  were  conscious  of  a  craving  of  the  stomach,  a  tickling  of  the  throat, 
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-a  watering  of  the  mouth,  and  an  actually  convulsive  restlessness  about  the 
jaws. 

At  length  the  signal  was  riven  by  the  blowing  of  a  roebuck's  horn,  and 
the  gay  assemblage,  having  formed  once  more  in  marching  order,  proceeded 
to  the  banquet-hall  in  the  same  manner  in  which  they  had  entered  the 
ball-room.  But  the  banquet  itself !  The  pen  of  the  nineteenth  century 
as  unequal  to  portray  its  glories;  the  mind  of  the  nineteenth  century  is 
unable  to  imagine  them.  The  tables  were  arranged  much  after  the  plan 
of  a  college  hall,  and  it  just  at  this  moment  strikes  us  that  there  are  other 
points  of  similarity  between  the  two  exhibitions.  The  high  table  was  of 
•course  nused  on  a  high  dais — its  burden  was  goodly  to  look  upon.  At 
the  top  was  a  baked  urus,  at  the  bottom  a  roasted  elk,  in  the  centre  a 
4)race  of  broiled  wild  boars,  on  one  side  was  a  leash  of  boiled  sheep,  on  the 
other  half-a-dozen  fried  fillets  of  veal.  Before  commencing^  the  solids, 
dishes  were  handed  round  of  a  less  important  character,  and  the  more  im- 
patient guests  derived  solace  for  the  present  and  strength  for  the  future 
by  pitching  into  a  fore-quarter  of  sucking  pig,  or  some  such  trifle.  Then  to 
it  they  went,  and  did  as  much  justice  to  their  viands  as  the  guardians  of  a 
poor-law  union  would  to  beefsteaks  and  porter,  if  they  had  been  kept 
for  eight-and-forty  hours  on  "  Paupers'  Strengthening  Diet." 

All  earthly  joys  are,  however,  transitory;  even  the  suppers  of  our 
stalwart  ancestors  came  to  an  end  in  time.  In  fact,  had  tney  not  done 
so  they  would  still  be  going  on,  which  they  are  not ;  wherefore,  &c.,  as 
EucHd  hath  it — Q.  E.  D.  The  supper,  however,  in  this  case  was  not  of 
overiong  duration,  such  not  being  tne  custom  of  Alured*s  court;  and  the 
«olids  having  been  despatched,  and  the  fluids  having  gone  round  twice  or 
thrice,  Sir  Reginald  intimated  to  the  princess  that  the  six  minstrels  whom 
he  had  selected,  out  of  about  six  score,  were  in  attendance,  and  craved  her 
4iudience.  These  six  were  to  play  before  the  princess  in  succession,  and 
he  who  was  by  her  accounted  victor,  was  to  have  the  high  honour  of  cele- 
brating the  victor  of  the  tournament,  and  to  receive  a  golden  harp  and 
a  bag  of  gold  besants  in  further  reward  of  his  minstrelsy. 

And  now  as  their  less  honoured  brethren,  who  had  been  playing  and 
ringing  by  relays  during  the  luncheon,  ball,  and  dinner,  sat  down  in 
silence,  the  chosen  six  advanced  up  the  hall  and  stood  on  the  second  step 
of  the  dais. 

"  It  was  passing  strange,**  says  the  diary  of  the  Lady  Alice,  "  to  see 
the  different  appearances  of  the  minstrels,  and  the  different  manner  in 
which  they  comported  themselves.  The  noble  and  sturdy  German,  Arnold 
of  the  Brocken,  wore  an  air  of  quiet  ease  and  sure  conndence,  though  his 
blue  eye  kindled  as  he  drew  near  to  our  adorable  mistress;  the  Northman, 
Folko  of  Stemfeld,  scowled  around  on  the  company,  and  seemed  to  veil 
his  glance  rather  by  supernatural  compulsion  than  in  willing  homage, 
when  it  met  the  soft  eyes  of  the  matchless  princess.  The  Provencal,  Or- 
lando of  Toulouse,  had  that  mixture  of  conceit  and  courtesy  which  marks 
those  who  desire  to  please  and  are  wont  to  do  so.  The  Greek  Acmaeus 
of  Mitylene,  as  young  and  handsome  as  the  Proven9al,  but  more  perfect 
in  symmetry  of  form  and  feature,  seemed  rapt  in  some  glorious  poetic 
vision,  which  did  not,  however,  hinder  him  from  watching  eagerly,  but 
gracefully,  the  looks  of  the  princess — for  she  was  the  substance  of  his 
vision.     The  Briton,  Lleirwg,  of  Carnarvon,  had  a  stem,  wild  air  about 
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him,  as  though  even  the  joyous  festival  around,  and  the  peerless  charms 
hefore  him,  could  not  make  him  forget  that  he  stood  amongst  the  enemies 
of  his  race,  the  kinsmen  of  those  who  had  enslaved  his  country.  The 
native  of  lem^,  Fingal  of  Tara,  an  old  blind  man,  with  a  long  white 
beard,  stood  leaning  against  his  harp  and  watching  with  eager  counte- 
nance all  that  passed;  the  quick  changes  of  expression  on  his  almost  in* 
spired  face  showing  how  deeply  interested  he  felt  in  the  approaching  trial 
of  skill. 

The  princess  looked  round  upon  the  assembled  minstrels,  and  with 
scarcely  a  moment's  hesitation  exclaimed, 

"  Father  Fingal,  I  have  heard  many  praises  of  thy  minstrelsy,  which 
they  tell  me  is  prized  above  all  others  in  that  green  isle  where  the  streams 
flow  music,  and  the  breezes  murmur  poetry.  Father  Fingal,  do  thou 
begin." 

The  king  looked  proudly  pleased  at  his  daughter's  wards,  and  added, 

"The  princess  has  well  decided.     Do  thou  begin." 

The  old  man  quaffed  a  cup  of  alimeth  which  was  handed  to  him,  and, 
after  drawing  bis  hand  once  or  twice  across  his  harp,  sang  as  follows,  in  a 
voice  the  defects  of  which  were  amply  uMide  up  for  by  the  poetic  fervour 
which  breathed  in  every  tone : 

More  than  a  hundred  jears  have  shed 
Their  wintry  snows  on  Fiogal's  head, 
Whilst  each  succeeding  day  has  cast 
Its  siiadow  o'er  the  dreamy  past, 
And  failing  strength  and  clouded  eye 
Tdl,  clearly  tell,  that  death  is  nigh. 

Yet,  till  the  tyrant's  hand  hath  prest 
Its  iron  weight  on  Fingal's  breast, 
TiU  hand  have  ceased  to  touch  the  string, 
And  heart  to  beat,  and  voice  to  sing. 
Still  shall  his  harp  unfailing  raise 
Its  sweetest  strains  in  beauty's  praise. 

Twas  beauty  first  awoke  my  lyre, 
Thrilling  its  chords  with  words  of  fire, 
When  in  the  glowing  days  of  youth, 
My  heart  all  love,  my  soul  all  truth, 
The  dark-ey'd  Nora  rul'd  my  breast. 
And  Fingal  felt  that  he  was  blest. 

Alas !  her  wishes  soar'd  above 
A  minstrel's  home— a  subject's  love. 
She  sought  and  gain'd  an  envied  throne, 
And  Fingal  wander'd  forth  alone, 
Destin'd  through  life  o'er  earth  to  roam, 
And  never  make  one  heart  his  home. 

And  should  I,  therefore,  rebel  prove. 
Traitor  to  Beauty,  foe  to  Love? — 
No!  Beauty  is  the  minstrel's  queen; 
And  Love,  his  lord,  hath  ever  been; 
And  he  who  dares  renounce  their  rule 
I  dub  him  recreant,  Imave,  and  fool. 
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Aye,  even  the  woes,  Love's  liegemen  feel, 
Woes  which  nor  change  nor  time  can  heal, 
Are  blfessings  which  I  would  not  give 
For  all  for  which  the  heartless  live. 
No!  Let  me  still  his  empire  prove, 
And  cease  to  live  ere  cease  to  love. 

Lady !  these  eyes  may  never  see 
The  charms  all  tongues  ascribe  to  thee : 
And  well  perchance ;  for  could  he  gaze 
Upon  thy  beauty's  dazzling  blaze, 
Too  much  the  light  for  eye  or  brain, 
And  the  old  man  were  blind  again. 

But  Fingal's  practis'd  ear  can  tell 

Enough  to  make  his  bosom  swell, 

For  lovely  are  the  lips,  I  trow. 

From  which  such  winning  accents  flow, 

And  bright  the  eyes  whose  beams  are  shed 

In  kindness  on  the  hoary  head. 

We  must  take  into  consideration  the  old  man's  voice,  manner,  and 
appearance— the  reverence  which  the  Teutons  of  that  age  showed  to  the 
Hoar  head — and  the  intense  devotion  which  all  of  the  vast  assembly  then 
present  felt  towards  the  Princess  Aleth^,  to  account  for  the  enthusiastic 
and  at  the  same  time  reverential  applause  with  which  this  song  was 
welcomed,  both  within  and  without  the  banquet-hall.  The  old  man 
Taised  to  his  lips  the  hand  which  the  princess  placed  reverently  in  his  as 
she  lefl  the  banquet,  attended  by  her  female  train,  and  would  have  pro- 
bably fallen  to  the  ground — for  poets  are  excitable  beings,  and  too  much 
joy  or  too  much  sorrow  are  equally  likely  to  upset  them — had  he  not 
been  supported  by  Arnold  of  the  Brocken. 

"  Look,  look !"  cried  one  of  the  disappointed  minstrels  to  his  comrades  ; 
**  did  you  ever  see  such  a  marvel — the  rising  and  the  setting  sim  in  the 
same  neaven?** 

The  poor  poetaster  knew  not  that  genius  can  best  appreciate  genius — 
that  envy  belongs  to  those  who  are  doubtful,  not  to  those  who  are  certain 
of  their  position — that  the  true  poet  welcomes  a  kindred  soul  with  more 
than  a  brother's  love — and  that  to  reverence  all  that  is  deserving  of 
reverence,  to  love  all  that  is  deserving  of  love,  and  to  admire  all  that  is 
worthy  of  admiration,  is  one  of  the  inseparable  tokens,  the  unalienable 
privileges  of  the  true-bom  sons  of  song. 
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A     BIOGBAPHT. 

Chapter  VIII. 

We  left  Bologna  for  Milan.  As  I  followed  CEthra  into  the  carriage, 
she  said,  ^*  I  expected  my  sister  Theonoe  to  join  me  here,  and  to  accom- 
pany me  on  my  journey,  for  we  have  some  family  affairs  to  arrange  with 
the  Marchioness  of  Ferrini,  who  is  at  present  in  Lomhardy." 

Ere  we  had  proceeded  far,  my  fair  companion  threw  off  aU  restraint^ 
and  talked  to  me  with  a  familianty  exceeding  that  of  a  sister. 

*'  I  have  now  been  married  some  years,**  said  she,  *'  and  have  had 
cause  to  lament  that  I  should  have  been  so  much  misled  by  passion  as  I 
was,  at  an  age  when  love  is  but  a  childish  impulse." 

She  sighed  as  she  spoke,  and  looked  at  me  with  melting  eyes. 

"  You  surprise  me,"  replied  I;  "  when  I  saw  you  first  at  Siena,  you 
were  a  child  no  longer,  but  in  the  beauty  of  early  youth,  and  then,  if  my 
recollection  does  not  fail  me,  you,  for  the  first  tmie,  saw  the  Count  o£ 
Marsino." 

**  You  are  right,"  said  (Ethra,  "  but  I  loved  long  before  then;  indeed," 
she  playfully  added,  "  my  life,  firom  infancy  to  the  present  hour,  has 
been  one  scene  of  love." 

'*  Fray  narrate  its  incidents  to  me,"  replied  I;  ''so  charmin&f  a  historVy 
from  such  rosy  lips,  will  wonderfully  relieve  oiur  journey ;  and  above  all, 
begin  by  telling  me  whether  I  have  any  part  in  tnat  continuous  scene." 

''  I  doubt  not  you  have  broken  many  a  woman's  heart,"  she  rejoined^ 

One  pang  shot  through  my  conscience  at  these  words,  a  pang  such  as 
might  have  been  caused  at  that  moment  by  a  glance  from  Giuditta's 
eyes ;  but  it  was  rendered  momentar}'  by  the  caressing  looks  and  move- 
ments of  CEthra,  which,  resembling  the  manner  of  Giuditta,  seemed, 
with  a  sort  of  magic,  to  heal  all  wounds  hitherto  inflicted,  whether  by 
love  or  hatred. 

"  Of  one  thing  I  am  sure,"  remarked  I;  "it  has  never  been  your  lot 
to  love  and  yet  remain  unloved." 

"  Deem  you  so,"  answered  the  countess,  thoughtfully ;  "  at  all  events, 
I  am  not  disappointed ;  my  mind  has  long  been  reconciled  to  what  has 
happened." 

"  Disappointed!"  exclaimed  I,  with  gallantry  and  feigned  surprise. 

"  When  a  man  marries  young,"  answered  she,  "  he  grows  indifferent 
to  the  beauty  and  virtue  of  a  woman." 

"  Indeed!"  exclaimed  I,  with  renewed  astonishment;  "  can  such  be 
possible  ?'*  But  as  I  spoke  I  felt  convinced  that  it  was  true,  and  expe- 
rienced pity  for  the  man  who,  by  an  untoward  fate,  should  have  been 
reduced  to  a  like  indifference.  The  idea,  however,  did  not  long  operate 
on  my  mind ;  I  felt  more  inclined  to  listen  to  my  fair  cousin  than  to 
muse. 

"  When  I  was  but  fifteen  years  old  my  mother  died,"  pursued  the  Bbut 
one;  "  from  my  childhood  to  that  time  I  had  been  the  betrothed  of  a  cava- 
lier named  D'Orsolo,  and  so  precocious  was  my  nature,  I  passed  the 
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whole  of  this  period  of  my  life  in  a  fever  of  love.  Every  word  he  ad- 
dressed to  me  burned  in  my  ears,  his  sentiments  impressed  me  with  an 
exalted  notion  of  his  wisdom,  his  deportment  spoke  eloquently  to  my 
heart  of  his  manly  character.  He  was  some  years  my  elder,  and  my 
inexperience  led  me  to  regard  the  self-confident  manner  which  he  had 
acquired  during  his  varied  intercourse  with  the  world  as  betokening  a 
superior  mind.  He  had  already  mingled  in  all  the  pleasures  of  life, 
which  gave  him  ease  and  grace;  while  I,  whose  joys  had  been  imaginarY> 
betrayed  the  ardour  of  youth  in  all  my  proceedings.  Seeing  how  fondly 
I  loved  him,  and  not  willing  to  wed  me  at  my  tender  age,  he  did  not 
icruple  to  absent  himself  for  months  together,  and  leave  me  surrounded 
with  other  admirers.  I  had  no  one  to  guide  me;  my  father  allowed  his 
daughters  to  please  themselves,  while  he  passed  his  days  among  his 
Cirms,  and  his  evenings  in  his  study.  It  is  now  more  than  seven  years 
since  I  saw  you  at  the  villa  of  Ferrini :  the  marchioness  was  as  a  mother 
to  us,  but  her  health  was  feeble,  and  she  was  unable  to  watch  over  our 
education.  Well,  the  Count  of  Marsino  made  his  appearance  at  Siena, 
and  paid  me  all  the  attentions  of  a  lover.  My  father,  on  hearing  what  was 
going  on,  wrote  to  the  Cavalier  D*Orsolo,  to  warn  him  of  the  risk  he  ran 
of  losing  me,  and  urging  him  to  appear  and  secure  me  as  his  bride,  lest 
the  solicitations  of  anodier  suitor  should  divert  my  affections  from  him. 
I  was  with  my  father  in  his  closet  while  he  wrote  this  letter ;  he  showed 
it  me.  Abashed  at  its  contents,  and  too  young  to  form  a  judgment  for 
myself,  I  gave  a  laughing  assent  to  its  dismissaL  D'Orsolo  came  not, 
bat,  as  if  desirous  to  convince  the  world  that  I  could  accept  no  other  than 
himself*  wrote  a  mild  reply,  expressive  of  deep  affection,  and  declining  to 
complete  our  union  at  my  early  age.  My  father  put  the  answer  into  my 
hands,  and  lef^  me  alone  among  his  papers.  I  sat  down,  provoked  at  the 
coolness  of  my  lover,  and,  determined  to  make  him  sensible  of  my  anger, 
I  addressed  him  with  a  profusion  of  reproaches,  and  then,  amid  streams 
of  tears,  the  blots  caused  by  which  I  failed  not  to  explain,  discarded  him 
&r  ever.  He  saw  his  folly,  and  came,  using  every  endeavour  to  turn  me 
from  my  course;  at  first  by  mild  persuasion,  and  next  by  passionate 
appeals.  I  should  have  yielded  had  not  the  Count  of  Marsino  entered 
the  house  at  the  moment :  rushing  into  the  apartment,  he  fell  on  his 
knees,  and  implored  me  to  listen  to  him  alone.  My  situation  was  dread- 
ful :  in  the  greatest  agony,  I  besought  both  to  leave  me.  D'OrsoIo  stood 
unmoved,  but  pale  and  sad.  Marsino  manifested  the  deepest  anguish,  and 
shed  tears  while  he  deplored  aloud  my  irresolution.  My  heart  was  with 
D'OrsoIo ;  I  secretly  wished  that  he  would  draw  his  sword  on  his  rival, 
for,  after  all  that  had  transpired,  I  stood  in  need  of  proof  that  his  affection 
was  unaltered.  He  was  too  rational  to  commit  his  cause  to  violence ;  he 
gave  no  challenge  ;  and  seeing  that  I  wavered  between  him  and  a  rival, 
took  leave  of  me,  never  to  return.  At  first  I  was  much  hurt  at  this 
b^aviour ;  but  ere  long  Marsino  had  completely  gained  my  heart,  and 
from  that  time  I  could  not  bear  him  from  my  sight.  The  loss  of  one 
lover,  instead  of  causing  me  grief,  made  me  only  fonder  of  the  other.*' 

By  the  time  that  (Ethra  had  advanced  thus  far  in  her  narrative,  we 
found  ourselves  at  Parma,  where  the  driver  stopped  for  fresh  horses.  We 
were  about  to  proceed,  when  an  aged  priest,  who  stood  at  the  door  of  a 
church  close  at  hand,  warned  us  to  seek  immediate  shelter,  while  he 
pmnted  his  tremulous  finger  above.     He  told  us  that  a  hurricane  was  at 
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hand  ;  such  a  one  as  he  had  twice  witnessed  during  the  ninety  years  he 
had  lived.  He  did  not  wait  to  observe  the  influence  of  his  advice  over  cor 
movements,  but  tottered  into  the  church ;  the  office  of  old  age  being  to 
advise,  and  not  to  watch. 

We  resolved  to  go  on ;  for,  although  the  day  was  more  sultry  than 
usual,  we  saw  no  threatenings  of  change ;  but  we  had  not  long  passed 
the  gates  when  it  became  as  dark  as  nigl^t  Alarmed  at  the  sudden 
gloom,  we  entered  a  podere  on  the  roadside,  and  sought  refuge.  The 
worthy  inmates  of  the  house  conducted  us  to  their  best  room,  and  sent 
men  to  take  charge  of  our  horses.  All  was  breathless  haste.  Thunder 
and  lightning  commenced  in  the  ordinary  manner ;  but  the  reports  and 
flashes  increased  rapidly,  until  at  last  there  was  scarcely  a  perceptible  in- 
terval  between  them,  the  heavens  becoming  one  illuminated  mass.  This 
awful  phenomena  lasted  two  hours,  when  suddenly  the  wind  rushed  down 
from  tne  Alpine  and  Apennine  ranges,  prostrating  everything  that  lay  in 
its  course.  In  the  fields,  sheep  and  cattle  were  flung  down  and  held  flal 
upon  their  sides  by  the  floods  of  this  air-ocean,  while  peasants  clung  to 
bending  trees  to  escape  being  hurried  away.  Waggons  lay  scattered  along 
the  public  way,  and  the  trees  on  the  roadside  were  prostrated.  When  tbs 
storm  had  raged  in  this  manner  for  about  half  an  hour,  the  same  calm  as 
had  preceded  the  hurricane  was  restored. 

(Ethra  seemed  much  alarmed.  When  the  thunder  began  to  bellow,  she 
clasped  her  hands  together,  and  paced  the  apartment;  when  the  lightning 
flashed,  she  started.  I  placed  her  on  a  couch  in  the  comer  of  the  room, 
and  stood  over  her  trembling  frame.  Then,  at  every  peal  and  flash,  she 
threw  herself  into  my  arms,  and  pathetically  implored  my  forgiveness.  I 
held  her  soft  warm  hand ;  and  she  pressed  mine  continually,  in  token  of 
her  terror.  So  passed  the  time  until  the  storm  was  over,  when  she  was 
unwilling  to  believe  that  there  was  no  further  danger.  I  ordered  the 
carriages,  and  we  recommenced  our  journey,  but  it  was  impossible  to  ad- 
vance, for  the  road  was  covered  with  trees  which  the  storm  had  uprooted 
and  scattered  round.  We  then  decided  on  returning  to  Parma  for  the 
night.  The  countess  sat  close  at  my  side.  I  felt  her  limbs  tremblings, 
and  passed  my  arm  round  her,  encouraging  her  with  a  gentle  pressure, 
and  exhorting  her  not  to  fear.  She  softly  extricated  herself,  and  with  a 
sweet  smile  assured  me  that  she  was  better. 

The  day  was  far  advanced  when  we  arrived  at  our  hotel.  Dinner  was 
served,  and  we  sat  down  to  the  repast.  I  inquired  respecting  the  amuse- 
ments of  Parma,  and  was  told  that  the  performance  of  a  new  drama  was 
in  contemplation,  and  that  hundreds  were  expected  to  be  present.  Time 
seemed  to  weigh  heavily  on  my  heart,  in  spite  of  the  fascinating  ways  of 
the  countess,  and  alas  !  of  her  too  seductive  arts.  I  saUied  forth  in  dis- 
gust, and  perambulated  the  streets  amidst  reflections  which  invited  me- 
lancholy to  preside  over  the  counsels  of  reason.  I  thought  of  my  frivolity 
in  sacrificing  my  soul  to  a  woman  whom  I  could  never  love ;  and  she  the 
sister  of  Giuditta;  nor  was  it  long  ere  I  abhorred  my  want  of  principle  in 
having  submitted  to  her  allurements. 

I  passed  before  a  church ;  I  looked  up  at  an  obscure  lamp  which  glim- 
mered over  the  doors.  The  miserable  beams  flickered  across  an  inscrip- 
tion, the  letters  of  which  seemed  worn  out  by  age ;  but  it  was  legible  to 
the  sinner *s  eye,  for  it  offered  him  plenary  indulgence.  It  was  the 
church  where  I  had  seen  the  priest  who  warned  me  not  to  proceed  beyond 
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the  citj.  I  read  the  *^  Indulgenza  pleDaria"  with  a  heating  heart;  the 
words  were  well  known  to  me ;  they  were  inscribed  on  every  temple  in  the 
land;  bat  I  had  not  observed  them  in  latter  years,  and  when  I  saw  them 
last,  I  little  needed,  and  cared  less,  for  pardon.  Years  of  suffering  had  now 
softened  my  heart,  and  the  spirit  which  once  held  religious  comfort  in 
contempt  was  broken  down,  and  needed  rest  I  entered  the  church,  not 
with  a  saving  faith  in  human  forgiveness,  but  because  indulgence  there  was 
offered.  It  was  better  to  accept  it  than  to  nourish  defiance ;  there  it  was, 
and  there  it  had  been  vended  for  ages.  The  day  still  lingered  outside, 
but  twilight  had  entered  the  holy  edifice.  I  advanced  towards  the  altar, 
and  was  met  by  the  priest  who  had  addressed  me  on  that  morning.  He 
did  not  recognise  me,  but  demanded  my  object  in  thus  entering  his  sanc- 
toarj.  I  gave  him  a  purse  of  gold,  and  said  that  I  was  a  stranger ;  that 
I  came  to  confess  my  crimes,  and  seek  forgiveness ;  on  hearing  which  he 
led  me  aside,  and  perambulated  the  vast  and  dismal  structure  with  me  in 
conversation.  I  told  him  the  history  of  my  life,  dwelt  especially  on  my 
alfimnoe  with  Melissa;  on  Giuditta's  sufferings  for  my  sake;  on  the  events 
of  Ora»o*8  death;  and,  finally,  I  made  allusion  to  (Ethra,  and  revealed 
alL  He  gave  me  back  my  purse,  and  led  me  to  the  confessional.  There, 
when  I  had  answered  many  questions,  he  assured  me  of  a  full  pardon,  in 
consideration  of  my  sad  but  artless  statements :  such  sincere  outpourings 
of  coDscieQce  the  church  approved.  The  reverend  old  man  commanded 
me  to  kneel  before  the  altar;  and  having  obeyed  him,  he  stood  over  me, 
and  in  a  firm,  harmonious,  and  solemn  voice,  said : 

"  May  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  have  mercy  upon  thee,  and  absolve  thee 
bj  the  merits  of  His  most  holy  passion. 

''  And  I,  by  His  authority,  that  of  His  blessed  apostles  Peter  and  Paul, 
and  the  most  holy  Pope,  g^nted  and  permitted  to  me  in  these  parts,  do 
absolve  thee. 

*^  First,  from  all  ecclesiastical  censures,  in  whatever  manner  they  have 
been  incurred ;  then  from  all  thy  sins,  transgressions,  and  excesses,  how 
CDormous  soever  they  may  be ;  and  even  from  such  as  are  reserved  for 
the  cognizance  of  the  holy  see,  and  as  far  as  the  keys  of  the  holy  church 
extend. 

**  I  remit  to  you  all  punishment  which  you  deserve  in  pureatory  on 
their  account,  and  I  restore  you  to  the  holy  sacraments  of  the  cnurch,  to 
tbe  unity  of  the  faithful,  and  to  that  innocence  and  purity  which  you 
poseeased  at  baptism;  so  that  when  you  die,  the  gates  of  punishment  shall 
be  shnt,  and  the  gates  of  the  paradise  of  delights  shall  be  opened;  and  if 
you  shall  not  die  at  present,  this  grace  shidl  remain  in  full  force  when 
yoQ  are  at  the  point  of  death. 

'^  In  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.'' 

Chapter  IX. 

The  imposing  form  of  absolution  affected  me  powerfully:  if  I  had 
doubted  its  efficacy  beforehand,  it  was  because  the  lieht  of  experience 
bid  not  reached  my  spirit  The  act  of  confession  dissipated  the  gloom 
which  had  surrounded  me;  the  rembsion  of  my  sins  by  tbe  holy  and 

C'onless  old  man  gave  elasticity  to  my  conscience,  and  peace  to  my 
L     If  we  offend  a  beloved  mother,  we  become  unhappy;  when  we 
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are  again  reconciled  to  herj  and  receive  her  pardon,  with  what  joy  do 
we  go  forth  into  the  world !  I  felt  as  if  I  were  forgiven ;  and  as  1  re- 
traced my  steps  through  the  silent  street  my  mind  teemed  with  reso- 
lutions to  amend  my  ways.  Having  regained  my  inn,  in  which  I  in- 
tended to  pass  my  evening  in  solitude,  a  servant  accosted  me,  with  a 
message  from  the  Countess  of  Marsino,  stating  that  she  had  proceeded 
to  the  theatre,  where  she  should  expect  me  to  join  her.  The  hours  I 
had  spent  in  penitence  had  ran  rapidly  hy ;  evening  was  far  advanced ; 
I  haa  probably  oifended  (Ethra  by  my  delay — ought  I  to  increase  her- 
annoyance  by  further  absence?  Without  reflecting  more,  I  went  to  the- 
theatre,  and,  as  a  substitute  for  better  feelings,  thought  that  I  might 
preserve  my  mind  as  pure  in  the  presence  of  the  world  as  in  the  solitude^ 
of  my  chamber.  To  my  surprise,  the  drama  was  my  own — the  first  I 
had  written ;  applause  greeted  my  ears  as,  unknown  to  all  present,  I  took 
my  place  at  CBthra's  side. 

It  was  a  classical  drama;  the  actors  were  like  colossal  forms  of  marble^ 
and  spoke  in  the  sculpture- breathing  verse  of  passion.  By  degrees  the- 
sentiment  rose,  the  tone  of  expression  was  more  elevated,  and  the  emotion 
of  the  spectators  was  vivid.  At  length  the  terror  of  the  piece  attained^ 
it6  highest  pitch ;  the  souls  of  the  actors  seemed  to  burst  forth  in  naked> 
strength,  and  to  hurl  themselves,  with  all  their  living  force,  into  the 
midst  of  the  assembly.  All  sat  petrified,  as  if  the  bolt  of  the  Thunderer 
had  fallen  terribly  but  harmlessly  among  the  crowd;  nor  was  a  sound 
heard  until  the  curtain  had  closed,  when  the  applause  began.  As  if  the 
sense  of  poetic  beauty  were  pleasing  to  witness,  but  painful  to  bear  in 
recollection,  the  audience,  which  had  been  so  attentive,  reverted  into  sl 
mob,  and  shouted  out  their  remaining  emotions  of  delight. 

I  walked  out  by  the  side  of  the  Countess  of  Marsino,  and  shortly 
afterwards  handed  her  into  her  carriage ;  but  while  performing  this  act 
of  courtesy,  I  was  startled  by  the  fixed  glance  of  Thanatos ;  he  faced 
me,  and  made  a  sign  to  me  to  stay  behind,  which  I  disregarded,  and 
followed  the  countess  into  her  carriage.  The  appearance  of  my  late- 
secretary  at  the  doors  of  the  theatre,  so  unexpected,  and  the  interview  so 
brief,  had  somewhat  of  the  terrors  of  a  supernatural  vision,  and  when  I 
alighted  my  equanimity  had  not  returned.  On  the  steps  of  the  inn 
stood  the  fiend,  with  as  much  coolness  as  if  he  had  not  moved  himself^ 
but  by  some  black  art  had  either  metamorphosed  the  theatre  into  the 
hotel,  or  ridden  upon  the  one,  through  mid-space,  to  settle  on  the  site 
of  the  other.  I  assisted  (Ethra  from  the  carriage,  and  leaving  her  to 
enter  the  house,  stood  face  to  face  again  with  Thanatos. 

"  How  have  you  liked  the  tragedy  which  I  prepared  for  you  and  youp* 
new  mistress,  at  Parma?"  asked  Thanatos. 

In  reply  to  this  insolent  address  I  drew  a  dagger,  and  holding  it 
against  nis  neck,  commanded  the  intruder  to  leave  me.  My  arm  was 
no  sooner  raised,  however,  than  it  was  held  fast  behind,  by  the  grasp  of 
some  powerful  hand. 

Thanatos  laughed,  and,  with  furious  gesture,  exclaimed :  "  Thou  wert 
too  strong  for  me  at  home,  but  here  will  I  deliver  thee  up  into  the  power 
of  the  church ;  thy  deeds  shall  meet  their  due  punishment.  Had  not  the 
hurricane  placed  thee  in  my  hands,  I  had  carefully  arranged  that  thou 
shouldst  pass  the  night  in  the  dungeons  of  Parma.  To  complete  my 
schemei  I  caused  the  drama  to  be  performed  which  thou  hast  this  niglit. 
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Witnessed  with  such  exultation.     Thy  pride  has  reached  its  highest  limit, 
aow  comes  thy  deg^radation." 

He  ceased,  and  pointed  to  some  officials  of  the  Inquisition  who  stood 
near,  and  I  was  deliyered  into  their  custody. 

The  dignity  of  my  mind  maintained  me  in  mournful  silence  until  I 
reached  the  scene  of  my  fresh  confinement,  which  consisted  of  a  vast  and 
gloomy  chamher.  There  I  was  left  in  utter  and  intolerable  darkness, 
and  this  time  my  passion  exploded  in  one  of  those  terrible  convulsions 
which  ever  preceded  some  dire  act;  or  worse,  the  wandering  of  my 
reason,  firom  its  own  to  some  distant  sphere.  I  flun^  myself  on  the 
ground,  and  cursed  those  fates  which  had  pronounced  wat  life  should  he 
mstead  of  death;  that  a  universe  should  exist,  and  not  a  void;  and,  above 
«I1,  that  a  divinity  instead  of  silence  should  prevail 

'*  Thou  Power !"  exclaimed  I,  *'  who  hadst  the  satis&ction  to  discover 
that  thou  alone  didst  occupy  the  regions  of  space ;  that  the  exercise  of 
Ay  essence  was  creative ;  that  thy  conceptions  were  not  more  perfect 
tiuin  the  works  which  they  preceded  ;  I  acknowledge  the  wisdom  of  thy 
nature,  and  the  eternal  success  of  things.  Thou  canst  not  see,  like  man, 
through  only  a  narrow  way ;  thou  canst  not  judge  according  to  deceitful 
circumstance,  but  art  in  possession  of  the  secret  why  things  should  be. 
What,  though  the  angels  have  aspired  to  be  thy  eouals;  what,  though 
ambitious  man  disregards  thy  law,  and  strufi^gles  witn  the  fisdlen  ones  in 
a  hopeless  cause;  can  thy  monarchy  be  subverted,  or  a  commonwealth 
of  souls  conduct  the  government  of  nature?  Thou  art  CTeat  alone,  and 
the  good  only  are  truth-bearers  around  thy  seat.  In  the  fulfilment  of 
my  mission  again  cast  into  prison, — in  my  task  of  elaborating  thought, 
and  of  enlarging  the  boundaries  of  the  soul,  enslaved,  through  the 
wickedness  of  the  ungrateful, — how  am  I  to  bear  up  against  this  firesh 
trial,  to  pass  through  this  new  ordeal?  If  in  times  of  old  thou  didst 
lead  forth  thy  chosen  to  battle  against  the  heathen,  I  implore  thee  now 
to  deUver  me  from  the  power  of  man." 

Almost  before  I  had  done  speaking,  the  chamber  in  which  I  was  shut 
op  appeared  in  flames.  The  blaze  rushed  along  the  floor,  clothed  the 
i^lls  and  ceiling,  then  descended  on  a  long  table,  and  was  stationary. 
In  my  first  impulse  I  reverted  to  the  words  which  I  had  uttered,  but,  ere 
I  had  time  to  reflect  upon  my  speech,  I  saw  three  solemn  figures  in 
black  seated  at  the  table.  Writing  materials  were  at  their  command,  and 
they  attempted  to  grasp  the  pens  and  inscribe  evidence  on  the  parch- 
ments which  were  before  them.  But,  to  my  horror,  when  they  essayed 
to  lift  their  hands,  the  flesh  fell  off  them  like  gloves,  and  exposed  the 
bones  of  the  skeleton.  They  readjusted  their  skinny  gauntlets,  and 
opened  their  mouths  for  speech;  but  the  lips  fell  from  the  naked  jaws, 
UKe  the  loosened  visor  of  a  helmet. 

At  the  head  of  the  table  there  was  a  vacant  throne,  and  while  gazing 
tt  it,  and  wondering  for  what  purpose  it  was  there,  my  glance  was 
&scinated  by  a  countenance  which  gradually  broke  upon  my  view.  The 
terrible  eyes  first  evolved,  and  the  other  features  in  due  order.  When 
able  to  shif^  my  gaze,  I  looked  down,  and  saw  the  throne  filled  by  a 
hang  appalling  to  witness.  His  eyes  were  like  orbs  of  fire,  which  were 
£mmed  oy  gazing  with  impious  steadfastness  on  the  Divine  majesty ;  his 
brow  was  wrinkled,  like  the  sides  of  a  volcano,  by  memorable  eruptions 
of  the  burning  lava  of  passion,  and  looked  like  the  rock  which  revolutions 
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had  diangedy  only  to  confirm  its  power  to  endure.  His  stature  seemed 
calculated  to  contend  for  ages  against  Heaven,  and  was  a  dominioii  in 
itself. 

He  prepared  to  address  me,  and  I  expected  to  be  stunned  by  a  sound 
loud  as  thunder ;  but  bis  voice  was  sweet,  and  the  expression  of  his  face 
like  that  of  nature  at  noonday,  amid  scenes  of  sublime  desolation. 

''  Thou,"  said  the  malignant  power,  *^  art  cited  to  answer  for  tliy 
doings  before  this  tribunal,  which  is  appointed  in  these  parts  by  the 
church  below,  to  call  the  virtuous  to  account  for  their  superabundant 
works  of  good.  As  inquisitors  of  that  diurch,  in  which  there  la  no 
dissent,  its  members  working  together  UBsnimously  for  evil,  we  desire 
thee,  as  thon  art  a  tme  sinner,  to  confess  thy  late  neresy,  and  tell  in  of 
what  thou  art  accused.  I^)eak,  and  accuse  thyself,  or  prepare  for  a 
fiery  ordeal  more  terrible  than  thou  hast  yet  had  to  undergo." 

1  knew  to  what  heresy  the  arch-fiend  referred — ^it  was  the  absolution 
— and  supposing  myself  at  his  mercy,  at  the  same  time  feeling  that  my 
sins  had  brought  me  to  this  pass,  I  prepared  to  obey  the  infmial  order, 
and,  summoning  presence  of  mind,  I  replied: 

'^Thou  knowest  all  things;  I  confess  and  repent  of  all.*'  I  spoke, 
however,  with  mental  reservation,  at  which  the  inquisitors  laughed  with 
such  violence  that  their  grisly  scalps  were  displaced  from  their  skulls. 

'^  Dost  thou  not  require  plenary  indulgence  of  us  ?"  asked  the  presi- 
dent  of  the  horrid  council. 

^*  I  do,"  repUed  I,  with  a  firm  voice,  still  reserving  the  n^^tive  within 
my  mind,  in  spite  of  what  had  just  occurred. 

As  I  spoke,  the  scene  changed  to  a  chapel,  the  preffldent  of  the  Inquisi- 
tion was  converted  into  a  high  pontiff,  and  his  companions  were  trans- 
formed into  priests.  Mass  was  going  on  in  solemn  mockery  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  and  a  parody  of  the  form  of  indulgence  was  repeated 
at  the  end  of  the  service.  I  was  somewhat  awed,  but  ere  long  the  blas- 
phemy thus  uttered  by  malignant  powers  against  the  Pope  roused  my 
senses  from  their  sleep,  and  I  dreamt  of  resistance.  No  sooner  did  the 
thought  occur  than  it  set  my  feelings  in  a  blaze — a  yet  greater  fire  seemed 
to  bum  within  me  than  had  previously  filled  the  apartment.  It  was  the 
fire  of  hell,  the  weapon  of  the  arch-fiend ;  I  resolved  to  turn  it  against 
himself.  I  rose  suddenly  to  my  feet,  and  cried  aloud,  "  O  devil !  whence 
this  audacity,  that  thou  shouldst  venture  to  intermeddle  in  religious 
affairs  ?  If  thou  wouldst  establish  a  creed  on  earth,  select  thy  own  pro- 
phets, inspire  them  with  thy  will,  through  them  make  manifest  to  us  thy 
power  to  dispose  of  where  thou  didst  not  establish,  to  destroy  where  thou 
didst  not  create,  to  render  miserable  where  thou  didst  not  make  happy. 
In  the  name  of  ray  Master,  I  thus  compel  thee  to  evacuate  this  citadel  of 
the  faithful!"  Trembling  with  terror  I  rushed  at  the  fiend,  but  was 
arrested  by  an  arm  behind.  The  means,  however,  were  sufficient  to  de- 
termine the  event ;  for  the  council  dissolved  itself  into  air,  and  the  fiend 
himself  vanished  as  gradually  as  he  had  appeared,  his  fearful  eyes  being 
the  last  objects  which  receded  from  my  visioo. 

The  arm  which  had  arrested  me  still  held  possession  of  my  person,  and 
the  room  was  still  lighted.  I  turned  round  and  saw  a  man  at  my  side 
bearing  a  lamp  ;  he  said  that  the  inquisitors  awaited  me  in  the  adjoining 
chamber.  I  regarded  him  with  a  wild  stare,  and  his  features  brought  to 
my  remembrance  that  a  moment  before  I  had  seen  him  enter.    The  Hght 
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which  he  bore,  his  death-like  features,  and  his  black  habiliments,  had 
hurried  my  mind  ofif  into  the  frightful  vision  which  had  agitated  me,  and 
which,  at  that  time,  I  thought  real. 

I  allowed  myself  to  be  led  quietly  to  my  trial,  for  no  emotion  of  fear 
as  to  the  result  possessed  me.  I  was  supported  by  a  firm  hope,  and  a 
confidence  which  never  loog  forsook  me  when  in  danger.  I  found  my 
judges  seated  at  a  table,  with  soleom  brows,  one  unbending  purpose  in- 
scribed on  their  united  aspect.  There  sat  the  aged  priest  who  bad  that 
day  granted  me  absolution,  and  three  laymen  were  assembled  with  him. 
His  face  wore  a  kind  expression,  but  this  was  the  feature  of  age,  and  not 
of  nature;  the  wreck  of  sternness  survivine  the  extinction  of  human 
passion,  though,  on  the  olden  site,  religious  tnought  had  established  the 
«okl  dominion  of  pity.  It  was  a  monument  which  commemorated  the 
power  of  reason ;  which  announced  the  final  triumph  of  that  severe 
ficulty  in  its  attempts  to  attain  to  the  moral  end  of  being.  It  was  an 
ezjK^ession  which  knew  not  sympathy  with  man's  tears ;  it  was  unim- 
passioned,  enduring,  divine ! 

The  next  inquisitor  appeared  a  man  whose  nature  might  confirm  the 
piiilosopiier  in  his  belief  that  mind,  and  matter  are  one.  He  was  the 
hiid-beaded  advocate  who  serves  himself  in  others,  obedient  only  to  the 
fixrce  of  circumstaooes  and  laws.  He  held  within  him  no  divine  combina- 
'tions;  his  conduct  the  effect  of  established  facts,  as  much  as  the  revolu- 
tion of  the  earth  on  its  axis.  His  instructions  constituted  his  rule  of 
fife ;  had  the  day  of  judgment  been  at  hand,  and  man  been  permitted  to 
employ  counsel  in  his  defence  against  accusers,  this  man  would  with  equal 
mdinees  have  defended  or  opposed  the  prisoner. 

The  third  was  one  of  pallid  feature  and  loffcy  brow,  whose  powers  were 
of  that  order  which  ponders  the  universe  in  detail  only,  and  never  aims  at 
those  general  truths  which  temporarily  assuage  man's  thirst  for  know- 
ledge. Bat  their  exercise  had  been  diverted,  ere  fully  devel(^)ed,  from 
Aeir  proper  channel,  to  the  investigation  of  heresy  and  schism.  His  con- 
elusions  were  well  poised  and  conscientious,  for  a  function  thus  vile;  and 
the  tears  which  his  scrutinies  might  cause  to  flow,  and  the  agonies  his 
sentences  produced,  were  regularly  inscribed  on  his  memory  as  instances 
of  how  perverse  is  human  nature ! 

The  fourth  belonged  to  the  brutal  sort,  known  to  all  save  itself,  which 
carries  about  the  analysis  of  its  character  in  the  unaspiring  forehead,  the 
restless  eye,  and  hardened  lineaments.  There  wily  hypocrisy  lurked  in 
the  rain  search  after  concealment ;  uneasy  selfishness  indicated  by  the 
shrinking  look,  moroseness  by  the  straightened  lip.  The  sole  triumph  of 
bis  art  was  to  win  the  confidence  of  the  artful,  and  to  circumvent  the 
villain. 

These  men  had  nothing  in  common  but  their  robes  of  office,  a  bond  of 
union  which  served  to  multiply  the  terror  of  their  power.  The  moment 
I  was  conunanded  to  confess  my  offence,  and  become  my  own  accuser,  I 
bed  my  eye  on  the  priest,  and  began  to  repeat  the  history  of  my  life; 
but,  ere  1  had  proceeded  far,  he  looked  up  in  recognition,  and  told  me  that 
1  had  said  enough.  After  a  short  deliberation,  probably  on  the  subject 
of  my  indulgence,  my  pardon  was  confirmed,  and  I  was  dismissed  as 
having  been  already  exempted  by  the  church  from  all  ecclesiastical 
ceosure. 

h2 
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PARMA. 

AN  HI8T0BICAL  BOHANCE. 

Chapter  XX. 

Father  Eustace  had  been  withdrawn  for  many  months  from  An 
werp  on  business  connected  with  his  calling ;  and  nis  first  cares  on  h 
return  were  devoted  to  his  young  pupil,  for  his  mind  had  been  oppressei 
during  an  absence  of  such  unusual  length,  with  the  fear  lest  the  mfluen< 
of  her  uncle  should  have  been  too  powerfully  exerted.  He  soon  di 
covered,  however,  that  his  apprehensions  were  groundless, — that  world] 
matters  had  weighed  too  heavily  on  her  spirits  to  leave  any  room  f< 
religious  controversy.  They  were  alone,  not  only  in  the  room,  hi 
in  the  house ;  some  accident  having  called  forth  the  few  that  house  no 
contiuned.  From  earliest  childhood  Margaret  had  been  aocustome 
both  in  the  confessional  and  in  the  intimacy  of  friendship,  to  pour  ijil 
his  ear  every  thought,  every  feeling  of  her  innocent  heart.  He  hi 
been  at  times  a  severe  monitor ;  yet  she  instinctively  felt  that  he  Ion 
her  with  a  parent's  tenderness,  and  that  in  him  she  might  trust  implicit] 
with  the  confidence  of  a  child ;  and  secure  now  of  having  a  good  chan< 
of  an  uninterrupted  conference,  she  disburdened  her  bosom  with  mo] 
frankness  than  she  would  have  done  to  any  other  person.  Fresh  anzietii 
now  began  to  oppress  the  Pr6moDtre*s  bosom,  and  his  countenance  fell  t 
he  listened  to  her  recital. 

**  But,  my  cbUd,"  he  exclaimed,  in  the  midst  of  her  allocution,  '^  wl 
not  go  to  England  as  your  uncle  proposed  ?  It  seems  to  me  that  no  sail 
— no  better  plan  could  have  been  sug^ted.  It  is  good  that  a  tree  I 
transplanted  when  its  native  soil  kills  it. ' 

"  My  parents  feared  to  take  me  among  heretics." 

*^  They  are  men  and  Christians  like  ourselves,"  urged  the  monk. 

<'  Yes,  but  my  mother  dreaded  the  promise  given  to  the  Sturgeoi 
years  ago ;  in  short,  that  I  should  marry  a  Protestant" 

<<  And  if  you  should  ?  It  were  better  to  wed  a  good  man,  though  < 
different  creed,  than  a  dishonourable  one  that  loveth  not  God  after  oz 
fashion  or  another.  My  child,  the  dreadful  times  in  which  we  live  mal 
thougl^t  come  home  to  us.  I  was  tolerant  before  I  left  Antwerp,  no 
I  am  just — another  step  nearer  the  Divine  beneficence,  which  alone  ca 
distinguish  between  right  and  wrong — alone  can  judge.  It  is  an  awfi 
thing  to  see  the  innocent  and  the  just  man  perish  that  the  bad  mi 
triumph  in  his  iniquity ;  and  that  in  the  name  of  the  Giver  of  all  mere; 
It  is  horrible  1  Look  at  me,  Maigaret ;  when  I  left  this  place  my  ha 
was  yet  dark." 

He  removed  the  cowl  which  had  until  that  moment  shaded  his  bro^ 
and  exposed  to  view  the  small  rim  of  hair  which  the  tonsure  had  respectei 
and  which  a  short  time  before,  untouched  by  years,  had  yet  exhibited  tl 
rich  brown  tints  of  its  natural  colour.  It  had  become  in  this  short  spaic 
of  time,  not  grey,  but  absolutely  white ;  as  silvery  as  if  he  had  alread 
attained  the  last  limits  of  human  life. 
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''  Surely,  some  great  suffering  has  wrought  this,"  said  Margaret,  g^ing 
at  him  in  astonishment. 

"  It  is  not  what  I  have  suffered,  but  what  I  have  seen^**  said  the  priest, 
in  a  low  choked  voice.     '*  It  has  done  more — my  heart  is  broken." 

The  last  word  seemed  to  escape  from  the  very  depth  of  his  bosom,  and 
to  relieve  it. 

''Good  Grod!"  exclaimed  Margaret,  ''you  have  then  been  forced  to 
become  a  member  of  one  of  those  dreadful  committees  ?" 

"  Hush,  my  child,"  said  the  monk,  in  a  low  tone ;  "  speak  not  thus 
rashly,  you  know  not  what.     Walls  have  ears  in  this  unhappy  land !" 

"  Nay,"  said  the  young  g^rl,  whose  whole  frame  quivered  with  emotion, 
"  we  are  safe ;  we  are  alone ;  there  is  no  one  in  the  house  besides  our- 
selves.    But  it  is  dreadful — too  dreadful  to  think  of  such  things." 

"  Calm  yourself,  my  child,"  said  the  priest,  soothingly.  "  I  shall  not 
again  leave  Antwerp.  I  have  obtained  thus  much,  and  shall  now  be  ever 
at  hand  to  guide — to  advise  you." 

"Alas!  father,  why  were  you  not  here  sooner?  My  fate  is  now 
irretrievably  fixed ;  I  fear  that  of  uncle  Paul,  too ;  he  has  lef^  us,  and 
DOW,  firee  from  the  restraints  which  consideration  for  our  safety  imposed 
iqxm  him,  he  has  thrown  off  all  prudence." 

"  I  have  long  thought  it  must  come  to  this,"  said  the  priest,  moum- 
fblly;  "the  cup  is  not  yet  full.  What  more?  speak,  my  child,  I  am 
prepared." 

"  I — ^my  father — I" — blushes  dyed  the  maiden's  pale  cheek  — "  I  am 
betrothed." 

"  To  whom  ?"  asked  the  priest,  gpuvely.  "  If  your  choice  be  wise,  this 
was  advisedly  done." 

"  My  mother  chose  for  me ;  she  urged  my  father  and  myself, — ^for  we 
were  tar  from  being  inclined  to  decide  so  hastily.  But  she  was  so 
anxious,  so  unhappy  about  it." 

"  But  his  name,  my  child,  his  name  ?"  demanded  her  interrogator, 
with  more  impatience  of  manner  than  was  natural  to  him. 

"  Lo — pez  Chi — e — vo — sa,"  she  replied,  dropping  the  syllables  of 
that  name  one  by  one,  as  if  the  very  uttering  them  were  an  effoi*t,  and 
that  in  so  low  a  tone  that  the  priest  was  obliged  to  bend  forward  to  catch 
^  sounds.  As  he  listened  his  cheek  grew  even  paler  than  before,  until 
its  hue  became  similar  to  that  of  his  garment. 

"  My  poor,  poor  child,"  he  muttered,  "  is  this  definitely  settled?" 

"  You  woidd  have  found  me  a  wife  had  I  not  resistea  all  persuasions, 
and  remained  firm  in  my  resolve  to  await  your  retium.  None  but  you, 
I  said,  should  bless  my  bridals.*' 

^  Alas !  my  child,  these  bridals  must  never  take  place.  Do  you— can 
^ou  love  this  man  ?  Come,  Margaret,  try  not  to  revolve  the  matter  over 
m  your  own  mind — answer  me  spontaneously,  and  from  your  heart." 

"  I  really  cannot  tell,  fieither,'*  said  the  young  girl,  whose  cheeks,  crim- 
soned with  blushes,  contrasted  strongly  with  the  ashy  hue  of  her  com- 
panion. "  Sometimes  I  think  I  do,  sometimes  I  think  I  do  not.  Mamma 
says  she  is  certain  I  do,  and  that  all  g^rls  are  thus  uncertain  and  wavering 
in  their  affections  before  marriage." 

"  No,  Margaret,  all  girls  are  no^,"  replied  her  monitor  ;  "  it  is  not  fail 
to  practise  thus  upon  your  youth  and  innocence.  Your  age  ought  to, 
m  in  better  times  would,  have  been  an  objection  to  any  such  plans. 
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Seventeen  is  a  very  tender  age  to  contract  a  permanent  engagement ; 
but  the  anxiety  of  parents  cannot  thus  calmly  reckon  years." 

"  I  pleaded  this,"  murmured  Margaret,  <'  but  they  would  not  listen 
to  me. 

'*  You  would  not  have  thus  pleaded  if — but  proceed." 

"  Well,  he  makes  very  fine  promises  ;  he  says  he  is  more,  and  has 
more  power  than  we  are  aware  of." 

*'  That  is  true,"  said  the  priest,  in  an  impressive  tone. 

"  He  says  that  power  shall  be  exerted  to  the  uttermost  to  save  me  and 
mine  from  any  peril  that  may  ensue,  should  things  turn  out  as  badly  as 
some  people  dread ;  that  he  will  not  even  remove  us  from  our  home,  but 
make  it  a  place  of  safety  to  ourselves,  of  refuge  to  others;  should  it  be 
needed — to  uncle  Paul.  In  short,  he  offers  in  exchange  for  the  one  poor 
boon  which  he  so  much  desires,  and  has  so  long  striven  for,  safety  and 
peace  to  many." 

'*  That  is  false !"  exclaimed  the  priest,  in  the  deep,  loud  tones  of  in^g^ 
nation.  '^  That  is  false  !  he  never  will,  nay,  he  never  meant  to  do 
this." 

*'  But  you  scarcely  know  him,  father." 

^^  Better,  far  better  than  you  imagine,  or  than,  perhaps,  he  thinks  him- 
self known  by  any  one.  There  may  bo  danger  in  breaking  off  from 
him,  there  may  be  sorrow — although  I  do  not  think  so— but  you  must 
discard  him,  and  for  ever,  not  only  from  your  heart,  but  from  your 
house.  This,  my  child,  you  must  do  at  my  bidding,  and  having  the 
most  perfect  conndence  in  me,  without  requiring  any  explanation  what- 
ever." 

"  But,  father,"  timidly  replied  the  maiden. 

'^  Margaret,  you  must  become  a  woman  in  firmness  of  will,  in  decision 
of  action,  and  remain  the  child  no  longer  but  in  purity  of  thought,  and 
blind  trust  in  Providence  :  in  all  else  be  the  woman.  Your  situation  re- 
quires the  speedy  ripening  of  all  your  best  energies.  Surely  you  cannot 
hesitate  to  sacrifice  all  puerile  considerations,  nay,  even  grave  ones,  to 
tliis  one,  gravest  of  all.  I  tell  you  this  Spaniard  is  a  bad  man — 
that  his  fiair  outside  conceals  a  black  and  a  tainted  heart.  Even  as  the 
snake  boasts  gaudy  colours  wherewith  to  please  the  eye,  yet  beareth 
about  him  a  deadly  poison,  so  has  this  unhappy  youth  misused  the  rare 

fifts  that  were  given  him  for  nobler  purposes,  until  they  have  become 
angerous  to  those  who  come  in  contact  with  him.  The  graces  of  his 
person,  the  subtlety  of  his  mind,  his  acquirements  of  various  kinds- 
all,  all  have  been  oevoted  to  the  service  of  the  Evil  One  !  He  has  no 
faith,  no  country,  no  family,  no  virtue,  no  love.  Oh,  Margaret !  that  I 
should  have  been  led  into  the  sin  of  saying  so  much  evil  of  any  man, 
however  deserving  he  be  of  censure  !  ^Dut  be  warned  ;  do  not  suffer  the 
gay  colours  of  the  snake  to  blind  you  ;  suffer  not  his  honeyed  words  to 
mislead  you.  Require  no  explanations,  Margaret.  I  have,  perhaps, 
said  too  much  already  ;  but  abide  by  my  counsel.  At  all  risks  break  off 
from  him — say  you  are  too  young,  or  if  you  have  already  said  that  in 
vain,  that  you  insist  on  knowing  who  he  is — anything  in  short.*' 

"  I  might  say,  and  with  truth,"  replied  Margaret,  "  that  my  uncle 
Paul  opposes  the  match,  and  that  I  will  not  disoblige  him." 

"  No,"  said  the  priest,  quickly,  "  that  would  be  very  imprudent,  very 
wrong.     No  ;  you  must  recur  to  one  of  those  thousand  pretexts  which 
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vouiAii's  cafiriee  maj  fturnish.  Can  you  suppose  no  preference  ?  In  sdf* 
defence — tms  is  actually  a  case  of  self-defence— nsome  preyarication  may 
be  permitted,  when  no  other  means  remaiB." 

"  I  know  of  DO  one,*'  said  Margaret,  munngly ;  "  I  nefer  saw  any 
one.  I  certainly  love  uncle  Paul,  my  father,  younelf,  much  better  than 
him,  and,  in  maintaining  a  preference,  I  might  think  of  you — ^it  would 
be  DO  deeeii" 

The  pale,  melancholy  countenance  of  the  monk  was  for  a  moment  re- 
liered  W  a  faint  smile,  but  so  flitting  that  Margaret  perceived  it  not, 
abaorbed  as  was  her  whole  attention  by  the  subject  on  Ittnd. 

^  I^"  said  he,  ^  you  feel  any  embarrassment  on  that  head,  tell  your 
mother  what  has  passed  between  us — remind  her,  that,  in  years  bygone, 
she  entreated  me,  by  all  that  was  sacred,  to  watch  over  the  welfare  of  her 
child.  Tell  him,  too,  this  Spaniard,  my  fate  is  in  higher  hands — he 
cannot  harm  one  hair  of  my  head,  unless  it  be  permitted.  He  must  not, 
however,  remain  in  this  house,  nor  shall  he  ;  and  that  is  the  main  thing 
for  yon  and  yours,  my  child.     This  you  will  promise  me?" 

^^  I  do,"  said  Margaret  in  a  firm  voice,  '^  but  think  not  better  of  me  for 
it  than  I  deserve— it  is  no  sacrifice.  I  already  feel  my  mind  relieved  by 
this  resolve,  but  the  difficulties  of  putting  it  in  practice." 

^'  Shrink  not  before  them,  daughter.  Endeavour  to  persuade  your 
nrants  to  fly  while  yet  there  is  time;  I  will  speak  to  them  myseln  I 
ha?e  suffered  much  already;  but  to  see  you  in  peril — sacrificed,  periiaps, 
as  BO  many  innocent  have  been,  to  the  worst  passions  d  your  fellow- 
creatures!  I  am  an  old  man,  and  I  trust  that  may  be  spared  me;  but  if 
God  wills  it  otherwise,  I  do  not  know  if  I  shall  have  strength  to  bear  it.'* 

^  I  will  be  strong  in  endurance,  rather  than  do  aught  that  can  peril 
TOu  and  my  uncle,'*  said  Margaret,  whilst  the  priest  bestowed  on  her  his 
benediction. 

As  Father  Eustace  passed  through  the  door  of  the  house,  he  met  Chievosa 
on  the  steps. 

**  Your  blessing,  father,"  said  the  young  man,  in  tones  so  bland  that 
coDscioasness  brought  a  flush  to  the  Premontre*s  cheek,  but  he  instantly 
racovered  his  composure. 

^  You  have  it,  my  son;  may  you  and  all  sinners  see  the  error  of  your 
nitys. 

^  Your  looks  imply  that  I  should  do  so  more  than  others,  my  reverend 
fiither,"  insisted  the  young  man,  still  detaining  the  priest 

^'  All  should  equally  endeavour  to  cleanse  themselves  of  sin,*'  replied  the 
OMXik,  evasively,  and  tried  to  pass.  But  still,  the  Spaniard  interposed ; 
and  quitting  the  easy  tone  he  had  taken  for  one  of  naughty  pleasantry, 
he  said  with  affected  carelessness — 

You  have  been  shriving  my  fair  bride,  I  suppose,  good  &ther?** 
Pray  let  me  pass — I  am  in  haste,"  said  Father  Eustace,  whose  natural 
&po8ition  as  much,  perhaps,  as  his  habits,  inclined  him  to  avoid  open 
discussion. 

^  Nay,  but,*'  persisted  Chievosa,  ^'  as  you  are  to  perform  so  important 
a  pari  in " 

fie  was  here  interrupted  to  the  monk's  infinite  relief  by  the  return  of 
Carnetias  and  his  wife.  A  short  greeting  ensued;  but  the  striking  cool* 
QBSs  OQ  the  part  of  the  Van  Meerens  made  it  evident  that  Father  Eustace 
stood  no  longer  so  high  in  their  esteem  as  formMly.  So  great  a  change 
had  baen  wxoDght  in  a  £aw  months  in  the  person  of  Comelins^  thai  he 
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was  scarcely  to  be  recognised ;  the  jovial,  fat  burgber  had  given  place  to 
a  pale,  emaciated,  sour-looking  man,  whose  eyes  wandered  restlessly  from 
object  to  object.  Dread  had  turned  into  a  misanthrope  one  of  the  most 
joyous  natures  that  had  ever  existed;  and  the  monk,  much  as  he  himself 
nad  suffered  under  the  effects  of  the  times,  could  not  have  dreamed  that 
so  great  an  alteration  could  have  been  produced  in  so  short  a  time:  he 
knew  not  that  fear,  like  any  other  passion,  when  indulged  to  excess,  eats 
into  the  very  heart  and  destroys  both  mind  and  body. 

Scarcely  nad  the  monk  departed,  when  Chievosa  ascended  to  the  room 
where  Margaret  was  sitting,  and  advanced  towards  her  with  an  assurance 
of  manner,  contrasting  as  much  with  that  which  he  had  for  years  observed 
towards  her,  as  their  relative  positions  were  changed. 

^*  Well,  Margaret,  is  all  settled  with  Father  Eustace?  When  is  the 
day?" 

"  I  have  always  told  you,"  answered  Margaret,  "  that  I  would  not  be 
hurried.     I  have  not  troubled  the  good  father  on  that  head." 

^'  It  is  useless  to  tell  me  that,"  said  Chievosa,  the  expression  of  whose 
countenance  was  so  changed  that  Margaret  felt  embarrassed  as  she  gazed 
upon  it.     "  I  know  you  have ;  I  met  him  just  as  he  left  you." 

Not  being  aware  how  £eu:  the  priest  might  have  been  communicativey 
Margaret  scarcely  knew  how  to  act.  She  had  hoped  to  have  leisure  to 
combine  her  thoughts  and  form  her  determination;  this  was  denied  her, 
and,  unprepared  as  she  was,  she  felt  it  impossible  to  decide  whether  it 
were  better  to  declare  the  truth  at  once,  or  to  defer  the  explanation  until 
she  could  do  so  more  calmly  and  deliberately. 

Chievosa  perceived  her  hesitation,  and  continued  in  a  yet  more  per- 
emptory tone :  "  I  could  not  have  believed  Margaret — weak,  sdly, 
wavering,  as  I  have  ever  thought  your  sex — that  you  whom  for  years  I 
have  been  led  to  consider  as  a  friend,  who  have  lately  permitted  me  a 
dearer,  more  important  claim,  could  thus  seek  to  practise  upon  me  a  poor 
paltry  deceit!  Fie  upon  it,  Margaret;  I  had  esteemed  you  more  than 
others;  but  for  once  my  boasted  ^owledge  of  mankind  has  led  me  into 
error.  You  would,  then,  be  content,  from  the  contemptible  vanity  in- 
herent in  your  kind,  to  continue  listening  to  the  ardent  professions  of  a 
love  that  you  are  determined  in  your  secret  heart  to  baffle !"  Chievosa's 
voice  was  nused  to  a  pitch  never  before  heard  by  Margaret,  and  there 
was  a  withering  expression  on  lip  and  brow  she  baa  not  until  now  beheld. 
She  eazed  upon  him  in  mute  astonishment,  when  suddenly  he  changed 
lus  whole  air,  the  contracted  brows  relaxed,  the  scomfnl  lip  was  cuned 
no  more,  an  ardent,  passionate  expression  lit  up  his  dark  eyes,  and  his 
voice  resumed  its  musical  tones  as,  taking  her  hand,  he  said,  with  an  ap- 
pearance of  trust,  "  But  no !  This  cannot  be — I  have  wronged  you— 
you  are  silent,  Margaret, — my  anger,  my  unjust  suspicions,  have  not 
roused  you — ^you  are  still  as  true,  as  faithful,  as  you  are  lovely.  My 
Margaret  would  not  have  deceived  me;  she  will  suffer  me  still  to  regard 
her  as  my  own — my  bride." 

But  Margaret  had  heard  enough.  She  had  been  astonished  at  his 
display  of  passion,  and  her  own  nature,  far  from  giving  way  before  the 
torrent,  rose  with  an  honest  feeling  of  indignation  against  it.  She  had, 
as  we  have  seen,  merely  accepted  his  proposals  as  an  act  of  obedience 
towards  her  parents,  ana  Chievosa  had  sufficiently  understood  the  state  of 
her  feelings  and  the  peculiarities  of  her  character  never  to  have  ventured 
in  his  intercourse  witn  her  beyond  the  flowery,  Spanish-romance  style  of 
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homage  which  he  had  originally  adopted;  and  the  verses  of  favourite 
ihymes  had  heen  the  medium  through  which  he  had  conveyed  his  per- 
sonal admiration.  This  new  and  unaccustomed  language  offended  alike 
her  deficacy  and  pride. 

^*  I  have  never  deceived,  nor  will  I  deceive  any  one^'*  she  replied. 
^  You  appear  to  be  under  a  strange  mistake.  My  parents  wished  me  to 
many  you,  and  I,  unwilling  to  grieve  them  at  the  moment  when  other 
griefis  oppressed  them,  consented  to  obey.  They  promised  you  my  hand ; 
they  hade  me  give  it.  But  if  you  appeal  to  my  wishes,  my  feelings,  I 
must  at  once  own  that  they  were  never  enlisted  m  your  favoiur ;  and  you 
know  it ;  or,  if  you  are  acquaiuted  with  the  world  out  half  so  well  as  you 
pretend,  you  should  have  known  it.  This  is  now  over ;  your  violence  has 
^peaed  my  eyes.  You  will  have  the  truth  without  any  subterfuge? 
Hear  it,  then.  I  never  can,  never  will  be  your  wife!  Never  dare^ 
henceforth,  to  think  of  me  as  such !" 

Margaret  spoke  with  energy.  At  first  her  utterance  was  rapid  and 
miintelligible,  as  if  in  haste  to  say  all  that  her  anger  suggested ;  but  her 
few  last  words  were  spoken  slowly  and  deliberately,  as  if  she  were  willing 
to  impress  them  strongly  on  the  mind  of  her  auditor.  She  would  have 
ptssed  from  the  room,  but  the  Spaniard  detained  her  by  interposing  him- 
self between  her  and  the  door. 

"  No,  Margaret,"  said  he,  '*  it  was  not  your  heart  nor  your  will  that 
dictated  the  words  your  lips  have  uttered.  The  vile  insinuations  of  some 
hidden  enemy  have  misled  your  judgment  and  blinded  your  reason. 
Listen  not  to  accusations  that  the  speaker  dare  not  repeat  to  my  face.  I 
will  make  him  repent,  and  think  that  the  most  miserable  hour  of  his  life 
in  which  he  spoke  them !"  Concentrated  rage  flashed  from  his  eye,  and 
the  blood  settled  in  his  usually  clear,  olive  cheek. 

Margaret  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  when  she  spoke  it  was  with  an 
air  of  girlish  pique. 

**  Your  detractors  are,  I  am  afraid,  many ;  your  admirers  but  few.  Of 
the  latter,  be  assured  I  am  none." 

"  But  you  were  until  very  lately,"  continued  Chievosa,  with  a  bitter 
smile.  "  And  do  you  think  I  am  at  any  trouble  to  guess  whence  comes 
the  change  ?  Women  are  easily  led,  especially  by  their  father-confessors. 
Come,  Margaret,  it  is  useless  to  prevancate  with  me ;  it  were  better,  for 
your  own  sake,  to  own  the  truth  at  once.  Father  Eustace  has  poisoned 
your  mind  against  me." 

Margaret*8  open  nature  would  have  led  her  immediately  to  admit  the 
duurge,  but  she  remembered  the  hint  of  the  priest,  that  the  Spaniard 
might  seek  revenge  upon  him  who  should  come  across  his  path.  The 
manner  of  Chievosa,  so  different  from  what  she  had  ever  seen  before, 
impreesed  her  with  a  vague  feeling  of  terror ;  and,  to  remove  his  sus- 
picions, she  determined  upon  a  Jesuitical  explanation,  which,  by  telling  one 
Crt  of  the  truth  only,  might  direct  the  anger  of  her  rejected  suitor  to 
rself.  *'  For,"  thought  she,  with  the  trustfrdness  of  her  age  and  sex, 
"  me  he  never  will  seek  to  harm."  With  apparent  frankness,  therefore, 
the  relied, 

"  Tne  good  father  is  certainly,  in  some  degree,  the  cause  of  ray  present 
news,  by  opening  my  eyes  to  a  fact  on  which  I  had  not  previously 
Kflected." 

"  May  I  ask  what  that  important  fact  may  be  ?"  said  Chievosa,  with 
a  saicutio  imile^  which,  &r  from  veiling,  as  he  imagined,  his  secret  fury, 
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betrayed  its  real  Tiolence  by  the  nerfoos  qmyering'  of  his  lips.  Margaret 
regarded  him  steadily,  ana  the  sli^t  embarrassment  uadeT  which  she 
laboured  gave  way  as  she  replied, 

'^  He  made  me  aware  that  my  preference  for  you  was  not  sufficient  to 
allow  of  my  becoming  yom*  wive. ' 

'<  I  am  coiions  to  know  how  he  ej^Kxmded  that  testy"  sneered  the 
Spaniard. 

'^  Very  simply ;  he  asked  me  if  there  were  none  other  i^m  I  pre- 
ferred to  you?  I  then  told  him — named  to  him — ^in  short,  it  was  then 
he  adyised  me  not  to  giye  my  hand  without  my  heart" 

'^  So — o !"  exclaimed  her  loyer,  assuming  a  more  sinister  expression^ 
<<  I  cannot  well  imagine  who  may  be  my  success^  liyal,  unless  it  be 
Father  Eustace  himselH" 

The  uncontaminated  mind  of  the  young  girl  could  not  wholly  compre- 
hend the  meaning  of  Chieyosa.  She  thought  he  was  alluding  to  the 
impossibility  of  hor  haying  seen  any  besides  himsdf,  who  could  at  all  be 
remembered  by  her,  and,  with  a  smile,  she  replied, 

^*  We  once  receiyed  many  strangers  within  our  doors,  though  they  are 
now  so  dully  closed.  Among  these  might  there  not  haye  been  some 
tiayeUer,  whose  tales  c£  distant  lands  were  pleasant  to  the  ear  ?  I  do 
not  say  there  was,  but  there  might  have  been." 

*^£fa!  my  su^cions! — the  so-called  ArkeL  I  thought  as  much  at 
the  time;  persuaaed  myself  afterwards  I  had  been  mistsiken  ;  but  when 
did  a  burgner's  daughter  oyer  close  her  eyes  to  the  merits  of  a  noble^  be< 
they  neyer  so  slight." 

So  deep  and  uniyersal  a  blush  oyerspread  the  countenance  of  Margaret, 
and  her  eyes  sought  the  g^round  in  such  confusion,  that  Chieyosa  became 
confirmed  in  the  idea  he  had  thus  hastily  expressed. 

'*  But  this  is  child's  play,"  he  continued;  ^'  you  cannot  prefer  a  being 
once  seen  to  one  whom  you  have  treated  with  affection  and  confidence 
for  years." 

The  young  girl  perceived  that  her  lover  would  shortly  turn  from  the 
indignant  to  the  persuasive  mood,  and  as  she  was  less  prepared  to  meet 
the  latter  than  the  former,  she  quickly  interrupted  him : 

« This  painful  explanation  has  lasted  an  undue  length.  Your  own 
delicacy  will  spare  me  its  further  prolongation,  when  I  once  more  declare 
to  you  that,  be  my  motives  childish  or  not,  my  determination  is  irrevo- 
cably fixed.     I  will  never  be  your  wife." 

"  Nay,  Margaret,"  said  Cmevosa,  with  a  fresh  burst  of  anger,  ^  you 
mu$i — you  shalL  Do  you  think  that  a  girlish  caprice,  for  which  no 
rational  reason  can  be  given,  can  break  a  solemn  promise,  ratified  by 
your  parents  ?  K  you  think  so,  you  are  mistaken.  You  are  still  more 
so  if  you  think  you  can  trifie  with  impunity  with  a  man's  feelings — with 
his  honour.  I  have  announced  you  to  the  world  as  my  bride.  Reflect, 
Mai^g^aret,  how  deep  is  the  offence  you  mean  to  inflict  on  me;  it  were 
not  well — it  were  not  ttnse  to  act  thus  towards  any  man,  least  cf  aU 
towards  me.     Remember !  I  give  you  fair  warning  I" 

The  anger  of  both  parties  had  had  a  lull,  but  that  of  Chievosa  called 
forth  again  the  latent  sparks  of  Margaret's  indignation. 

'^  I  think  you  threaten  me,"  said  ^,  with  a  haughty  grace  that  might 
well  have  become  a  countess's  coronet ;  '*  spare  yourself  such  vain  ebulli- 
tions of  wrath." 

^Yain!"  exdaimed  the  Spaniacd,  whose  rage  bunt  forth  withimt 
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control,  and  made  his  bosom  heave  with  its  very  violence.  *'  And  who 
are  joa  who  brave  thus  a  Castilian  noble,  who  insult  even  more  by  your 
looks  than  by  your  words? — the  petty  heiress  of  an  old  Flemish  trader's 
inagnificant  savings !" 

''  The  Signor  Hidalgo,  who  has  condescended  to  become  my  fjAther^s 
clerk,**  answered  Margaret  with  a  cold,  contemptuous  smile,  "has,  at 
least,  given  himself  the  trouble  to  ascertain  the  extent  of  my  inheritance, 
or  I  have  strangely  mistaken  the  aim  of  hb  midnight  eavesdropping  at 
the  door  of  my  fisither's  secret  closet,  that  night  when  my  prudent  uncle 
removed  bis  paltry  savings  from  the  noble  Castilian's  eye — and  hand." 

The  sarcasm  had  scarce  escaped  her  lips  than  Margaret  wished  it 
un^ken.  She  grew  firighteued  at  the  storm  she  had  raised,  and  fixed 
her  eyes  in  astonishment  on  the  almost  livid  face  of  the  Spaniard,  as  he 
straggled  for  words  to  g^ve  his  feelings  utterance. 

^  Miserable  girl !"  he  at  last  found  breath  to  say,  '^  so  you  dare  to  spy 
my  actions^  and  interpret  them  after  the  vile  conceits  of  your  own  mind ; 
you  dare  revile  me  to  my  face,  and  call  me,  with  a  contemptuous  sneer, 
your  firther*8  Spanish  clerk!     Oh!  but  I'll  make  you  pay  dearly  for 

Ilis  excess  of  passion  forced  him  to  a  pause. 

"  Let  me  pass,"  said  Margaret,  with  a  pale  cheek  and  somewhat  sub* 
dued  accent.  '*  Let  us  not  discuss  the  matter  further.  We  both  foiget 
all  that  we  should  remember :  I,  that  you  are  the  aggrieved  party ;  you, 
that  1  am  not  an  unprotected  girl,  whom  every  passing  threat  can  inti- 
midate. I  possess  many  friends,  thank  God,  both  able  and  willing  to 
protect  me,  who  are  as  indifferent  to  your  love  as  to  your  hatred.  Do 
not  force  me,  by  any  further  aggression  on  your  part,  to  have  recourse 
to  them  for  protection,  and  thus  draw  upon  yourself  their  displeasure.*' 

"  Me !" 

He  laughed  a  loud  but  cheerless  laugh,  which  sounded  in  her  alarmed 
ear  like  that  of  a  madman. 

"  And  who  are  these  friends  who  love  me  not  ? — Father  Eustace — your 
ancle — that  dreamy  painter,  William  Kay  ? — Your  father,  perhaps. 
Trust  not  to  such  reeds  for  your  support ;  for  reeds  assuredly  youll  find 
them  all,  if  you  think  to  lean  upon  them  in  your  struggle  with  me.  Or, 
perchance,  modest  maiden,  you'll  fly  to  the  scornful,  unbearded  youth 
jou  call  Arkel,  and  solicit  his  support  ag^ainst  your  accepted  bride- 
groom?" 

"  Rather  will  I  fly  to  the  end  of  the  world — to  any  one — to  every  one, 
than  yield  to  such  a  being  as  you  have  shown  yourself  this  morning,  as  I 
have  long  had  a  secret  mysterious  dread  of  finding  you !"  As  she  spoke, 
the  grey  eye  of  Margaret  was  fixed,  with  a  look  so  like  that  of  her  uncle 
on  the  Spaniard's  countenance,  that  he  involuntarily  averted  his  own. 
"  Now,  indeed,  all  is  over  between  us  ;  we  cannot,  even,  after  such  a 
scene,  dwell  under  the  same  roof.     Think  not,  henceforth,  that  anything 

Ccan  say  or  do  will  move  me  from  my  resolution.  The  value  of  your 
eyed  words  I  now  understand;  your  dark  hints  I  care  not  for;  my 
uncle,  my  confessor,  are  not  my  only  friends;  and  had  I  none,  I  would 
still  defy  you  whilst  there  was  a  Fleming  in  the  land  to  judge  between 
you  and  me  !     Now  let  me  pass,  I  pray — I  insist" 

"No I"  exclaimed  Chievosa,  who,  by  a  strong  cflTort,  subdued  the  vio- 
lence of  his  temper  which,  in  one  moment,  had  annihilated  the  edifice  he 
had  been  so  long  and  pa^ntly  raising.     Suddenly  sinking  his  angry 


88  THE  CONFEDERATES;  0R| 

tones  to  their  usual  low  and  musical  sweetness,  and  falling  on  one  knee, 
he  continued  in  a  repentant,  and  yet  passionate  strain :  '^  Depart  not  thus 
from  me,  adorable  Margaret,  most  beautiful,  most  beloved !  Leave  me 
not  in  anger,  light  of  my  days,  star  of  my  nights!  Forgive  the  wild  out- 
breaking of  a  passion  too  strong  for  mastery — a  passion  your  innocent 
heart  can  scarcely  understand~-but  which  I  cannot,  will  not  give  up  the 
hope  that  you  may  one  day  share.  The  blow  with  which  you  threatened 
me  was  too  severe — my  reason  could  with  difficulty  withstand  it !" 

But  the  mask  had  fallen,  and  it  was  worse  than  useless  to  attempt  to 
replace  it.  So  lon^  as  his  passion  had  been  openly,  even  violently, 
expressed,  Margaret  s  own  energy  supported  her ;  she  could  bear  and 
eren  retort  a  defiance;  but  now  a  secret,  undefined  consciousness  of  the 
helplessness  of  woman,  when  opposed  to  the  power  of  man's  dissimulation, 
came  over  her  ;  and,  as  she  gazed  on  the  suppliant  youth,  and  marked  his 
graceful  attitude  and  fine  form ;  as  she  listened  to  the  words  of  exaggerated 
feeling  and  soothing  flattery,  conveyed  in  so  sweet  a  voice,  her  thoughts 
involuntarily  reverted  to  the  warning  so  lately  given  by  Father  Eustace. 
The  snake  with  its  gaudy  colours  lay  before  her — its  dark  eye  glittered 
upon  its  prey — its  hissing  was  in  her  ear.  A  chill  came  over  her  heart ; 
a  slight,  irrepressible  shudder  passed  over  her  frame;  impulse  became 
stronger  than  reason,  and,  without  uttering  a  word,  she  darted  from  the 
room  like  a  firightened  child. 

Chapter  XXI. 

Chievosa  remained,  for  an  instant  after  Margaret's  departure,  rooted 
to  the  floor;  but  surprise  gradually  gave  way  to  a  fresh  burst  of  anger. 
Even  his  fury  had  in  it  something  of  the  picturesque.  His  contracted 
brows  formed  a  straight  dark  line  beneath  his  dusky  forehead,  on  which 
arose  one  solitary  vein,  swollen  to  a  frightful  degree.  His  thin,  almost 
transparent,  nostrils  were  distended  like  those  of  the  Arab  horse.  His 
lips  quivered;  but  after  a  short  fit  of  ungovernable  rage,  that  vented  itself 
in  a  few  broken  sentences  in  an  under  tone,  and  in  an  unknown  language, 
he  muttered  audibly  the  word  "/bo/,"  in  Spanish,  and,  indulging  in  a 
low,  bitter  laugh,  hurried  from  the  house. 

For  some  time  he  hastily  strode  up  and  down  the  place  before  Our 
Lady's  Church,  without  bestowing  the  slightest  notice  on  surrounding  ob- 

i'ects.  The  tall,  elegant,  tapering  spire  of  that  beautiful  edifice  caught 
lis  eye  repeatedly,  without  his  being  apparently  conscious  of  its  vicinity. 
His  usually  active  mind  was  reduced  to  a  state  of  temporary  inertia, 
whilst  he  sought,  by  rapid  motion,  to  calm  the  agitation  wiuiin,  and  bring 
down  his  excited  spirits  to  their  ordinary  level.  But  his  attention  was 
soon  recalled  to  what  was  passing  around  him,  by  the  extraordinary  ani- 
mation that  prevailed  in  the  square. 

Groups  were  forming  here  and  there,  and  people  stood  on  the  steps  of 
their  houses  to  question  the  passers-by,  whose  numbers  augmented  every 
instant.  At  first,  however,  tne  greater  portion  of  the  crowd  seemed  half 
unconscious  of  the  motive  for  their  assembling,  and  imdecided  what  course 
to  pursue :  some  ran  up  one  street,  some  another,  then  retraced  their 
steps,  with  the  uncertainty  of  those  whose  object  is  not  fixed.  Questioning 
ana  recounting  on  all  sides ;  men  of  all  ranks  and  classes,  hurrying  to  and 
fro,  now  filled  the  place ;  and  when,  at  length,  the  whole  body,  influenced 
by  some  general  impulse,  began  to  move  forward,  Chievosa,  no  longer  an- 
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oDConcemed  spectator,  hastened  to  mingle  with  the  crowd  and  foUow 
whithersoever  it  might  lead. 

He  soon  found  himself  hemmed  in  immediately  opposite  to  the  Groote 
Grasthuys,  the  principal  inn  of  the  town,  at  whicn  s^angers  of  distinction 
generally  alighted.  That  some  of  this  kind  were  now  its  inmates,  and 
ohjects  of  public  curiosity,  became  a  matter  of  certainty  to  Chievosa, 
when  he  marked  the  sudden  halt  of  the  people  in  front  of  this  hostelry, 
and  observed  the  direction  of  all  eyes  which  were  raised  to  the  principal 
windows,  although  they  were  still  closed.  There  was,  besides,  further 
eridence  of  the  fact,  in  the  many  richly-caparisoned  horses  led  by  no  less 
well-arrayed  grooms,  as  well  as  in  the  many  cavaliers  loitering  about  in 
front  of  the  inn,  which  evidently  could  not  offer  adequate  accommodation 
to  such  numbers.  Chievosa,  upon  observing  this,  determined  to  abide 
patiently  until  such  time  as  he  should  find  an  opportunity  whereby  he 
might  satisfy  his  now  awakened  curiosity. 

He  had  not  to  remain  long  in  expectation.  The  people  by  this  time 
were  closely  wedged  together  by  thousands,  and  formea  in  the  square, 
and  the  streets  leading  to  it,  a  dark  mass  so  dense,  that  to  penetrate  it 
would  have  been  impossible.  They  became,  at  length,  so  clamorous,  that 
a  few  casements  were  thrown  open  at  the  first  floor,  and  several  gentlemen 
presented  themselves  to  view.  The  multitude  no  sooner  caught  sight  of 
the  open  windows  than  they  grew  more  loud  and  impatient,  and  it  was 
easy  to  perceive,  from  the  occasional  inclination  of  their  persons,  that  the 
cavaliers  were  reporting  what  passed  below  to  those  within  the  chamber. 
After  the  lapse  of  a  short  time,  a  personage,  more  striking  than  the 
rest,  came  forward ;  apparentiy  he  had  just  risen  from  table,  for  a  goblet 
filled  with  wine  was  in  his  hand.  In  this  individual,  Chievosa  had  no 
difficulty  in  recognising  Count  Brederode,  the  chief  of  the  confederates ; 
and  among  the  other  gentlemen  there  assembled,  many  of  the  same 
party,  a  certain  portion  only  of  which  had  adjourned  to  Antwerp,  whilst 
the  Counts  of  Cuylemberg  and  Berghen  had  proceeded  with  another 
division  to  Gueldres ;  some  had  been  left  in  Brussels,  to  watch  the  move- 
ments of  the  Duchess  of  Parma ;  in  short,  they  had  spread  all  over  the 
provinces  to  gather  new  strength,  by  making  their  association  and  its 
obiect  more  generally  known.  Chievosa  watched  with  great  interest 
this,  Brederode's  first,  visit  in  his  new  character  to  Antwerp. 

When  the  acclamations  which  greeted  his  appearance  had  somewhat 
subsided,  Brederode,  unbonneting  to  the  people,  nused  the  hand  in  which 
he  held  the  goblet,  as  if  about  to  address  them.  This  slight  movement 
commanded  general  attention ;  instantaneously  silence  reigned  throughout, 
and  Brederode  exclaimed  in  loud,  clear  tones, 

*'  Here  I  am,  gentlemen,  ready  to  devote  life  and  lands  to  deliver  you 
from  the  tyranny  of  the  Inquisition  and  the  edicts.  l£  you  are  wilung 
to  join  with  me  in  so  great  an  achievement,  take  courage ;  and  let  those 
who  sympathise  with  me,  and  chose  me  for  their  leader  in  this  common 
cause,  raise  their  hands,  and  allow  me  to  quaff  this  goblet  to  their 
healths.**  And  Brederode  held  the  cup  to  his  lips  and  drained  the 
contents. 

These  words  were  received  with  tumultuous  applause.  Nothing  could 
be  seen  for  a  few  minutes  but  hands  waving  in  air,  and  barrets  fl3an^ 
in  all  directions.  The  warm  and  general  sympathy  of  the  crowd  appeared 
by  these  demonstrations  past  all  doubt;  and  Brederode  was  obliged  to 
show  himself  again  and  again  at  the  window,  though  he  spoke  no  men* 
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His  name  was  shouted,  and  his  presence  greeted  with  an  endiusiasm  that 
passed  all  bounds — in  short,  he  was  the  idol  of  the  hour. 

Cluerosa's  keen  eye  wandered  through  the  multitude,  lighting  here  and 
there  on  some  fieunihar  face,  when  suddenly  his  attention  beeame  arrested 
by  one  of  the  dismounted  cavaliers,  whom  we  have  described  in  a  some- 
what disconsolate  predicament  before  the  inn-door.  Until  then  his 
features  and  person  had  escaped  his  notice,  as  might  well  have  been  the 
case,  seeing  that  he  did  not  appear  over  eager  to  display  either  to  the 
gaze  of  the  curious.  Scarcely  had  Chievosa  satisfied  himself  as  to  the 
identity  of  this  person,  who  was  no  other  than  our  friend  Arkel,  when 
he  espied  his  quondam  patron,  Paul  Van  Meeren,  forcing  his  way  through 
the  press,  in  the  direction  where  that  young  nobleman  stood,  as  if  anxious 
to  get  at  him.  He  watched  their  meeting — it  was  cordial  on  both  aides. 
He  expected  they  would  adjourn  to  some  shelter,  perhaps  to  Paul's  own 
lod^Dgs ;  but  he  was  mistaken.  They  stationed  themselves  within  tlie 
circle  formed  by  the  horses  and  grooms,  where  their  animated  colloquy 
could  not  be  so  easily  overheard  by  prying  curiosity.  Chievosa  could 
examine  their  proceedings  at  his  own  leisure ;  for  as  one  party  worked 
its  way  slowly  out  of  t^  crowd,  fresh  idlers  filled  its  place,  so  that  he 
run  no  risk  of  being  easily  singled  out  from  the  rest.  He  observed 
Arkel  force  his  way  into  the  house,  then  return  almost  immediately  to 
Paul,  who  quietly  awcuted  him,  accompanied  by  Lancelot  de  Brederode, 
whose  fit  of  indignation  seemed  quite  forgotten ;  for  he  was  as  kind  to 
his  yoimg  companion  as  he  was  courteous;  nay,  almost  respectful, 
towfuxls  PauL 

All  these  shades  of  manner  did  not  esci^  Chievosa.  He  saw  the 
young  son  of  Brederode  lead  the  mer^iant  and  the  cavalier  into  ihe 
hostelry  with  a  show  of  ceremonious  etiquette  very  different  from  his 
usual  orusque  and  haughty  bearing ;  nor  did  he  leave  his  post  of  obser- 
vation until  he  became  assured  by  a  glance  upwards,  at  a  happy  moment 
for  his  purpose,  that  one  and  all  of  these  personages  were  engaged  in 
animated  discourse  with  Count  Henry  of  Brederode.  The  window  of  the 
chamber  in  which  they  stood  was  suddenly  closed ;  but  Chievosa,  having 
now  ascertained  beyond  all  doubt  the  presence  of  Paul  within,  left  the 
place  as  he  best  could,  his  passing  fit  of  inquisitiveness  being  apparently 
over. 

Not  so  that  of  another  individual,  who,  for  some  time  past,  had  been 
narrowly  watching  every  turn  of  his  countenance,  unperceived  by  him, 
although  just  at  his  elbow.  This  was  no  less  a  person  than  worthy 
Master  van  Diest  himself,  who,  the  moment  he  had  heard  of  a  mob 
assembling  near  the  Groote  Gasthuys,  had  flown  thither  in  all  haste, 
shoved,  pushed,  fiiwned,  and  bullied  himself  through  the  crowd,  until  he 
had  reached  the  most  convenient  spot  whence  he  might  view  the  whole 
scene.     This  had  brought  him  under  the  lea  of  Chievosa. 

Now,  although  Van  Diest  had  always  entertained  great  suspicions  of 
the  honesty  and  rectitude  of  Chievosa's  character,  yet  it  was  rather  a 
long-cherished  and  burning  desire  to  penetrate  the  mystery  in  which  the 
whole  of  his  history  and  many  of  his  actions  were  wrapt,  than  any  par- 
ticular mistrust  of  his  designs  on  the  present  occasion,  that  made  him 
regard  the  Spaniard  as  an  object  of  greater  curiosity  and  interest  than 
even  Brederode  and  the  Gueux  themselves,  however  engrossing  they  were 
to  all  besides.  When,  ther^ore,  Lopez  Chievosa,  disengaging  himself 
with  scHne  difficulty  firom  the  press,  began  to  move  slowly  onwards.  Van 
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Diest,  well  knowing  that  he  should  not  be  heeded — ^for  he  had  enough 
agaetty  to  have  long  since  perceived  how  insignificant  he  was  in  the  eyes 
of  the  young  Spaniard — determined  on  dogging  his  footsteps. 

He  foUowedy  accordingly,  whither  the  other  unconsciously  led,  until 
he  found  himself  at  the  gate  of  the  town  leading  towards  Brussels. 
Thus  far,  Van  Diest's  self-imposed  task  had  been  easy.  Here,  however, 
die  place  was  comparatively  lonely,  and  detection  appeared  infiEdlible. 
But  Van  Diest's  natural  genius  for  prying  into  other  people's  concerns 
did  not  thus  desert  him  at  a  {inch.  If  the  road  now  became  too  open  to 
conceal  him  from  observation,  it  would,  at  the  same  time,  affoid  him 
tpaoe,  vrhea  stati<mary  beneath  the  shadow  side  of  the  gate,  to  note 
carefully  the  Spaniard's  further  movements  without  exposing  himself  to 
discovery.  There,  accordingly,  did  the  honest  burgher  ensconce  himself, 
so  that  when  Chievosa,  having  crossed  the  two  small  bridges  over  the 
feopoo,  stood  in  the  open  country,  and  looked  anxiously  around  to  ascer- 
itan  a  he  were  followed.  Van  Diest  escaped  his  feilcon  glance.  Well 
assured,  as  it  seemed,  of  his  being  beyond  the  reach  of  observation,  the 
young  Spaniard  now  moved  sw&y  forward  in  the  direction  of  a  few 
straggling  cottages,  standing  at  no  very  great  distance  in  the  campine. 
Into  one  of  these  Van  Diest  obeerved  him  to  enter.  But  here  his  spirit 
of  investigation  was  sadly  at  £ault ;  he  could  devise  no  expedient  by 
which  he  mig^t  be  enabled  to  pursue  his  discoveries  further.  He  lingered 
yet,  however,  unwilling  to  depart  without  some  more  satis£EU!toiY  condu- 
ikm,  when  he  caught  sight  of  that  which  added  not  a  little  to  his 
curiosity.  From  the  position  which  he  occupied,  he  commanded  a  view 
of  the  country  around,  more  especially  towards  the  left,  where  the  cot- 
tages were  situated.  He  now  distinguished  plunly  a  man,  in  the  garb  of 
a  common  boor,  leading  from  a  mean-loolang  shed  at  the  back  of  his 

anises  a  horse,  quietly  appointed,  but  whose  proud  air  «id  noble  form 
lyed  a  rare  and  superior  breed.  The  next  instant  a  person,  in  whom, 
despite  the  large,  dark  riding-doak  in  which  he  had  carefully  enveloped 
himself,  and  the  slouched  liat  with  which  he  had  shaded  his  features,  Van 
Diest  had  no  difficulty  in  recogni^g  Chievosa,  issued  £rom  the  cottage- 
door,  and,  casting  another  long,  inquiring  glance  around,  vaulted  into  the 
nddle  with  a  grace  and  assurance  that  showed  him  no  inexperienced  dis- 
ciple in  the  art  of  horsemanship.  Managing  the  fiery  animal  with  per- 
fect ease  and  assurance,  he  started  off  at  full  gallop  along  the  road  to 
Brussels. 

Van  Diest  had  long  lost  sight  of  the  object  of  his  solicitude,  and  was 
yet  pensively  gazing  on  the  placid  scene  around  him ;  but  it  seemed  that 
some  particular  star  ruled  Uie  day,  for  that  worthy,  now  that  there  was 
nothing  more  to  absorb  his  visual  and  mental  £eu:ulties,  perceived  that  he, 
in  turn,  was  exposed  to  the  scrutiny,  and  even  laughter,  of  the  burgher 
g;uard  who  kept  the  gate.  Van  Diest,  whose  inherent  good-humour 
never  allowed  anything  to  distress  and  annoy  him,  meditatively  retraced 
his  steps.  He  had  much  cause  for  thought,  according  to  his  own  view  of 
the  case.  Here  was  a  secret,  to  unravel  which  he  would  stake — ay,  the 
best,  the  wei^tiest  gold  chain  he  possessed,  his  gold  brooch,  and  his 
many  valuable  medals  to  boot.  Yet,  how  to  effect  this?  The  Spaniard 
was  one  of  those  men  with  whom,  he  instinctively  felt,  there  was  no 
trifling.  If  he  communicated  what  he  had  seen  to  his  neighbours,  they 
would  infallibly  warn  him  not  to  meddle  with  the  affairs  of  others,  re- 
proach him  with  having  a  prying  disposition,  and,  in  shorty  speak  things 
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to  him  which,  having  been  but  too  often  repeated,  he  had  not  the 
slightest  desire  to  hear  again :  he  resolved,  therefore,  to  keep  his  per> 
plenties  to  himselE  But  they  sadly  oppressed  him.  He  wandered,  un- 
like himself  from  street  to  street ;  his  unmeaning,  jocular  countenance 
full  of  perturbation  and  thought ;  his  goggling  eyes  fixed  on  the  pave- 
ment, and,  for  the  first  time  on  record,  passed  half-a-dozen  cronies 
without  bestowing  on  them  one  look  of  recognition,  or  one  word  of 
greeting. 

"  'Tis  passing  Strang^  **  said  one ;  '*  Van  Diest  must  stand  in  some 
religious  dilemma ;  nothing  less  could  make  him  look  so  serious.  Let^s 
pass  quickly,  lest  he  recognise  us.  Jesu  Maria!  there  is  need  in  these 
days  to  keep  all  one's  senses  about  one." 

'*  St.  Andrew!"  exclaimed  another,  ''he  has  not  remarked  my  new 
cloak,  trimmed  with  gold  lace — he  must  be  sore  troubled." 

But  Van  Diest  was  cogitating  over  what  seemed  to  him  an  important 
design ;  and  though  predetermined  to  act  upon  the  thought  the  moment 
it  occurred  to  him,  yet,  like  most  of  our  reasoning  race,  he  resolved  to 
argue  himself  into  the  course  he  wished  to  pursue.  ''  No" — such  was  the 
tenor  of  the  thoughts  that  lent  his  brow  its  unaccustomed  gravity — **  no, 
it  is  not  a  puerile  curiosity  that  prompts  me  to  penetrate  the  secret  dT 
that  man's  Ufe;  but  Margaret  van  Meeren  is  his  promised  bride,  and  I 
have  loved  the  girl  from  her  birth.  Her  feither  has  been  my  Mend 
from  boyhood  upwards ;  if  there  be  anything  wrong  about  the  young 
man,  it  is  a  duty  I  owe  both  to  him  ana  to  her  to  d^KK>ver  it — to  warn 
them  in  time.  Then  if,  as  is  the  prevalent  rumour  just  now,  he  be  a 
grandee  in  disguise,  what  pleasure  to  be  the  first  to  confirm  such  a 
report !  Besides,  after  all,  what  is  a  trip  to  Brussels?  or,  for  that  matter, 
to  any  town?  Have  I  not,  as  well  as  every  one  else,  gone  a  far 
gpreater  distance  to  make  my  devotions  at  some  particular  altar  ? — joined 
certain  processions  of  pilgrims,  whose  society  I  wished  to  enjoy?  Have 
I  not  assisted  at  all  the  /etes  and  distribution  of  prizes  given  in  the 
different  towns  and  provinces?  Is  not  every  inhabitant  of  this  city  a 
frequent  wanderer  on  the  high  road  for  some  motive  of  pleasure  or 
profit?  It  was  no  later  than  last  week  that  I  rode  over  to  Mechlin,  to 
see  the  child  that  was  said  to  have  been  bom  with  two  heads.  Faith,  the 
worst  of  it  is,  'twas  a  false  alarm ;  I  could  not  find  out  the  prodigy  for  all 
that  I  could  do ;  and  what  was  worse  still,  I  saw  many  things  by  the  way 
I  had  not  bargained  for.  But,  then,  travellers  must  not  be  over  nice, 
especially  when  there  is  an  Inquisition  in  the  country.  In  good  soothy 
I  can  see  no  hann,  nor  much  difficulty,  in  visiting  my  good  old  gossip, 
fraw  Van  Raden,  who  has  a  snug  little  closet  to  g^ve  me,  and  good 
dinners — always  something  fresh.  I  get  bloated  on  salt  provisions ;  and 
here  one  gets  little  else  half  the  year  round.  Then  her  lodging  is  in  the 
street  where  are  most  of  the  hostelries ;  and  I  might  meet  this  Chievosa 
in  that  neighbourhood.  I  really  owe  the  poor,  old,  infirm  creature  a 
visit.     Well,  I  don't  care  if  I  go  to-day." 

Thus  summing  up  all  his  meditations,  Van  Diest's  mind  became  re- 
lieved. His  brow  resumed  its  calm,  unruffled  expanse;  his  lip  its  usual 
sagacious  smile;  the  whole  man,  in  short,  all  his  bustling  importance ; 
and,  in  less  than  two  hours,  mounted  on  a  staid,  large  Flanders  mare, 
who  knew  too  well  her  master's  humour  to  hurry  forward  beyond  the 
most  moderate  of  trots,  he,  too,  was  on  his  road  to  Brussels. 
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BcMlKD  hand  and  foot  in  the  painful  posture  before  described,  roughly 
and  insolently  handled  on  all  sides,  in  peril  of  her  life  from  the  frightful 
ordeal  to  which  she  was  about  to  be  subjected,  the  miserable  capdve  was 
borne  along  on  the  shoulders  of  Jem  Device  and  Sparshot,  her  long,  fine 
diestnnt  hair  trailing  upon  the  ground,  her  white  shoulders  exposed  to 
the  inaolunt  gaie  of  the  crowd,  and  her  trim  holiday  attire  torn  to  rags 
hy  the  rough  treatment  she  had  experienced.  Nance  Redfeme,  it  hat 
teen  said,  was  a  irery  eomely  young  woman ;  but  neither  her  beauty,  her 
jouth,  nor  her  sex,  nad  any  effect  upon  the  ferocious  crowd,  who  were 
too  mndi  accustomed  to  sucn  brutal  and  debasing  exhibitions  to  feel  any- 
thing but  savage  delight  in  the  spectacle  of  a  frdlow-creature  so  scandal- 
oady  treated  and  tormented,  and  the  only  excuse  to  be  offered  for  their 
laihaiity  is  the  firm  bdief  they  entertained  that  they  were  dealing  wHh  a 
vitch.  And  when  even  in  our  own  day  so  many  revolting  scenes  are 
enaitted  to  gratify  the  brutal  passions  of  the  mob— while  prize-fights  are 
tolemted,  and  wretched  animals  goaded  on  to  tear  each  ouket  in  pieces,  it 
is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  in  times  of  less  enlightenment  and  refine* 
aent,  greater  cruelties  should  be  practised.  Indeed,  it  may  be  well  to 
consider  how  far  we  have  really  advanced  in  civilisation  since  dien ;  for 
vrtil  erority,  whether  to  man  or  beast,  be  wholly  banished  from  our  sports, 
m  onmot  justly  reproach  our  ancestora*  or  congratulate  ourselves  on  our 
nBprovement. 

Nance's  cries  of  distress  were  only  answered  by  jeers  and  renewed  in- 
adtB,  and,  wearied  out  at  leng^,  the  poor  creature  ceased  struggling  and 
shrining,  the  dogged  resolution  she  had  before  exhibited  again  coming  to 
hvaid. 

But  her  fbrtitnde  was  to  be  yet  more  severely  tested.  Revealed  by  the 
fisorder  of  her  habiliments,  and  contrasting  strongly  with  the  extxeme 
whiteness  o£  her  sidn,  a  don-coloiBed  m^e  was  mscovered  upon  her 
hreast.  It  was  pointed  out  to  Potts  by  Jem  Device,  who  dedaied  it  to 
ka  witch-maric,  and  die  ^ot  wfaoro  her  fiMniliar  dndnad  her  blood. 
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''  This  is  one  of  the  '  good  helps*  to  the  discovezy  of  a  witch  pointed 
out  hy  our  sovereigpi  lord  the  king,"  said  the  attorney,  narrowly  examin- 
ing the  spot.  *^  *  The  one,'  saith  our  ynse  prince,  *  is  the  finding  of  their 
mark,  and  the  trying  the  insensibleness  thereof.  The  other  is  their  fleet- 
ing on  the  water.'  The  water-ordeal  will  come  presently,  but  the  insensi- 
bility of  the  mark  might  be  at  once  attested." 

''  Yeigh,  that  con  soon  be  tried,"  cried  Jem,  with  a  savage  laugh. 

And  taking  a  pin  from  his  sleeve,  the  rufiian  plunged  it  deeply  into 
the  poor  creature's  flesh.  Nance  winced,  but  she  set  her  teeth  hardly, 
and  repressed  the  cry  that  must  otherwise  have  been  wrung  from  her. 

**  A  clear  witch  !"  cried  Jem,  drawing  forth  the  pin;  "not  a  drop  o* 
blood  flows,  an  hoo  feels  nowt!'* 

"  Feel  nowt?"  rejoined  Nance,  between  her  ground  teeth.  "  May  ye 
ha  a  pang  os  sharp  i'  your  cancart  eart,  ye  villain." 

After  this  barbarous  test,  the  crowd,  confirmed  by  it  in  their  notions  of 
Nan's  guiltiness,  hurried  on,  their  numbers  increasing  as  they  proceeded 
along  the  main  street  of  the  village  leading  towards  the  river,  all  the 
villagers  left  at  home  rushing  forth  on  hearing  a  witch  was  about  to  be 
swum ;  and  when  they  came  within  a  bow-shot  of  the  stream,  Sparshot 
called  to  Bas^giley  to  lay  hold  of  Nance,  while  he  himself,  accompanied 
by  several  of  the  crowd,  ran  over  the  bridge,  the  part  he  had  to  enact  re- 
quiring him  to  be  on  the  other  side  of  the  water. 

Meantime,  the  main  party  turned  down  a  little  footpath  protected  by  a 
gate  on  the  left,  which  led  between  garden  hedges  to  the  grassy  banks  of 
the  Calder,  and  in  taking  this  course  they  passed  by  the  cottage  of 
Elizabeth  Device.  Hearing  the  shouts  of  tne  rabble,  little  Jennet,  who 
had  been  in  no  very  happy  frame  of  mind  since  she  had  been  brought 
home,  came  forth,  and  seeing  her  brother,  called  out  to  him,  in  her  usual 
sharp  tones,  *'  What's  the  matter,  Jem  ?     Who  ban  ye  getten  there?*' 

'^  A  witdi/'  replied  Jem,  gruffly.  "  Nance  Redfeme,  Mother  Chattox's 
granddaughter.     Come  un  see  her  swum  i'  t'  Calder." 

Jennet  readily  complied,  for  her  curiosity  was  aroused,  and  she  shared 
in  the  family  feelings  of  dislike  to  Mother  Chattox  and  her  descendants. 

'^  Is  this  Nance  Redfeme  ?"  she  cried,  keeping  close  to  her  brother. 
"  Ey'm  glad  yo'n  caught  her  at  last.  How  dun  ye  find  yersel,  Nance?" 

"  HI  at  ease,  Jennet,"  replied  Nance,  with  a  bitter  look ;  "  boh  it  ill 
becomes  ye  to  jeer  me,  lass,  seein*  yo're  a  bom  witch  yourseL" 

*^  Aha  I"  cried  Pott^  looking  at  the  little  girl.  '^  So  this  is  a  bom  witch 
—eh,  Nance?" 

*' A  bom  an  bred  witch,"  rejoined  Nance;  ''jist  as  her  brother  Jem 
here  is  a  wizard.  They're  the  granchilder  o'  Mother  Demdike  o'  Pendle^ 
the  ereatest  witch  i'  these  parts,  an  childer  o'  Bess  Device,  who's  nah 
much  better.     Ask  me  to  witness  agen  'em,  that's  aw." 

"  Howd  thy  tongue,  woman,  or  ey'n  drown  thee,"  muttered  Jem,  in  a 
tone  of  deep  menace. 

**Ye  canna,  mon,  if  ey'm  the  witch  ye  ca*  me,"  rejoined  Nance. 
"Jennet's  tumll  come  os  weel  os  mine,  one  o'  these  days.  Mark  my 
words." 

**  Efore  that  ey  shan  see  ye  burned,  ye  fieiggot,"  cried  Jennet,  almost 
fiercely. 

"  Ye'n  ^tten  the  fiend's  mark  o'  your  sleeve,"  cried  Nance.     **  Ey 
it  written  i'  letters  ov  blood." 
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«  That's  where  our  cat  scratted  me,"  replied  Jennet,  hiding  her  arm 
qnicklj. 

"  Good ! — ^very  good!"  observed  Potts,  rubbing  his  hands.  "  'Who 
but  witches  can  be  proof  against  witches/  sidth  our  sagacious  sovereign. 
I  shall  make  something  of  this  girl.  She  seems  a  remarkably  quick 
child — remarkably  quick — ha,  ha  I'* 

By  thb  time,  the  party  having  gsuned  the  broad  flat  mead  through 
which  the  Calder  flowed,  took  their  way  quickly  towards  its  banks,  the 
spot  selected  for  the  ordeal  lying  about  fifty  yaras  above  the  weir,  where 
the  current,  ordinarily  rapid,  was  checked  by  the  dam,  offering  a  smooth 
8ur£ftoe,  with  considerable  depth  of  water.  If  soft  natural  beauties  could 
have  subdued  the  hearts  of  those  engaged  in  this  cruel  and  wicked  expe- 
riment, never  was  scene  better  calculated  for  the  purpose  than  that  under 
contemplation.  Through  a  lovely  green  valley  meandered  the  Calder, 
DOW  winding  round  some  verdant  knoU,  now  washing  the  base  of  lofty 
heights  feathered  with  timber  to  their  very  summits,  now  lost  amid  thick 
woods  and  only  discernible  at  intervals  by  a  glimmer  amongst  the  trees. 
Immediately  m  front  of  the  assemblage  rose  Whalley  Nab,  its  steep 
ddes  and  brow  partially  covered  with  timber,  with  green  patches  in  the 
uplands  where  sheep  and  cattle  fed.  Just  below  the  spot  where  the 
crowd  were  collected,  the  stream,  here  of  some  width,  passed  over  the 
weir,  and  swept  in  a  foaming  cascade  over  the  huge  stones  supporting 
the  dam,  giving  the  rushing  current  the  semblance  and  almost  the  beauty 
of  a  natural  waterfall.  Below  this  the  stream  ran  brawling  on  in  a  wider 
but  shallower  channel,  making  pleasant  music  as  it  went,  and  leaving 
many  dry  beds  of  sand  and  gravel  in  the  midst;  while,  a  hundred  yards 
lower  down,  it  was  crossed  by  the  arches  of  the  bridge.  Further  still,  a 
row  of  tall  cypresses  lined  the  bank  of  the  river,  and  screened  that  part 
of  the  abbey  converted  into  a  residence  by  the  Asshetons;  and  after  this 
came  the  ruins  of  the  refectory,  the  cloisters,  the  dormitory,  the  con- 
ventual church,  and  other  parts  of  the  venerable  structure  overshadowed 
by  noble  lime  trees  and  elms.  Lovelier  or  more  peaceful  scene  could  not 
be  imagined.  The  green  meads,  the  bright  clear  stream,  with  its  white 
foaming  weir,  the  woody  heights  reflected  in  the  glassy  waters,  the 
picturesque  old  bridge,  and  the  dark  grey  ruins  beyond  it,  dl  might  have 
engaged  the  attention,  and  melted  the  heart.  Then  the  hour,  when 
evening  was  coming  on,  and  when  each  beautiful  object,  deriving  new 
beauty  from  the  medium  through  which  ic  was  viewed,  exercised  a  soften- 
ing influence,  and  awakened  kindly  emotions.  To  most  the  scene  was 
familiar,  and  therefore  could  have  no  charm  of  novelty.  To  Potts,  how- 
erer,  it  was  altogether  new ;  but  he  was  susceptible  of  few  gentle  im- 
preasions,  and  neither  the  tender  beauty  of  the  evening,  nor  the  wooing 
loveliness  of  the  spot,  awakened  any  responsive  emotion  in  his  breast. 
He  was  dead  to  everything  except  the  ruthless  experiment  about  to  be 
made. 

Almost  at  the  same  time  that  Jem  Device  and  his  party  reached  the 
near  bank  of  the  stream,  the  beadle  and  the  others  appeared  on  the 
opposite  side.  Little  was  said,  but  instant  preparations  were  made  for  the 
meaL  Two  long  coils  of  rope  having  been  brought  by  Baffgilev,  one 
of  them  was  made  £Gist  to  the  right  arm  of  the  victim,  and  the  other  to 
the  left;  and  this  done,  Jem  Device,  shouting  to  Sparshot  to  look  out, 
floDg  one  coil  of  rope  across  the  river,  where  it  was  caught  with  much 
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dextenty  by  tiie  beadle.  The  assemblage  then  spread  oat  on  the  bank, 
while  Jem,  taking  the  poor  young  woman  in  his  armsj  who  neither  spoke 
nor  straggled,  bat  held  her  breaui  tightly,  approached  die  river. 

^'  Donna  drown  her,  Jem,"  said  Jennet,  wno  had  turned  very  pale. 

'^  Be  quiet,  wench,''  rejoined  Jem,  gruffly. 

And,  without  bestowing  further  attention  upon  her,  he  let  down  his 
harden  carefully  into  the  water ;  and  this  achieved,  he  called  oat  to  the 
beadle,  who  drew  her  slowly  towards  him,  while  Jem  g^uided  her  wit^ 
llie  other  xope. 

The  crowd  watched  the  experiment  for  a  few  moments  in  profoond 
silence,  but  as  the  poor  young  woman,  who  had  now  reached  the  centre 
of  ^e  stream,  still  floated,  being  supported  either  by  the  tension  of  the 
cords  or  by  her  woollen  apparel,  a  loud  shout  was  raised  that  she  could 
iM>t  sink,  and  was,  therefore,  an  undeniable  witch. 

'*  Steady,  lads,  steady  a  moment,"  cried  Potts,  enchanted  widi  tile 
•access  of  the  experiment;  ^*  leave  her  where  she  is,  that  her  buoyancy 
may  be  fully  attested.  You  know,  masters,"  he  cried,  with  a  loud  vmoe, 
**  me  meaning  of  this  water-ordeal.  Our  sovereign  lord  and  master  €be 
king,  in  his  wisdom,  hath  graciously  vouchsafed  to  explain  the  matter 
llius :  *  Water,'  he  saith,  '  shall  refuse  to  receive  them  (meaning  witc^ies, 
of  course)  in  her  bosom,  that  have  shaken  off  their  sacred  water  of  bap- 
tism, and  wilfully  refused  the  benefit  thereof.'  It  is  manifest,  you  see, 
Aat  this  diabolical  young  woman  hath  renounced  her  baptism,  for  llie 
water  rejecteth  her.  iVon  potest  mergij  as  Pliny  saith.  She  floats  like 
a  cork,  or  as  if  the  clear  water  of  the  Calder  had  suddenly  become  like 
tile  slab,  salt  waves  of  the  Dead  Sea,  in  which  nothing  can  sink.  You 
behold  the  marvel  with  your  own  eyes,  my  masters." 

**  Ay,  ay!**  rejoined  Baggiley  and  several  others. 

^  Hoo  DC  a  witch  fo'  sartin,"  cried  Jem  Device.  But  as  he  spdce, 
chanoinff  slightly  to  slacken  the  rope,  the  tension  of  which  maintained 
the  eqtmibrium  of  the  body,  the  poor  woman  instantly  sank. 

A  groan,  as  much  of  disappointment  as  sympathy,  broke  from  the 

rators,  but  none  attemptea  to  aid  her;  ana  on  seeing  her  sink,  Jem 
doned  the  rope  altocpether. 
But  assistance  was  at  hand.  Two  persons  rushed  quickly  and  furiously 
to  the  spot.  T^ey  were  Richard  and  Nicholas  Assheton.  The  iron  bv 
had  at  length  yielded  to  their  eflbrts^  and  the  first  use  they  made  of  their 
freedom  was  to  hurry  to  the  river.  A  dance  showed  them  what  had 
occurred,  and  the  younger  Assheton,  unhesitatingly  plunging  into  Ae 
wat^r,  seized  the  rope  (iropped  by  Jem,  and  calling  to  the  beadle  to  let 
go  hiB  hold,  dragged  forth  the  poor  half-drowned  young  woman,  and 
placed  her  on  the  bank,  hewing  asunder  the  cords  that  bound  her  hands 
and  feet  with  his  sword.  But  though  still  senrible,  Nance  was  so  much 
esdiausted  by  the  shock  she  had  undergone,  and  her  muscles  were  so 
severely  stramed  by  the  painful  and  unnatiu^  posture  to  which  she  had 
been  compelled,  that  she  was  wholly  unable  to  move.  Her  thumbs  were 
blackenea  and  swollen,  and  the  cords  had  cut  into  the  flesh,  while  blood 
trickled  down  from  the  puncture  in  her  breast.  Fixing  a  look  of  inexpres- 
rible  gratitade  upon  her  preserver,  she  made  an  efibrt  to  speak;  hot  iiie 
exertion  was  too  great ;  violent  hysterical  sobbing  came  on,  and  her  senses 
soon  aflber  fonook  her.  Richard  called  loudly  for  assistance,  and  the 
seiitimentB  of  the  most  hnmane  part  of  tlie  crowd  having  andeigoiie  a 
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change  sioce  the  failure  of  the  ordeal,  some  females  came  forward,  and 
took  steps  for  her  restoration.  Sensihility  haymg  returned,  a  cloak  was 
wn^yped  around  her,  and  she  was  convey ed  to  a  neighhounng  cottage  and 
put  to  bed,  where  her  stiffened  limbs  were  chafed,  and  warm  drinks  ad- 
ministeied,  and  it  began  to  be  hoped  that  no  serious  consequences  would 
ensue. 

Meanwhile,  a  catastrophe  had  well-nis^h  occurred  in  another  quarter. 
With  eyes  flashing  with  fury,  Nicholas  Assheton  pushed  aside  the  crowd, 
and  made  his  way  to  the  bank  whereon  Master  Potts  stood.  Not  liking 
his  looks,  the  little  attorney  would  have  taken  to  his  heeb,  but  finding 
escape  imjpossible,  he  called  upon  Baggiley  to  protect  him.  But  he  was 
instantly  in  the  forcible  gripe  of  the  squire,  who  shouted,  '*  I'll  teach  you, 
mongrel  hound,  to  play  tricks  with  gentlemen." 

"  Master  Nicholas,  cried  the  terrified  and  half-strangled  attorney,  **  my 
▼ery  good  sir,  I  entreat  you  to  let  me  alone.  This  is  a  breach  of  the 
king's  peace,  sir.  Assault  and  battery,  under  aggravated  circamstances, 
and  punishable  with  i^ominious  corporal  penalties,  besides  fine  and  im- 
prisonment, sir.  I  take  you  to  witness  the  assault.  Master  Baggiley.  I 
shall  bring  my  ao — ac — ah — o— o— oh !" 

^  Then  you  shall  have  something  to  bring  your  ac  — ac — action  for, 
rascal,"  cned  Nicholas.  And  seizing  the  attorney  by  the  nape  of  the 
neck  with  one  hand,  and  the  hind  wings  of  his  doublet  with  the  other,  he 
cast  him  to  a  considerable  distance  into  the  river,  where  he  fell  with  a 
tremendous  splash. 

^'  He  is  no  wizard,  at  all  events,"  laughed  Nicholas,  as  Potts  went  down 
like  a  lump  of  lead. 

But  the  attorney  was  not  bom  to  be  drowned;  at  least,  at  thb  period 
of  his  career.  On  rising  to  the  surface  a  few  seconds  after  his  immer- 
sion, he  roared  lustily  for  help,  but  would  infallibly  have  been  carried  over 
the  weir,  if  Jem  Device  had  not  flung  him  the  rope  now  disengaged  from 
Nance  Redfeme,  and  which  he  succeeded  in  catching.  In  this  way  he 
was  dragged  out ;  and  as  he  crept  up  the  bank,  with  the  wet  pouring  m>m 
his  i^parel,  which  now  dung  tightly  to  his  lathy  limbs,  he  was  greeted 
by  the  jeers  of  Nicholas. 

"  How  like  you  the  water-ordeal— eh.  Master  Attorney  ?  No  occasion 
for  a  second  trial,  I  think.  If  Jem  Device  had  known  nis  own  interest, 
he  would  have  left  you  to  feitten  the  Calder  eels ;  but  he  will  find  it  out 
in  time." 

^  You  will  find  it  out  too.  Master  Nicholas,"  rejoined  Potts,  clapping 
on  his  wet  cap.  ''  Take  roe  to  the  Dragon,  quickly,  good  fellow,"  he 
added,  to  Jem  Device,  "  and  I  will  recompense  thee  for  thy  pains,  as  well 
as  for  the  service  thou  hast  just  rendered  me.  I  shall  have  rheumatism 
in  my  joints,  pains  in  my  loins,  and  rheum  in  my  head,  oh  dear — oh 
dear!" 

"  In  which  case  you  will  not  be  able  to  pay  Mother  Demdike  your 
purposed  visit  to-morrow,"  jeered  Nicholas.  "  You  forget  you  were  to 
arrest  her,  and  bring  her  before  a  magistrate." 

"  Thy  arm,  good  fellow,  thy  arm !"  said  Potts,  to  Jem  Device. 
**  To  the  fiend  wi'  thee,"  cried  Jem,  shaking  him  off  roughly.     "  The 
aquoire  is  reet     Wouldee  had  let  thee  drown." 

'^  What,  have  you  changed  your  mind  already,  Jem?"  cried  Nicholas, 

•YOL.  XIX.  K 


96  TH£  LAKGASHIBE  WITCH£6. 

i&  a  tatmtmg  tone.  **  You'll  baye  jour  grandmother's  thanks  for  the 
mtnee  yoaVe  rendered  her,  lad— -ba !  ha !" 

<t  Fo*  t'  matter,  o'  two  pins  ej'd  pitch  him  in  again,'*  growled  Jem, 
eyeing  the  attorney  askance. 

*^  No^  no,  Jem,  obserred  Nicholas;  **  things  must  take  their  course. 
What's  done  is  done.  But  if  Master  Potts  be  wise,  hell  take  himself  oat 
of  court  wrtboot  delay*** 

"  You'll  be  glad  to  get  me  out  of  court  one  of  these  dajs,  sqmre,'* 
muttered  Potts,  '*  and  so  will  you  too,  Master  James  Device.  A  day  of 
reckoning  will  come  for  both — heavy  reckoning.  Ugh!  ughT'  he  added, 
^vering,  <*  how  my  teeth  chatterl'* 

"  Make  what  haste  you  can  to  the  Dragon,''  cried  the  good-tmtuivd 
squire ;  *'  get  your  clothes  dried,  and  bid  J^n  Lawe  brew  you  a  pottle  of 
s^ng  sack,  swallow  it  scalding  hot,  and  you'U  never  look  behind  you." 

"  Nor  before  me  either,"  retorted  Potts.  **  Scalding  sadc  I  This 
Uoodthirsty  squire  has  a  new  design  upon  my  life  I" 

"Eyn  go  wi*  ye   to  t'   Dragon,    mester,'*  said  Baggiley;   "lean 


o'  me." 


'^  Thankee,  firiend,"  replied  Potts,  takin?  his  arm.  *^  A  word  at  part- 
ing. Master  Nicholas.  This  ra  not  Uie  only  discovery  of  witdieraft  I've 
made.     I*ve  another  case,  somewhat  nearer  home.     Ha !  ha  f* 

With  this,  he  hobbled  off  in  the  direction  of  the  alehouse^  his  steps 
being  traceable  along  the  dusty  road  like  the  course  of  a  watering^^axt. 

"  Ey'n  go  efter  him,"  growled  Jem. 

"No  you  won't,  lad,"  rejoined  Nicholas;  "  and  if  youlltake  my  advice, 
you'll  get  out  of  Whalley  as  fast  as  you  can.  You  will  be  safer  on  the 
neath  of  Pendle  than  here,  when  Sir  Ralph  and  Master  Roger  Nowell 
come  to  know  what  has  taken  place.  And  mind  this,  sirrah— the  hounds 
will  be  out  in  the  forest  to-morrow.     D'ye  heed?*' 

Jem  growled  something  in  reply,  and  seizing  his  little  ^8ter*s  hand, 
strode  off  with  her  towards  his  mother's  dwelling,  uttering  not  a  word  by 
the  way. 

Havmg  seen  Nance  Redferne  conveyed  to  the  cottage  as  before  men- 
tioned, Richard  Assheton,  regardless  of  the  wet  state  of  his  own  apparel, 
now  joined  his  cousin,  the  squire,  and  they  walked  to  the  abbey  together, 
conversing  on  what  had  taken  place,  while  the  crowd  dispersed,  some  re- 
turning to  the  bowers  in  the  churchyard,  and  others  to  the  green,  their 
merriment  in  nowise  damped  by  the  recent  occurrences,  which  they  looked 
upon  as  part  of  the  day's  sport.  As  some  of  them  passed  by,  laughing, 
singing,  and  dancing,  Richard  Assheton  remarked,  '^  1  can  scarcely  believe 
these  to  be  the  same  people  I  so  lately  saw  in  the  churchyard.  They  then 
seemed  totally  devoid  of  humanity." 

"Pshaw!  they  are  humane  enough,"  rejoined  Nicholas;  "but  you 
cannot  expect  them  to  show  mercy  to  a  witch,  any  more  than  to  a  wolf, 
or  other  savage  and  devouring  beast." 

"  But  the  means  taken  to  prove  her  guilt  were  as  absurd  as  iniquitous,' 
said  Richard,  "  and  savour  of  the  barbarous  ages.  If  she  had  perished, 
all  concerned  in  the  trial  would  have  been  guil^  of  murder." 

"  But  no  judge  would  condemn  them,"  returned  Nicholas ;  **  and  they 
have  the  highest  authority  in  the  realm  to  uphold  them.  As  to  leniency 
to  witches,  in  a  general  way,  I  would  show  none.     Traitors  alike  to  God 
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and  mail,  and  bond  slaves  of  Satan,  they  are  oat  of  the  pale  of  Chzistiaa 
cfaaci^.'' 

^jKo  CTttninal,  however  great,  is  out  of  the  pale  of  Christian  chanty," 
replied  Richard;  "  but  such  scenes  as  we  ha?e  just  witnessed  are  a  disgrace 
to  hiananity,  and  a  mockeoy  of  justice.  In  seeking  to  <£scover  and 
ponish  one  offence  a  greater  is  committed.  Suppose  this  poor  young 
voman  really  guilty — what  then  ?  Our  laws  are  made  for  protection,  as 
watt  iv  punishment  of  wrong.  She  should  be  arraigned*  convicted,  and 
condemned  before  punishment." 

^^  Our  hwrs  adiut  of  torture,  Richard,"  observed  Nicholas. 

''  Tme,**  said  the  young  man,  with  a  shudder ;  "  and  it  is  another  relic 
of  a  mthJess  age.  But  torture  is  only  allowed  under  the  eye  of  the  law, 
aad  cam  be  infficted  by  none  but  its  sworn  servants.  But,  supposing  this 
poor  young  woman  innocent  of  the  crime  imputed  to  her,  which  I  really 
beliMFe  her  to  he,  how,  then,  wiil  you  excuse  the  atrocities  to  which  she 
has  been  subjected?" 

'^  I  do  not  believe  her  innocent,*'  rejoined  Nicholas ;  ''her  relationship 
to  a  notorious  witch,  and  her  fabricaiion  of  elay  images,  make  her  justly 
saspecweo* 

''Then  let  her  be  examined  by  a  magistrate,"  said  Richard;  "hat, 
eno  tben,  woe  betide  her !  When  I  think  that  Alison  Device  is  liable  to 
the  same  atrocious  treatment,  in  eonsequenee  of  her  relationship  to 
Mother  Demdike*  I  can  scarce  contain  my  indignation." 

"  It  is  imlucky  for  her,  indeed,''  rejoined  Nicholas ;  "  but  of  all  KlJanoe's 
*!«iiln'*tT  the  most  infuriated  was  Aiizon's  brother,  Jem  Device." 

"I  saw  it,"  cried  Richard,  an  uneasy  expression  passing  over  hb 
countenance.     "  Would  she  could  be  removed  J&om  that  £Bunily !" 

"To  -what  purpose ?*'  demanded  Nicholaa,  quickly*  "  Her  feunily  are 
more  likely  to  be  remored  from  her  if  Master  Potts  stay  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. 

"Poor  gid  r  exclaimed  Richard. 

Aad  he  fell  into  a  reverie  which  was  not  broken  till  they  reached  the 
abbey. 

To  setiirB  to  Jem  Device.  On  reaching  the  oottage,  the  ruffian  flung 
btaself  into  a  dudr,  and  £»r  a  time  seemea  lost  in  reflection.  At  last  he 
looked  u^  and  said  gruffly  to  Jennet,  who  stood  watching  him, 

^See  if  mother  he  come  whoam  ?" 

"Eigh,  eigh,  ey*m  here,  Jem,"  said  Elizabeth  Devioe,  opening  the 
inner  dpor  and  coming  forth.  "  So  ye  ha  been  swimmin'  Nance  Red- 
feme,  lad,  eh?     Ey'm  glad  on  it— ha  !  ha!" 

Jem  gave  her  a  signiflcant  look,  upon  wluch  she  motioned  Jennet  to 
withdraw,  .and  the  injunction  being  complied  with,  though  with  evident 
^loctanpe,  by  the  little  girl,  she  ck>sed  the  door  upon  her. 

^Now^  Jem>  what  hast  got  to  say  to  me,  lad,  eh?"  demanded  Eliza- 
beth, stepping  up  to  him. 

"Neaw  great  deal,  mother,"  he  replied ;  "boh  ey  keawnael  ye  to  look 
^l  efter  yerseL     We're  aw  i'  dawnger.** 

"£y  kaMS  it,  lad,  ey  knoas  it»"  replied  £^lizabeth ;  "boh  fo'  my  own 
P^  ey'm  nah  afeerd.  They  dama  touch  me ;  an  if  they  dun,  ey  con 
<^ffeaii  aysel  met  waeL  Hero's  a  latter  to  thy  granmother/'  she  added, 
g^ni^  him  «  sealed  packet     ^  Tak  care  on  it." 
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'^  Fro'  Mistress  Nutter,  ey  suppose  ?"  asked  Jem. 

"Eigh,  who  else  should  it  be  from?**  rejoined  Elizabeth.  "Yojor 
granmother  win  ha'  enough  to  do  to-neet,  an  so  win  yo,  too,  Jem,  lettih' 
alone  the  walk  frx)'  here  to  M alkin  Tower." 

"  Weel,  gi*  me  mey  supper,  an  ey  n  set  out,"  rejoined  Jem.  "  So  ye 
ha'  seen  Mistress  Nutter  r" 

"  Ey  found  her  i'  t*  abbey  garden,**  replied  Elizabeth,  "  an  we  had 
some  tawk  together  abowt  t'  boundary  Ime  o*  t'  Rough  Lee  estate^ 
an  other  matters.** 

And,  as  she  spoke,  she  set  a  cold  pasty,  with  oat  ca&es,  cheese,  and 
butter,  before  her  son,  and  next  proceeded  to  draw  him  a  jug  of  ale. 

"  What  other  matters  dun  you  mean,  mother?**  inquired  Jem,  attack- 
ing the  pasty.  "  War  it  owt  relatin*  to  that  little  Lunnon  lawj-er,  Mesiei 
Potts  ?" 

'<  Theawst  hit  it,  Jem,**  replied  Elizabeth,  seating  herself  near  him. 
**  That  Potts  means  to  visit  thy  granmother  to-morrow.*' 

"  Weel!**  said  Jem,  g^mly. 

*^  An  arrest  her,**  pursued  Elizabeth. 

"  Easily  said,**  laughed  Jem,  scornfully,  "  boh  neaw  quite  so  easily 
done.** 

**  Nah  quite,  Jem,'*  responded  Elizabeth,  joining  in  the  laugh.  **  'Spe- 
cially when  t'  owd  dame's  prepared,  as  she  win  be  now.** 

*''  Potts  may  set  out  o'  that  jourpey,  boh  he  winna  come  back  again,*' 
remarked  Jem,  in  a  sombre  tone. 

*^  Wait  till  yo  n  seen  your  granmother  efbre  ye  do  owt,  lad,**  said 
Elizabeth. 

"  Ay,  wait,**  added  a  voice. 

**  What's  that  ?**  demanded  Jem,  laying  down  his  knife  and  fork. 

Elizabeth  did  not  answer  in  words,  but  her  significant  looks  were  qmti 
response  enough  for  her  son. 

«  Os  ye  win,  mother,**  he  siud,  in  an  altered  tone.  After  a  panae. 
employea  in  eating,  he  added,  ''  Did  Mistress  Nutter  put  onny  qnestioiu 
to  ye  about  Alizon  ?** 

'^  More  nor  enough,  lad,"  replied  Elizabeth;  ''  fo*  what  had  ey  to  tel 
her  ?  She  praised  her  beauty,  an  said  how  unlike  she  wur  to  Jennet  ai: 
thee,  lad — ^ha!  ha!  An  wondert  how  ey  cum  to  ha  such  a  dowter,  ai 
monny  other  things  besoide.   An  what  could  ey  say  to  it  aw,  except ^*' 

"  Except  what,  mother?**  interrupted  Jem. 

"  Except  that  she  wur  my  child  just  os  much  os  Jennet  an  thee  !" 

''  Humph  !'*  exclaimed  Jem. 

"  Humph  !'*  echoed  the  voice  that  had  previously  spoken. 

Jem  looked  at  his  mother,  and  took  a  long  pull  at  the  ale-jug. 

*'  Any  more  messages  to  Malkin  Tower  ?"  he  asked,  getting  up. 

''  Neaw — ^mother  will  onderstond,"  replied  Elizabeth.  "  Bid  her  be  oi 
her  guard,  fo*  the  enemy  is  abroad.*' 

"  Meanin'  Potts?"  said  Jem. 

**  Meaning  Potts,*'  answered  the  voice. 

'*  There  are  strange  echoes  here,"  said  Jem,  looking  round  suspi 
ciously. 

At  this  moment  Tib  came  from  under  a  piece  of  furniture,  where  b 
had  apparently  been  lying,  and  rubbed  himself  feimiliarly  against  his  legs 
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"  Ey  needna  be  afeerd  o'  owt  happenin'  to  ye,  mother,"  said  Jem,  pot- 
dog  the  cat's  back.    *<  Tib  win  tay  care  on  yo." 

^  Eigh,  ei^,**  replied  Elizabeth,  bending  down  to  pat  him,  ''  he*s  a 
trosty  cat."  Bat  the  ill-tempered  animal  would  not  be  propitiated,  but 
erected  his  back  and  menacea  her  with  his  claws. 

''  To  ban  offended  him,  mother,"  said  Jem.  **  One  word  efore  ey 
start.  Are  ye  quite  sure  Potts  didna  owerhear  your  conversation  wi* 
Ifbtress  Nutter?^' 

"  Why  dye  ask,  Jem?"  she  replied. 

<<  Fro  sunmiat  the  knave  threw  out  to  Squoire  Nicholas  just  now," 
rejoined  Jem.  "He  said  he'd  another  case  o  witchcraft  nearer  whoam. 
Whot  could  he  mean  ?" 

•*  Whot  indeed  ?"  cried  Elizabeth,  quickly. 

"  Look  at  Tib !"  exclsdmed  her  son. 

As  he  spoke,  the  cat  sprang  towards  the  inner  door,  and  scratched 
violently  a&fainst  it. 

ElizaDem  immediately  raised  the  latch  and  found  Jennet  behind  it, 
with  a  face  like  scarlet. 

**  Yo'n  been  listenin',  ye  young  eavesdropper,"  cried  Elizabeth,  boxing 
her  ears  soundly ;  "  take  that  for  your  pains — an  that." 

**  Touch  me  again,  an  Mester  Potts  shan  knoa  aw  ey'n  heerd,"  said 
the  little  g^l,  repres^ng  her  tears. 

Elizabeth  regarded  her  angrily ;  but  the  looks  of  the  child  were  so  spite- 
ful, that  she  did  not  dare  to  strike  her.  She  glanced  too  at  Hb ;  but  the 
imcertiun  cat  was  now  rubbing  himself  in  the  most  friendly  manner 
against  Jennet. 

"  Yo  shan  pay  for  this,  lass,  presently,"  siud  Elizabeth. 

"  Best  nah  provoke  me,  mother,"  rejoined  Jennet,  in  a  determined 
tone ;  **  if  ye  dun,  aw  secrets  shan  out.  Ey  knoa  why  Jem's  goin'  to 
Malidn  Tower  to-neet — ^an  why  yo're  afeerd  o'  Mester  rotts." 

"  Howd  thy  tongue  or  ey'n  choke  thee,  little  pest,"  cried  her  mother, 
fiercely. 

Jennet  replied  with  a  mocking  laugh,  while  Tib  rubbed  against  her 
more  fondly  than  ever. 

'<  Let  her  alone,"  interposed  Jem.  '^  An  now  ey  mun  be  off.  So, 
&re  ye  weel,  mother — an  yo,  too,  Jennet."  And  with  this  he  put  on 
Hs  cap,  seized  his  cudgel,  and  quitted  the  cottage. 
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AN  ADVENTUSE  AT  A  VILLAGE  INN. 

BEING    THE    SEVENTH   CHAPTER  OF    "INCIDENTS  OF   THE  HOAD ;  OB, 
PASSAGES   FBOM   THE  LIFE   OF   A   COMMEBCIAL   TBAYELLEB.* 

Bt  JomPH  Akthont,  Juk. 

Since  the  first  appearance  of  the  "locidenta  of  the  Boad,"  irom 
several  of  our  hrotherhood  I  have  received  oommunicationSy  accompttnied 
by  Darrations  of  events  which  they  respectively  have  encountered  durii^ 
tneir  experiences,  and  which,  with  much  reason,  they  consider  equaUj 
worthy  of  being  chronicled  as  my  own.  In  eelecting  two  of  theae  nar- 
ratives to  present  to  the  reader,  I  have  been  guided  not  so  much  by  the 
novelty  they  possess,  as  by  the  reliance  which,  from  a  personal  know- 
ledge, I  place  on  those  from  whom  I  have  received  them.  Apart  firom 
this,  however,  in  my  opinion  they  both  bear  internal  evidence  of  their 
truthfulness.  The  nrst,  which  is  aptly  entitled  "An  Adventure  at  a 
Village  Inn,"  is  given  as  by  me  received,  with  the  exception  of  a  &w 
slight  alterations  not  affecting  the  events  described  in  the  aiory. 

Accompanied  by  a  friend,  in  the  autumn  of  1844  I  visited  the  dscal 

village  of  £ r,  in  the  north  of  fingland,  to  enjoy  a  few  days'  gronse- 

shooting  on  its  neighbouring  hills.  Our  head-quarters  were  at  the  prin- 
cipal, or,  rather,  the  only  inn  in  the  village,  which,  contrary  to  the 
general  character  of  country  inns,  possesses  some  pretensions  to  style — 
even  splendour.  The  builmng  was  erected  expressly  for  the  aecommo- 
datian  of  the  numerous  visitors  who,  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  awl 
themselves  of  the  piivilege  afforded  of  seeing,  as  well  as  the  unequalled 
grounds  the  interior  of  toe  most  splendid  and  world-wide  renowned  resir 
denoe  of  one  of  the  wealthiest  of  England's  nobility.  During  the 
summer  months  the  inn  is  generally  crowded,  but  on  our  arrival,  rather 
late  in  the  autumn,  the  last  of  the  migratories  had  departed,  and  we  found 
ourselves  the  only  guests  of  Jeffries,  the  very  worthy  liost* 

During  our  sojoiun  in  the  place,  it  was  the  privilege  of  myself  and  my 
friend  to  have  the  entree  of  our  host's  sanctorum,  where,  with  him  and 
his  amiable  better  half,  and  one  or  two  of  their  private  friends,  including, 
amongst  others,  their  neighbour,  the  duke's  steward,  we  had  enjoyed,  m 
the  evenings,  many  agreeable  conversations,  and  as  many  pleasant  quiet 
rubbers.  On  one  of  our  visits  to  this  snuggery,  following  the  enjoyment 
of  an  excellent  dinner,  accompanied  with  that  true  and  unpurchasable  sauce 
which  we  had  won  on  the  hills,  we  learned  from  our  hostess  that  her  liege 
lord  and  husband  had  retired  for  the  night,  dead  beat.  He  had  been  out 
with  us  during  the  day,  and  this  retreat  served  to  confirm  the  opinion  he 
had  himself  more  than  once  expressed  whilst  with  us  brushing  the 
heather,  that  he  was  hardly  in  condition  for  the  work.  But  although  our 
host  had  been  placed  hors  de  combaty  there  sat  our  friend  his  grace's 
steward,  not  only  a  very  intelligent  and  pleasant  companion,  but  some- 
what celebrated  for  his  breed  of  short-horns  and  his  knowledge  in  general 
of  the  animal  world.  Right  glad  were  we  to  see  him  with  his  cneerful 
countenance  hailing  our  coming,  and,  after  a  brief  chat  on  the  successful 
sport  of  the  day,  we  sat  down  to  our  accustomed  rubber.  In  cutting  for 
partners,  fortune  awarded  the  lady  to  me,  my  friend  and  the  steward 
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being  oar  opponents ;  and  knowing,  from  our  prior  encounters,  ihat  we 
were  very  equally  matched,  we  andcipated  a  nighly  inieresting  game. 
And  so  it  indeed  proved.  I  will  not»  howero*,  dwell  longer  on  the  preli- 
minaries, but  proceed  to  relate  what  may  be  termed  the  adinentare  of  the 
night. 

Rapidly  had  flown  the  hours ;  nine,  ten,  eleven,  had  oome  and  gone. 
The  neighbouring  church  dodc,  with  its  half-cracked  chimes,  had  doled 
oat  its  mournful  ditty  expressive  of  that  mysterious  hour,  midnight.  We 
were  deeply  intent  upon  our  game ;  the  fate  of  v^Jineue  was  about  being 
decided.  AU  eyes  were  upon  the  table,  when  the  door,  unheard,  unseen 
by  usy  was  quietly  opened,  and  we  were  startled  by  a  subdued,  sibilant 
WBisper  of 

^'ICssus!  missus  r 

The  cards  were  involuntarily  in  each  hand  more  firmly  clenched  as  we 
tomed  omr  eyes  in  the  direction  from  whence  the  voice  proceeded,  where, 
pale,  very  pale,  holding  the  handle  of  the  opened  door,  Jim  the  Boots 
revealed  hunself,  with  an  expression  of  countenance  as  though  he  had 
seen  a  legion  of  spirits. 

'*  Whatever  is  the  matter?"  sofUy,  but  eagerly,  inquired  our  hostess, 
ready  to  fiiint  from  Mght  at  the  apparition. 

^  We've  getten  a  robber  i'  th'  house ;  and  what's  moor,  he's  gettoi  a 
famee  o'  pi^ols,  and  au  seed  'um  in  his  breast" 

^^  Why,  what  can  you  mean  ?"  anxiously  rejoined  his  mistress. 

"  Whoy,  the  grentieman  as  coom  in  this  artemoon  i'  th'  postchay  is  no 
gentleman,  au  know.  He's  left  a  big  chest  i'  th'  haw,  and  it's  filled  wi' 
iflver  i^ate,  and  au  think  as  how  he's  a  cracksman,  making  his  lucky  wi' 
a  precious  lot  o'  swag." 

Here  we  all  arose  from  our  seats,  and  for  the  first  time  I  became 
aeqnainted  with  the  news  of  a  fresh  arrivaL 

*'  Call  Mr.  Jefines  immediately,"  said  our  hostess,  in  a  state  of  ccmsi- 
derable  agitation. 

^'  Stop,"  said  I,  interposing;  "it  may  be  a  mistake  a£ber  all,  and  it 
would  be  a  pity  to  disturb  him." 

'' A  mistake!"  somewhat  contemptuously  ejaculated  Jim ;  "  there  can 
be  noa  much  mistake  about  a  mon  wi'  a  brace  o*  pistols  in  his  breast  in  a 
*8pectable  house." 

''Well/'  I  replied,  ''let  us  first  see  the  chest  you  speak  of  as  being 
fifed  with  piate." 

Accordingly  we  adjourned  to  the  hall,  taking  the  lights  with  us,  the 
rest  of  the  house  being  in  stilly  darkness,  and  all  the  doors  closed  for  the 
mght.  On  our  way,  I  inquired  of  the  frighted  Boots  where  the  gentle- 
man was  when  he  saw  the  pistols. 

"  Au  met  him  upo'  th'  sturs  as  he  was  gooin'  to  bed,  and  seed  'un  wi* 
ny  own  eyes  firo'  th'  handle  to  th'  barrel." 

We  now  stood  beside  the  chest;  it  was  laige,  evidently  of  great  strength, 
sad  was,  moreover,  secured  by  two  locks. 

"  lifit  it,  sir,"  said  the  Boots,  in  a  whisper  to  me.  I  caught  hold  of  one  of 
tbe  bandit  with  both  hands,  and  it  was  just  as  much  as  I  could  manage 
to  raise  one  end  of  it  frx>m  the  ground. 

"Hark  to  this,"  cried  Jim,  in  a  subdued  voice,  as  he  seized  the  handle 
*&d  gave  the  chest  a  shake.     There  was  no  mistake  about  it — it  was  the 
ratUe  of  plate  1 
Our  foioes  had  by  this  time  been  iocreaMd  by  the  addition  of  the 
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chambermaid  and  ostler,  all  looking  at  each  other  in  silence,  alarm  being 
depicted  in  every  countenance. 

"  What's  to  be  done  next?*'  I  inquired. 

'' Depend  upon  it  he's  the  robber  of  Rogers's  bank,"  observed  the 
steward. 

'^  I  should  like  to  have  the  chest  opened,"  said  our  hostess ;  and  every 
countenance  seemed  to  respond  to  the  desire.  I  gravely  suggested  the 
unlawfulness  of  such  a  proceeding  without  a  magistrate's  warranty  but 
curiosity  was  evidently  getting  all-powerful,  and  the  steward,  fancying 
matters  were  assuming  a  serious  aspect,  quietly  departed. 

«  I  shall  not  be  able  to  sleep  imtil  I  know  the  contents  of  that  chest, 
after  what  Boots  has  seen,"  said  our  hostess ;  *'  how  can  it  be  opened  ?" 

<'  Whoy,  if  it  wam't  for  his  coomin'  and  catchin'  us,"  whispered  Jim, 
au  could  soon  spring  them-ere  locks." 

''  You  mean,  you  could  pick  them,"  said  my  friend,  addressing  Master 
Jim  with  an  inquiring  look,  as  though  he  were  speculating  wnere  the 
boot-polisher  could  have  acquired  such  a  branch  of  useful  knowledge. 

For  my  part,  I  must  confess  that  I  was  becoming  as  curious  as  any  of 
them,  and  equally  desirous  of  having  a  peep  at  the  contents  of  the  sus- 
picious-looking chest ;  but  then  I  i^ected  the  proprietor  might  come 
like  a  wolf  on  the  fold,  pounce  upon  us  whilst  we  were  overhauling  his 
property,  as  he  slept  in  the  first  gallery,  and  in  the  stillness  reigning 
around  would,  in  all  probability,  hear  the  sound  of  any  operations  on  the 
object  of  our  suspicions.  And  again,  the  recollection  of  the  information 
conveyed  by  Mr.  Boots  about  those  murderous  pistols  was  anything  but 
agreeable.  At  this  juncture,  a  genius  was  revealed  amongst  us  in  the 
person  of  Helen,  the  chambermaid,  who  sug^ted  that  we  might  lock 
the  robber  in  his  chamber,  as  the  key  was  in  the  lock  on  the  outside.    - 

'^  A  very  g^ood  idea,  Helen,"  said  her  mistress.  *^  Boots,  will  you  slip 
up  and  turn  the  key?" 

*^  Naw,  naw,"  replied  that  cautious  functionary;  *'  au'l  ha'  nowt  to  do 
wi'  it ;  whoy,  he  moight  happen  to  shoot  me  thro'  th'  door." 

The  difficulty  now  was  as  to  who  should  "  bell  the  cat"  Time  pressed, 
^elay  was  dangerous,  and,  influenced  as  much  by  my  love  of  adventure 
as  aught  else  to  undertake  the  duty  declined  by  Jim,  I  slipped  off  my 
boots. 

**  Now,  Helen,"  said  I,  "  show  me  the  door  of  his  room ;  you  can 
stand  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and  point  it  out;  mind  and  keep  the  light 
as  much  shaded  afterwards  as  possible." 

*'  The  fourth  door  on  the  lef^,"  whispered  Helen,  as  she  took  up  her 
position  on  the  platform  at  the  head  of  the  staircase. 

Silently  I  crept  along  the  gallery,  scarcely  daring  to  breathe.  I  gained 
the  door;  the  key  I  found  as  Helen  had  oescribed;  and,  as  I  placed  my 
hand  upon  it,  the  thought  flashed  across  my  mind,  should  the  key  grate 
at  all,  we  shall  be  in  a  pretty  considerable  nz;  not  unlike  the  position  of 
the  Highlander  in  the  cave  m  the  midst  of  dirking  the  young  porkers, 
and,  finding  the  light  from  the  entrance  saddenly  obscured,  to  his  in- 
terrogation of  the  cause,  was  answered  by  his  companion  firom  without, 
"  Should  the  tail  break,  youll  soon  find  what  stops  the  light  ;*'  he 
being  at  the  time  engaged  with  all  his  might  and  main  holding  by  the 
tail,  endeavouring  to  prevent  the  ingress  of  piggy  mamma,  who^  sum- 
moned by  the  cries  of  ner  progeny,  was  rushing  to  the  rescue. 

Slowly  I  turned  the  key;  the  bolt  sprung,  out,  for  the  life  of  me,  I 
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could  not  shoot  it :  there  it  hung,  aa  it  were,  on  half-cock ;  and  there  I 
was  obliged  to  leave  it,  satisfied  that,  if  the  robber  attempted  to  come 
out,  the  shooting  back  of  the  bolt  would  give  us  ample  warning.  I  with- 
drew quietly,  not  having  made  the  sliglitest  noise,  and  joined  the  party 
below,  who  were  anxiously  awidting  me.  Having  reported  progress,  the 
next  thing  we  did  was  to  station  Helen  at  the  top  of  the  staircase  as  a 
look-out,  to  g^ve  us  timely  warning.  Jim  the  Boots  soon  brought  three 
or  four  large  meat-skewers,  and,  bending  the  point  of  one  of  these 
about  an  inch  and  a  half,  he  went  to  work,  as  my  friend  observed,  like  a 
man  who  properly  understood  his  business. 

The  first  lock  he  quickly  sprung,  but  the  second  was  a  teaser ;  Boots 
ianocently  enough  remarking,  that  it  it  was  the  hardest  lock  to  pick 
"  he  ever  see'd." 

Our  patience  was  well-nigh  exhausted ;  but  still  the  lock  resisted  all 
Jim's  efforts.  Skewer  after  skewer  was  tried,  but  without  effect;  at  last, 
the  operator  making  a  final  effort,  away  sprung  the  lock  with  a  '*  click." 
Hush! 

In  that  interesting  moment,  down  the  staii'case  Helen  came  Hying 
like  a  fairy,  and,  with  the  hurried  ejaculation  of  ^'  He's  coming !"  vanished 
from  our  sight. 

Ostler  and  Boots  qmckly,  but  noiselessly,  followed  her  example ;  in 
their  haste  taking  with  them  the  only  light,  leaving  us  in  total  darkness. 
There  was  but  little  time  for  deliberation;  and  in  a  second  after  the  chamber- 
maid's startling  announcement  had  been  niade,  my  friend,  the  hostess, 
and  myself  had  gained  the  bar  just  in  time  to  close  the  door  quietly  ere 
the  stranger  had  revealed  himself.  Peeping  over  the  curtain  of  the  bar 
door,  we  perceived  a  light  flickering  at  the  top  of  the  staircase,  which, 
l»rightening  as  he  who  bore  it  advanced,  presented  to  our  gaze  the  figure 
of  a  taU,  dark-looking  man  in  a  dressing-gown ;  in  one  hand  he  carried 
I  candlestick,  in  the  other  a  pistol !  Not  a  sound,  not  a  breathing  was 
beard  amongst  us  as  the  owner  of  the  chest  descended  the  stairs. 
Pau^g  for  a  moment  when  he  had  reached  the  entrance  to  the  bar,  he 
devated  the  candle  to  examine,  as  far  as  the  light  would  penetrate,  the 
place  where  we  were  ensconced;  then  slowly  descending  three  or  four 
steps  more,  he  again  raised  the  light,  and,  shading  it  with  the  palm  of  his 
hand,  threw  its  glare  along  the  spacious  hall.  With  breathless  attention 
we  watched  his  every  movement,  not  daring  to  utter  a  single  whisper. 
Fortunately  the  chest  had  been  lef);  in  its  original  position.  Having  cast 
t  look  upon  it,  and  apparently  satisfied  that  all  was  right,  he  gave  one 
more  glance  at  the  bar,  and  then  slowly  retired.  As  he  reascended  the 
stairs,  every  step  seemed  to  take  a  weight  from  our  hearts ;  in  less  than 
half  a  minute  ne  was  gone ;  we  heard  him  moving  gently  along  the 
gsDery,  followed  by  the  closing  of  his  bedroom  door. 

As  in  the  tragedy  of  "  Macbeth,"  where,  in  the  opening  scene  of  the 
third  act,  the  witches  appear  on  the  blasted  heath  severally  emerging 
from  all  parts  of  the  stage,  slowly  drawing  towards  the  centre,  the  weird 
Bisters  beckoning  to  each  other  in  a  very  mysterious  manner,  when  the 

fint  witch  sings, 

Speak,  sister,  speak;  is  the  deed  done? — 

to  WIS  a  similar  scene  enacted  by  us  after  the  disappearance  of  the 

ii^jsterious  stranger. 

Sbwly  each  ventured  forth  from  his  hiding-place,  and  noiselessly  crept 

TOL.  xcc  L 


106  AX  ADTENTURE  AT  A  YILLAGK  INN. 

xDto  the  darkened  hall ;  a  candle  soon  glimmered  in  the  darkness,  and  hunuH 
shadows  appeared.  Exchanging  whispers,  we  approached  a  comraoi 
centre — namely,  the  plate  ch^ — and  the  shadows  soon  resolved  them 
selves  into  chambermaid,  boots,  ostler,  hostess,  mj  firiend,  and  mvs^ 
and  again  we  stood  by  the  mysterious-looking  box.  After  a  brief  coo 
sultation,  and  a  general  agreement  that  all  was  right,  Jim  qoickl 
dropped  upon  his  knees,  my  friend  holding  the  small  flickering  light 
and  the  rest  of  ns  anxiously  awaiting  a  sight  of  the  vast  treasure  abov 
to  be  revealed  to  as. 

Slowly  Jim  raised  the  lid. 

^  Hush!  hark  I"  whispered  the  chambermud,  startling  us  all  ag^ain. 

We  listened ;  all  was  still  as  death. 

**  Go  on,  Jim ;  all  right" 

Jim  put  in  his  hand ;  there  was  a  rattle. 

*'  Silver  spoons,  so  help  me— ,"1  said  Boots,  in  a  low  tone,  which  im 
plied  there  was  more  behiud,  handing  about  a  couple  of  dosen  of  tibi 
articles  he  had  named  out  of  the  chest. 

"  WeU,  what  else  ?" 

"  A  flute." 

«  God  bless  me !"  articulated  Mrs.  Jeffries.     «  What  else  ?" 

«  A  tea-caddy." 

*'  A  tea-caddy  !**  repeated  all  of  us,  in  amazement. 

**  And  all  the  rest  is  books,"  said  Jim. 

**  Books !  what  sort  of  books  ?"  I  inquired,  beginning  to  be  rathe 
nervous. 

The  Boots  handed  up  one  of  the  volumes,  and  opening  it,  by  thi 
solitary  light  I  found  it  was  a  work  on  the  law.  He  handed  me  ii| 
another ;  it  was  of  a  similar  character.  Another  and  another ;  they  wen 
all  alike—''  Coke  upon  littkton." 

''  Oh  law  r*  exclaimed  the  hostess,  in  great  alarm. 

''Here's  a  dilemma!*'  said  I.  "Tis  pretty  plain  that  we've  been 
picking  the  locks  of  a  lawyer*s  box !" 

It  was  amusing  to  see  the  anxiety  each  and  aU  displayed  to  replace  dif- 
ferent articles  as  we  found  them,  which  was  soon  effected ;  but  to  loel 
the  chest  again  we  found  to  be  impossible.  Ekush  one  stared  alarmedl} 
at  the  other,  seeking  counsel  and  consolation  in  vain.  Magistratea 
warrants,  parish  constables,  county  prisons,  and  actions  at  law  alone  sug- 
gested themselves  to  us  in  our  trepidation.  The  best  conclusion  Wi 
could  come  to  was  not  to  breathe  a  word  of  the  adventure,  but  let  mattea 
take  their  own  course ;  and  with  this  resolve,  blessing  all  lawyers,  ^m 
eeverally  sought  our  rooms. 

It  was  late  the  following  morning  when  I  made  my  appearance  bekywi 
when  I  immediately  entered  the  bar,  to  learn  if  aught  had  transpirad 
relative  to  the  strange  visitor  and  his  chest.  The  first  person  I  met  was 
mine  host 

"Good  morning,  sir! — good  morning!  Well,  this  is  a  sad  piece  d 
business,  isn't  it  ?'*  ouoth  Jeffries. 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  said  I — "  the  result  of  strong  curiosity ;  and  I  supposi 
our  peeping  must  be  paid  for." 

"  reeping  or  no  peeping,''  he  rejoined,  "  here's  two  men  in  the  houae^ 
guarding  back  and  front." 

"  The  devil  there  is !"  said  I ;  "than  he  most  hftve  gone  to  work  early. 
Does  he  know  us?" 
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"No ;  he  sud  nothing  to  any  one,  but  went  about  it  very  quietly/* 

"  Humph !     Matters  begin  to  look  very  unpleasant,''  said  I. 

"Very,"  rejoined  Jeffries;  adding,  "it  is  a  very  unpleasant  occur- 
reoee  to  me,  for  the  duke  may  be  offended  with  my  allowing  him  to  stay 
liere." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  for  that,  Jeffries,"  sud  I,  "  and  will  take  measures 
to  exonerate  you  from  all  blame ;  but  I  don't  see  what  the  duke  has  to 
do  with  it." 

"  Enough  to  do  with  it,  I  should  think,  when  he  almost  frightened  him 
to  death  early  this  morning." 

•'  Frightened !     Frightened  by  whom  ?" 

"  Why,  by  this  chap,  to  be  sure." 

"  What  the  d — 1  are  you  talking  about  Jefiiies,"  said  I,  quite  bewildered. 
^  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  the  lawyer  has  frightened  the  duke?" 

"  I  don't  know  about  his  being  a  lawyer,  or  what  the  d — 1  he  is,  but  he 
made  his  way  into  the  duke's  bedroom  this  morning,  and  laid  claim  to 
nothing  more  nor  less  than  the  estates.  His  grace  hallooed  out  for  assist- 
inoe,  ine  servants  rushed  in  and  secured  him,  and  have  taken  from  him  a 
brace  of  loaded  pistols." 

"  Oh,  indeed,  *  said  I,  beginning  to  breathe  more  freely ;  ^^then  there 
is  nothing  siud  about  opening  a  chest?" 

"  Opening  what  chest?"  inquired  mine  host,  with  a  puzzled  look. 

I  now  discovered  that  Jeffries  was  totally  ignorant  of  our  night's  ad- 
Tenturey  which,  after  relating  to  him,  we  proceeded  more  closely  to  ex- 
smine  the  box,  that  we  might  ascertain  who  this  cldmant  to  the  duke's 
estates  could  be,  Jeffries  stating  that  his  insanity  was  beyond  a  doubt. 
We  fband  little  or  nothing  in  the  box  to  throw  light  on  the  subject,  a 
name  alone,  without  any  address,  appearing  on  the  fly-leaf  of  one  of  the 
books.  I  now  perceived  that  the  inn  was  surrounded  by  keepers,  who  had 
received  strict  orders  not  to  lose  sight  of  the  tall  stranger  should  he  agaia 
issue  forth. 

After  breakfast,  as  I  stood  at  the  hall  door,  the  cause  of  all  our  anxiety, 
sod  proprietor  of  the  mysterious  chest,  joined  me,  and  entered  freely  into 
coDvezsation.  His  appearance  was  gentlemanly,  his  manners  pleasing^ 
and  he  conversed  very  intelligibly  upon  a  variety  of  subjects,  until  we 
touched  upon  the  subject  of  game,  and  the  abundance  of  it  on  the  D 
estate.  He  then  became  excited,  and  assured  me  that  it  was  his  inten- 
&in  to  destroy  the  g^me  altogether  immediately  he  came  into  possession. 
Whilst  we  were  conversing,  a  chaise  drove  up  to  the  door  containing  two 
gentlemeD,  who  proved  to  be  the  &ther  and  brother  of  the  lunatic  The 
rest  is  soon  told.    From  his  relatives  we  learned  that  our  mad  visitor  was 

by  profession  a  solicitor,  practising  in  L ,  and  had  unfortunately  be- 

Qome  subject  to  the  strange  hallucination  of  his  being  the  rightful  heir  to 

tbeD dukedom.     The  moment  he  had  been  missed  from  his  house, 

our  informants,  whose  conjectures  as  to  the  course  he  would  take  had 
brtunately  proved  correct,  had  posted  after  him  immediately. 

After  dinner  the  unfortunate  one  accompanied  his  friends  very  quietly 
on  thor  way  home.  -  We  were  all,  of  course,  not  sorry  to  witness  ms  depar- 
tore;  and  to  ns  in  particular  who  were  concerned  in  opening  the  mystenous 
^mt,  as  very  satisfactory  indeed  was  regarded  the  termination  of  the 
'' Adventuie  at  the  Village  Inn." 
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AN  HISTORICAL  BOMAKCE. 

Chapter  XXII. 

Had  not  the  manner  of  Lancelot  de  Brederode  been  such  as  to  con- 
vince Arkel,  who  knew  him  well,  that  Paul  was  a  personage  of  no  small 
importance  in  the  eyes  of  that  wild  youth's  father,  the  grave  courtesy  of 
Count  Henry  could  leave  no  doubt  on  the  subject  upon  his  mind;  and  it 
was  with  no  small  pride,  natural  in  one  so  inexperienced,  that  he  remem- 
bered it  was  througn  his  means  so  valuable  an  addition  had  been  made  to 
the  confederacy.  He  was  ignorant  how  often,  and  how  soon,  when  an  lum 
is  reached,  the  means  by  which  it  is  attained  are  forgotten.  Luckily  for 
the  duration  of  his  illusions  on  this  head,  the  illustrious  name  which  be 
bore  was  sufficient  to  ensure  him  the  respect  and  flatteries  of  any  party, 
notwithstanding  his  own  deficiencies. 

Paul  felt  interested  in  no  ordinary  degree  in  coming  in  contact  with  a 
man  whose  other  faults  he  willingly  overlooked  for  the  soke  of  his  firm 
adherence  to  the  persecuted  faith.  Boldness  and  endurance  were  the 
chief  qualities  of  Brederode*s  mind.  By  them  alone  had  he  risen  to  be 
chief  of  a  party,  for  he  was  not  otherwise  qualified  for  so  difficult  a  posi- 
tion. These  are  generally  so  powerful  in  tlieir  effects,  that  they  involun- 
tarily command  respect,  even  when,  as  in  Brederode's  case,  they  are  not 
accompanied  with  many  other  merits.  One  glance  at  Paul  enabled  the 
experienced  man  of  the  world  to  ascertain  what  sort  of  character  he  had 
to  deal  with,  and  that  many  words  would  be  thrown  away  if  they  did  not 
actually  interfere  with  the  effect  he  wished  to  produce.  Ilis  address  was, 
therefore,  couched  in  a  manner  likely  to  produce  a  favourable  impression 
on  a  Fleming.  It  was  blunt  and  soldier-like,  but  not  rude ;  equally  free 
from  the  ceremonious  exaggeration  imported  into  the  Netherlands  by  the 
Spaniards,  and  from  the  insolence  with  which  they  invariably  treated  those 
whom  they  considered  as  inferiors. 

"  I  understand  that  my  young  friend  here,"  said  he,  pointing  to  Arkel, 
when  Lancelot,  in  obedience  to  a  sign  from  his  father,  had  left  the  room; 
'*  I  understand  my  young  friend  here  was  not  able  to  afford  you  all  the 
information  you  desire  before  actually  consenting  to  make  one  of  us,  and 
that  you  wisn  to  obtain  from  me  personally  more  explicit  details.  Is  this 
statement  correct  ?'* 

"  Perfectly  so,**  replied  Paifl,  "  except  in  one  particular.  It  is  not  for 
my  individual  satisfaction  that  I  am  so  cautious,  but  for  that  of  the 
Lutherans  in  Antwerp,  who  have  reposed  a  trust  in  me  at  the  present 
crisis  which  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  justify  by  as  much  prudence  as  I  can 
possibly  command." 

"  What  is  it  you  more  particularly  desire  to  know?" 

"  Everything,  my  lord,"  said  Paul,  blimtly.  "  Not  that  I  mistrust  this 
young  gentleman's  veracity,  but  his  statements,  unknown  to  himself,  may 
be  incorrect;  at  any  rate,  they  are  unsatisfactory  and  limited/' 
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**  Has  he  not  told  you  that  the  aim  of  our  association  is  to  obtain  from 
the  king,  if  possible,  by  fair  but  firm  representations,  liberty  of  conscience, 
the  aboHtion  of  all  religious  persecution,  under  whatever  specious  name  it 
may  haye  been  introduced — ^inquisition— -decrees  of  the  council  of  Trent — 
it  matters  not  what?  All  these  innovations  are  equally  illegal  and 
oppressive,  and  we  are  bound  to  resist  them.  This  is  the  substance  of  our 
request,  though,  of  course,  conveyed  in  humble  language,  such  as  one  can 
alone  use  in  addressing  princes.  But,  methiuks,  every  child  in  the 
Netherlands  knows  this  by  this  time."  And  as  Brederode  spoke,  an 
impatience  which  he  could  not  control  betrayed  itself  in  bis  voice  and 
looks. 

"  True,  my  lord,"  said  Paul.  "  Were  not  this  perfectly  understood, 
vherefore  should  thousands  have  gathered  together  at  the  very  first  notice 
of  your  presence  within  these  walls,  and  have  hailed  it  as  that  of  a 
deliverer  ?  But  the  public  rumours  about  the  late  occurrences  at  Brussels 
are  too  vague  and  contradictory  to  be  in  any  way  relied  upon.  What 
was  the  r^;ent*8  answer  to  the  request?" 

**  Why,"  said  Brederode,  cheerfully,  "  we  may  consider  our  triumph  as 
partly  achieved.  The  duchess  evidently  stands  in  no  small  fear  of  us,  and 
what  we  have  already  obtained  from  her  may  well  embolden  us  to  expect 
more  from  the  king." 

"This  is  joyful  news,  indeed,"  said  Paul,  whose  brow  gradually  cleared 
as  Brederode  spoke.     *'  What  has  the  duchess  granted?" 

''  Miich ;  you  shall  hear  and  judge,'*  said  Brederode.  ^*  She  observed,  and, 
indeed,  not  without  some  show  of  reason,  that  she  had  it  not  in  her  power 
to  abolish  anything  within  these  provinces  without  the  king's  consent, 
being  the  minister,  not  the  guide  of  his  will ;  but  that  what  she  could  do 
she  would.  She  promised  to  suspend  all  religious  aggressions  of  what 
kind  soever  throughout  the  land,  until  such  time  as  the  king,  having  had 
the  case  duly  set  before  his  eyes,  both  by  herself  and  others^  should  decide 
upon  what  were  most  fitting  to  be  done." 

"  Grave  she  her  word  upon  this?"  inquired  Paul. 

''  Not  only  was  this  her  written  answer  to  our  petition,  but  she  sent  us 
later  her  counseller  Assonville,  and  Berty,  her  secretary,  to  show  us  copies 
of  the  letters  she  was  about  to  send  to  the  chief  authorities,  civil  and 
religious,  of  the  different  towns  in  the  Netherlands,  forbidding,  hence- 
forth, in  matters  of  opinion,  all  inquiries,  fines,  confiscations,  incarcera- 
tions— ^indeed,  all  grave  punishments — until  the  king  shall  have  otherwise 
decided." 

"  This  is  more  than  I  dared  to  expect !"  exclaimed  Paul.  ''  And  has 
the  regent  made  no  reservation  in  this  judicious  measure?" 

"  She  were  not  herself,"  said  Arkel,  laughing,  ''if  she  had  not  left  her- 
self some  loophole  to  creep  out  of  in  case  of  need." 

Brederode  appeared  for  a  moment  embarrassed,  whilst  Paul,  fixing  his 
keen  grey  eyes  searchingly  upon  him,  rejoined, 

**  Is  it  indfeed  so,  my  lord?" 

"Why,  not  exactly,"  said  Brederode,  somewhat  hesitatingly;  "the 
cknse  she  adds  seems  but  fair  and  natural  after  all;  these  orders  are  to 
be  strictly  adhered  to,  except  in  case  of  unforeseen  disorders  and  acts  of 
aggression.  But  such  are  to  be  submitted  to  her  own  direct  cogpuzance, 
*nd  that  of  the  privy  council ;  so  you  see,  on  the  whole,  we  have  been 
fiirfy  dealt  by." 
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''Yerj,"  said  Paul,  emphatically;  "  Crod  grant  that  thif  sueoess  may 
last — that  our  joy  be  not  premature." 

*'  We  have  every  reason  to  hope,"  replied  Brederode.  "  Bendes  her 
own  statement  of  the  present  comudon  of  the  Netherlands,  upon  which  it 
were  folly  to  reckon  too  implicitly,  she  is  about  to  send  two  envoys 
to  Spain  to  represent  our  griefs,  and  the  evils  which  may  arise  if 
they  be  not*  redressed.  The  Lords  of  Berghe  and  Montigny,  ehoeen  for 
this  purpose,  belong  to  our  party  and  faith,  and  can,  therefore,  be  fully 
trusted.     They  start  on  this  mission  in  a  very  shcMrt  time." 

"  When  will  they  return — or  will  they  ever?'*  said  Paul,  with  a  look 
expressive  of  doubt. 

"  The  Count  of  Egmont  went  and  returned,"  observed  Brederode. 

^  Once,"  said  Paul;  *'  who  knows,  had  he  tried  a  second  time,  if  it  would 
have  been  thus  ?" 

''  Nay,  we  must  not  mistrust  tlie  honour  of  the  king,**  said  Brederode. 

'' '  Put  not  thy  faith  in  princes,'  are  words  that  stand  written  in  the 
book  of  wisdom,  that  the  wise  may  be  warned,"  rgoined  Paul,  dryly. 

*^  As  it  is  not  we  who  incur  the  risk,  and  those  who  do,  take  it  willingly 
upon  themselves,  I  see  no  reason  why  we  should  not  rejoice  at  a  measure 
nom  which  good  is  so  likely  to  accrue  to  our  cause." 

"  You  are  right  in  the  main,  my  Iprd,"  said  Paul,  with  a  sigh.  ^'  But 
these  gentlemen,  who  devote  themselves  thus  recklessly  for  the  g^eral 
good,  are  held  in  high  esteem  by  all  who  know  how  to  honour  the  nobi- 
lity of  deeds  and  character  as  well  as  that  of  ancestry." 

Arkel  perceived,  by  a  sudden  change  in  the  countenance  of  Brederode^ 
that  there  was  something  in  the  feelings  expressed  by  the  merchant  that 
grated  on  his  ear,  and  he  hastened  to  remove  the  impression. 

''  The  king  will  not  touch  a  hair  of  their  heads,  for  he  knows  the 
country  would  rise  in  arms  to  avenge  them." 

**  And,  my  lord,"  said  Paul,  "  if  the  king  receive  not  favouraUy  the 
representations  of  these  noblemen — if  he  refuse  to  ratify  the  written 
promises  of  the  regent,  or  any  of  the  recent  transactions,  what  then? 
Are  you  prepared  for  this  emergency?" 

"  Methinks  your  unwillingness  to  foresee  any  other  but  an  un£sToarable 
issue  to  our  endeavours,  argues  that  you  merchants  and  Lutherans  of 
Antwerp  are  not  over  anxious  to  avail  yourselves  of  a  more  favouraUe 


one." 


*'You  wrong  us,"  said  Paul,  coc^y;  '^we  are  ready  to  buy  with 
millions,  should  it  be  necessary,  the  lenity  of  our  sovereign,  or  rather,  I 
should  say,  his  adherence  to  the  oaths  he  has  so  solemnly  vowed.  But 
the  merchants  of  Portogal  have  already  resorted  in  yain  to  similar 
measures;  and  we,  too,  I  fear,  shall  find  tnem  fruitless.  The  Duchess  of 
Parma,  alas !  will  never  enact  tlie  part  of  the  Queen  of  Hungary  to  these 
unhappy  lands !     We  must  look  for  the  worst,  my  lord." 

*'  Well,"  said  Brederode,  "  I  do  not  see  why  that  need  cast  us  down. 
The  money  you  seem  so  ready  to  fling  at  his  feet  to  obtain  a  boon,  might 
be  used  to  force  concessions  from  him.  Mercenary  troops  are,  sometimes, 
more  efficient  in  similar  enterprises  than  native  ones.  What  is  gold? — a 
paltry  substance,  aflter  all,  if  it  could  not  be  made  the  means  of  a<^iieving 
the  heart's  desire ;  I  mean,  when  that  desire  is  after  g^eat  and  just  things." 
This  clause  seemed  inspired  by  the  slight  but  perceptible  smile  that  curled 
for  an  instant  Arkel's  lip  as  he  heard  the  spendthrift  noble  speak  so  lightly. 
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cf  Am  SMtel  wUcb  his  Matener  was  likelj  to  fiitiiiMite  §o  di£Eereiitlj. 
**TIhi^*'  eontmued  Brederadey  ^  what  with  your  monej,  our  extended 
eoonezions  with  the  Protestants  of  France  and  Germany,  the  good-wiU 
of  all  Catholics  who  love  liberty,  and  the  noble  and  illustrious  names  we 
have  already  enrolled  among  us,  if  the  merchants  and  Protestants  of  the 
eoauiiercial  aties  will  unite  with  us,  methinks  we  shall  be  strong  enough 
to  fiirm  a  banier  between  our  country  and  its  foreign  oppressor.  But 
thea,"  continued  he,  afiter  a  momentary  pause,  wluch  neither  of  his 
lirteoen  diose  to  fill  up,  "  money,  you  see,  is  the  mainspring  of  all,  and 
■KMMy  18,  unfortunately,  the  very  thing  we  most  lack.*' 

''That,"  said  Paul,  with  dedsion,  '<  we  are  able  and  willing  to  proyide, 
'i£  asBored  of  its  being  applied  to  useful  ends." 

^  Of  coarse,  of  course,"  replied  Brederode,  with  a  smile.  ''  We  ask 
none  to  act  blindly — that  were  requiring  too  much,  perhaps.  Is  there  any* 
tfaing  more  vou  would  know,  Master  van  Meeren?" 

''I  am  amid  I  must  draw  still  more  largely  on  your  patience,  my 
kad,"  said  Paul,  modestly,  ''  for  there  are  yet  some  points  on  which  I 
&el  aBzioufl." 
Tor  instance?" 

''Did  the  regent  give  the  confederates  any  promise  of  persons! 
leeuity,  in  case  the  king  were  not  to  g^nt,  or  even  to  approve  of  their 
demands  P' 

"  None^  I  am  forced  to  confess.  We  have  repeatedly  entreated  that 
she  would  admit  by  word  of  mouth,  if  not  by  writing,  that  we  were 
flMreiy  acdng  with  a  view  to  the  king's  interest,  and  in  his  service — a 
&ct  which  we  might  well  plead,  considering  we  place  ourselves  between 
las  anger  and  the  irritation  of  the  people; — but  we  could  obtain  nothing 
of  her  bat  eva^ve  answers,  the  value  of  which  she  well  understands  on 
iH  occasioiis  of  difficulty.  '  Time,'  she  said,  '  would  show  what  was  our 
real  aim — she  had  no  means  of  judging;'  and  much  more  to  the  same 
porpose.'* 

"  But  what  said  her  eye  and  frown?*'  inquired  ArkeL  '^  They  speak 
plainer,  often,  than  her  lips." 

"  They,  certainly,  boded  us  no  good :  we  cannot  flatter  ourselves  in 
that  respect" 

"  The  king  will  call  you  rebels,"  said  Paul,  calmly ;  "  but  that  you 
have  doobtless  foreseen?" 

"  Not  exactly,"  sud  Brederode ;  ''  nor  do  I  yet  feel  willing  to  believe 
it  Our  petition  was  at  first  couched  in  most  imprudent  tones;  but  the 
Friooe  of  Orange  carefully  revised  it,  and  as  he  returned  it  to  us,  and  we 
presented  it»  I  think  nothmg  could  be  more  guarded." 

"  Is,  then,  the  Prince  of  Orange  all  that  we  have  dared  to  hope  ?"  ex- 
daiaiied  Paul,  thrown  off  his  guard  by  the  spell  of  that  name.  "  Oli ! 
then,  indeed,  are  the  Flemings  saved,  and  the  Netherlands  have  a  father 
to  guides  not  a  tyrant  to  crush  them.*' 

*'  You  anticipate  somewhat  too  rashly  on  what  the  future  may,  nay, 
doubtless  will  bring  to  pass,*'  said  Brederode.  *'  Tiie  prince  is  not  openly 
om;  hot  through  his  brother.  Count  Louis,  and  other  indirect  channels, 
he^  in  great  measure,  guides  us.  That  his  secret  feelings,  prepossessions, 
and  even  interests,  bind  him  to  our  party,  who  can  doubt  ?*' 

"All  Belgium  looks  up  to  him  with  hope  and  confidence," replied 
^aU,  earnestly,  *'  especially  we  men  of  Antwerp,  who  reflect  with  pride 
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upon  his  being  our  hereditary  viscount.  If  we  had  but  the  slightest 
assurance  of  lus  real  sentiments  and  views  in  this  affair,  it  would  be  of 
great  effect." 

**  I  can  give  you  proofs,*'  said  Brederode,  "  if  that  be  all ;  but  we  will 
wait  for  a  more  convenient  moment.  Half  of  his  good  town  of  Breda— 
and  it  contains  men  of  no  trifling  merit — and  half  of  Bois  le  Due  adhere 
to  us  boldly,  the  other  half  more  covertly.  The  same  may  be  said  of 
Maestrich,  and  numberless  other  towns.  You  see.  Master  van  Meeren, 
how  matters  stand.  I  have  neither  embellished  nor  concealed  anything. 
I  have  owned,  firankly,  our  deficiencies  and  insecurity,  our  need  of  pecu- 
niary assistance,  and  shown,  likewise,  the  possibility  there  is,  when 
peculiar  circumstances  render  it  advisable,  of  becoming  one  of  us  without 
proclaiming  it  to  the  world.  Our  young  friend  here,"  said  he,  pointing 
to  Arkel,  "is  an  instance  of  this." 

''  Nay,*'  said  Paul,  smiling,  *^  I  have  not  the  same  good  reasons  to 
plead  for  secrecy.  I  cannot  yet  answer  for  those  who  have  deputed  me, 
my  lord ;  I  must  first  lay  all  1  have  this  day  learned  before  their  eyes, 
and  suffer  them  to  exert  their  own  judgment  freely  in  so  grave  a  matter.. 
But,  for  myself,  I  beg  to  take  the  binding  oath — to  devote  myself,  my 
fortune,  my  whole  energies,  without  reserve,  to  the  noble  cause  you  have 
embraced.  When  our  nobles  peril  their  long-descended  honours,  and 
life  itself,  unreservedly  for  the  common  weal,  we  merchants  should  not 
stand  back,  methinks,  but  stake  our  wealth,  the  only  thing  we  possess,  on 
the  same  cast** 

"Your  sentiments  are  worthy  of  a  coat-of-arras,**  said  Brederode, 
offering  his  hand.     "  Allow  me  to  drink  to  you  and  our  new  bond." 

The  count  approached  the  table  that  was  still  covered  with  the  frag- 
ments of  an  early  meal,  and  pouring  out  some  wine  for  himself  and  Paul, 
he  drank,  in  flattering  terms,  to  his  accession  to  their  community.  Paul 
replied  with  the  "  Vive  les  Gueux^^  that  was  already  the  rallying  word 
of  the  party  to  which  he  thus  irrevocably  pledged  himself. 

When  Paul  had  retired,  Brederode  thanked  Arkel  warmly  for  so  valu- 
able an  introduction. 

•    "  Your  prot6g6  is  worth  gold  in  every  sense  of  the  word,**  said  he, 
gaily. 

"  He  will  bring  hundreds  of  men  and  thousands  of  dollars  to  the 
cause,**  returned  Arkel,  triumphantly.  "  The  Protestants  of  Antwerp, 
especially  the  Lutherans,  have  unbounded  trust  in  him.** 

"  That  is  a  great  object  gained;  and  if  I  mistake  not  the  man,  bold 
yet  cautious,  enterprising  and  true,  he  is  admirably  calculated  to  perform 
the  arduous  task  of  emissary.  We  are  sadly  in  need  of  such.  All  in- 
formations should,  henceforth;  be  conveyed  by  word  of  mouth :  written 
documents  are  dangerous.  Margaret  of  Parma  will  despatch  a  whole 
swarm  of  spies  throughout  the  land.  In  important,  decisive  moments, 
this  man  will  prove  a  treasure.  Again  and  again  do  I  thank  you.  Ah ! 
young  man,  we  might  indeed  have  owed  you  more,  far  more  than  words 
can  tell.'* 

"  Nay  ;  let  me  stop  you  there,  Count  Henry,*'  said  Arkel,  resolutely. 
"  However  ardent  my  wishes  may  be  in  that  respect,  I  cannot — I  -dare 
not  make  any  attempt  of  the  kind  you  would  allude  to.  Time,  and  time 
only,  must  decide  that  point." 

"  We  will  trust,  then,  to  time — he  brings  all  things  about,  as  you  say," 
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replied  Brederode,  fEilling  back  into  his  habitual  manner,  which  had  almost 
been  changed  to  entreaty  in  the  few  last  words  he  had  spoken.  Bj-the- 
by,  I  understand  that  you  and  Lancelot  had  some  foolish  discussion  at 
Cuylemberg's  ?  That  hot-headed  boy  of  mine  is  always  getting  into 
mischief.     I  hope  you  bear  him  no  malice  ?" 

**  None  whatever,  I  assure  you,"  replied  Arkel,  frankly. 

"  That*s  right:  one  should  have  no  grudge  over  wine.  The  fiery  spirit 
of  the  grape,  when  added  to  our  own  hot  humours,  makes  us  often  foolish 
and  intractable.  But  you  are  a  generous  youth ;  you  have  it  from  the  stock. 
Now  let  us  to  the  otner  gentlemen,  who  liave  missed  us  long  enough.'' 

Chapter  XXIII. 

Van  Diest's  mode  of  progressing  did  not,  as  may  be  supposed,  bring 
him  in  any  contact  with  the  swift  Arabian  and  its  rider;  but  this  was  no 
matter  of  discomfiture  to  that  worthy,  who  trusted  to  his  own  sagacity 
for  finding  him  when  he  should  have  once  reached  Brussels :  '*  For, 
argued  he,  "  Chievosa  would  not  have  posted  away  thus  huniedly  if  he 
had  no  business  there — nay,  business  of  a  pressing  nature.  St.  Anthony ! 
my  holy  patron,  how  he  galloped  along !  A  good  burgher,  an  upright- 
minded  man,  would  have  broken  his  neck  twenty  times  for  one !  But, 
I  doubt  me,  Master  Chievosa's  honesty  will  never  run  him  into  such 
risks;  I  rather  think  the  contrary  quality  will  do  it  for  him.  However, 
sa  I  say,  business  cannot  be  transacted  in  an  hour,  of  whatever  nature  it 
be.  I  shall  always  arrive  in  time  to  sifb  it  out.  Cornelia  (he  had 
rather  disrespectfully  bestowed  on  his  easy,  well-fed  Flanders  mare  the 
name  of  the  Roman  matron),  Cornelia  hates  to  be  urged  one  jot  beyond 
her  usual  pace,  so  I'll  even  take  it  coolly."  And  coolly  enough  did  they 
take  it,  both  man  and  beast. 

Whenever  a  chance  traveller  crossed  Van  Diest's  path  whose  equip- 
ment did  not  bespeak  him  above  his  own  condition  of  life,  he  invariably 
accosted  him;  and  if  the  stranger  w^^  not  of  a  very  surly  disposition,  he 
would  be  sure  to  extract  from  him  some  information.  Gossip  being  essen- 
tially Van  Diest's  element,  such  meetings  were  sources  from  which  he 
derived  great  amusement;  and  important  indeed  must  have  been  the  cause 
that  could  have  induced  him  to  forego  them.  Nor  did  he  fail  to  stop  at 
every  place  of  entertainment  on  the  road,  as  much  for  the  sake  of  hear- 
ing what  every  one  might  have  to  relate,  as  for  creature  comforts,  which 
Van  Diest  by  no  means  disdained.  Cornelia  had  many  points  of  resem- 
blance with  her  master.  Every  tree  whose  boughs  were  within  reach, 
every  plot  of  grass  upon  the  road,  had  for  her  irresistible  attractions ;  and 
Van  Dicst  was  in  these  instances  the  most  indulgent  and  patient  of 
masters. 

Despite  all  these  delays,  the  widow  Van  Raden  had  the  unexpected, 
though  not  unusual,  gratification  of  seeing  her  old  friend  early  the  next 
morning.  She  was  not  in  the  happiest  mood  possible ;  for  a  severe  fit  of 
the  gout  had  of  late  confined  her  to  her  home;  a  circumstance  which,  of 
course,  did  not  soften  the  asperity  natural  to  old  age. 

"  How  now — alone,  my  good  dame?"  exclaimed  Van  Diest,  on  seeing 
her.     *'  Why,  it  is  charity  to  come  and  keep  you  company  awhile." 

"You  may  well  wonder  to  see  me  alone!"  replied  the  old  invalid, 
<{iieruloi]tly  ;  "  as  if  the  old  and  the  sick  had  ever  Mends  to  surround 
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them!  And  as  to  cfaaritj,  yoa  hmve  done  yoon^  a  small  one  in  comings 
here  to-day.  Trina  is  gone,  1  know  not  where  ^all  my  stock  of  good 
things  are  ffone  too,  and  I  hare  not  yet  prorided  fresh.*' 

<^  Oh!  rU  manage  to  do  with  what  you  have — anything  does  for  me^* 
ssud  Van  Diest,  good-hamouredly. 

"I  don't  know  that — I  don't  know  that,"  muttered  the  old  woman, 
ffKf[lfing  her  head  discontentedly ;  then,  eyeing  her  visitor  with  no  small 
portion  of  malice  through  her  spectacles,  she  added,  '^  There  is  plenty  of 
salt  fifih,  it  is  true,  and  salted  meats ;  but  as  to  pullets,  or  delicate  £nnts» 
I  have  none  in  the  house ;  no  g^reen  cheese  from  Friesland,  no  fredi  eggs 
to  make  your  favourite  dishes,  not  even  fresh  butter.  You  have  indeed 
come  at  the  wrone:  hour." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  persisted  Van  Diest;  "you  are  out  of  sorts  and  m 
pain.     Surely  the  preseoce  of  a  friend  must  be  a  com£art  to  you  ?" 

''  What^s  the  use  of  comforting  when  one  cannot  cure  ?"  grumbled  the 
widow,  still  unwilling  to  be  soothed. 

••  Have  you  not  tned  your  usual  remedies  ?"  inquired  Van  Diest,  sym- 
pathetically.    '<  Have  you  considted  no  neiffhbounng  barber  ?" 

*' Don't  speak  to  me  of  barbers!"  excUnned  the  aged  female,  with 
mat  indig^tion.  <*  Barbers,  indeed ! — they  ought  to  be  banged  for 
th«r  knaves'  tricks!' and  shame  upon  yoo,  Master  van  Diest,  for  spend- 
ing so  much  of  your  time  in  such  low  company.  Have  you  not  heard  of 
the  death  of  poor  Van  EIrp  ?" 

"« Van  Erp  dead !  I  knew  not  a  woid  of  it  Well,  that's  the  pleasure 
of  absence,  be  it  never  so  short ;  at  one's  return,  one  always  hears  some- 
thing new." 

"  I  suppose  you  will  call  it  a  pleasure  if,  when  you  next  come,  you 
hear  of  widow  Van  Raden's  burial  ?" 


"  That*s  quite  a  different  thing  again:  you  are  unfiur,  my  old  friend. 
But  pray  what  was  the  cause  of  Van  Erp^  death — was  it  the  gout  that 
kiUedhmi?" 

"  No;  it  was  the  barber.     You  shall  hear:  and  if  ever  I  trust  myself 

again  to Well,  it  doesn  t  matter ;  no  barber  shall  have  the  killing  of 

me,  that's  all.  You  see,  Celsus  the  Quack,  who  made  so  much  noise 
about  his  wonderful  cures,  more  especially  for  the  manner  of  them, 
gave  out  the  other  day  that  the  aspects  and  conjunctions  were 
most  favourable  to  the  healing  of  all  possible  maladies,  prindpally  the 
gout;  that  they  had  not  stood  thus  for  the  last  thirty  thousand  years, 
nor  would  prooably  reappear  for  as  many  more;  that  he  widied  all 
sufferers  from  podagra  would  assemble  at  his  house,  from  every  corner 
of  the  earth:  ^I  would,'  said  he,  ^so  deliver  them  of  their  pain,  that 
they  should  never  have  any  more  cause  for  groans  and  sigb  in  this 
world.'  He  explained,  that  although  this  benign  and  long  hoped-for 
aspect  was  not  in  our  zenith,  that  is,  above ;  nor  ^  tit  luterale  aUqmo  iigmOy 
that  is,  sideways ;  but  directly  in  the  '  nadir^*  which  means  beneath  us— 
I  remember  all  his  words;  I  learnt  them  by  heart  with  frequent  readiug 
— yet  this  circumstance  was  the  more  favourable  to  his  purpose,  as  the 
mysterious  agency,  in  its  passage  from  the  (^posite  surface  of  the  earth 
to  ours,  wouki  encounter  our  feet,  and  work  great  things  in  them  and 
us.  '  As  the  nutriment  of  trees  is  communicated  by  the  roots,'  said  he, 
'  so  might  the  spirit  of  life  be  invigorated  throufi;h  the  soles  of  our  feet; 
for,  were  the  aspect  in  the  aenith,  then  would  its  mfloence  most  infaUihly 
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ioLW  the  gout  from  the  feet  to  the  head,  which  would  be  no  gain  V 
Nine  o'clock  in  the  momingy  six  minutes,  two  seconds,  was,  he  asserted, 
the  time  when  the  aspect  would  be  in  its  fiill  force,  and  instantaneous 
and  radical  cure  might  be  effected  bj  means  of  one  single  little  stroke 
of  the  lanoet  Toung  Van  Els,  and  several  other  young  men,  went  I 
scarcely  know  why,  but  poor  Van  Erps,  though  bedridden  for  jean 
with  the  gouty  was  so  elided  with  this  news,  that  he  conoei?ed  himself 
made  young  again,  and,  in  spite  of  all  his  poor  housekeeper — and  she  is 
a  sensible  ereatore  in  her  way— could  say,  he  would  be  transported  to 
the  barber's  shop,  bed  and  all ;  '  For,'  said  he,  '  1  shall  not  return  in  the 
same  manner  as  I  go/    Nor  did  he,  poor  fellow;  but  he  little  guessed 

the  why. 

**  WeU,**  continued  the  old  woman,  not  a  little  soothed  by  the  deep 
attention  expressed  in  Van  Diest's  chioa-blue,  goggling  eyes,  ''no 
sooner  did  1  hear  of  this  than  I  thought  of  going  too — God  knows,  I 
lia^e  borne  my  con^laint  long  enough  to  wish  to  get  rid  of  it.  Triua 
kokily  suggested  that  I  had  better  wait,  and  see  if  the  miracle  were  to 
be  aooomplished.  1  argued,  that  I  was  not  likely  to  live  the  thirty 
tfiousand  years  that  must  go  by  before  this  rare  aspect  was  to  shine 
^|g;ain.  She  assured  me  the  barber,  to  her  certain  Imowledge,  was  at 
tunes  mistaken,  and  that  constellations  often  reappeared,  to  his  no  small 
wonder,  when  he  least  expected  them.  What  with  that — which,  after 
iD,  1  knew  to  be  true — and  my  being  too  much  in  pain  to  move,  I  was 
&bi  to  content  myself  with  watting  to  hear  what  the  brothers  Van  EUs — 
of  whom  you  must  know  one  is  Trina's  young  man — would  say  of  the 
matter.  It  would  seem  that,  upon  their  arriving,  the  apprentices  caused 
Peter  yan  £1z  to  stand  on  a  particular  spot  of  the  floor.  Then  each  posted 
himself  on  either  hand  of  him.  Another  couple  were  busied  in  preparing 
basin  and  lancet,  whilst  the  barber  himself  was  alternately  muttering 
and  mumbling  unintelligible  words  over  an  awful-looking  book,  whose 
leaves  he  was  eagerly  turning,  and  measuring,  in  a  gprave  and  anxious 
manner  with  the  compass,  a  large  heavenly  globe.  There  they  were, — 
just  think  of  it — what  a  critical  moment ! — ^Peter  van  Elz  between  the 
two  ampientioes;  all  three  as  still  as  if  ihej  had  been  cut  in  stone;  all 
the  other  people  in  the  room— £;>r  many  had  come,  as  you  may  well 
suppose,  some  to  be  healed,  but  more  to  see  the  wonder — with  their 
mouths  and  eyes  wide  open,  not  daring  to  stir,  for  Cmut  of  disturbing 
the  oipect  and  the  barW.      There  lay  Van  Erps  on  his  bed  in  the 


'<  Sancta  Maria!  had  I  but  been  there,"  sighed  Van  Diest.  "  But  I 
am  always  too  late — always  imfcntunate !  Fray  go  on.  Well,  Van  Erps 
in  his  bed  in  the  comer.'*' 

"  Well,"  continned  the  narrator,  "  the  lancets  having  been  sharpened 
on  the  steps  of  the  staircase — for  it  was  a  stone  one — the  'prentices  stood 
ready  prepared.  The  two  who  guarded  Peter  van  Els  held  him  by  the 
arms,  whDst  a  third,  on  his  knees  before  hiin,  held  the  instnunent  right 
o?er  the  vein  that  runs  to  the  end  of  the  great  toe.  Other  patients  were 
in  like  manner  surrounded  by  other  proficients  in  the  art»  whilst  Master 
Celsus  went  on  muttering  and  mumbling,  all  eyes  being  upon  him  the 
while.  Suddenly  his  brow  became  grave,  his  look  fixed,  and,  putting  his 
hands  Corth,  he  exclaimed,  '  Soon,  soon,  soon !'  then,  '  Strike,  strike  V 
aod  all  Uie  hmcets  were  struck,  and  blood  flowed  on  all  sides ;  upon 
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which  the  harher  exclaimed,  <  Good  people,  it  is  all  right,  I  see,  and  you 
are  saved !'  These  were  then  bandaged  up,  and  stools  provided  for  them. 
Van  Erps  and  a  couple  more  remained  to  be  operated  upon ;  so  Celsus 
returned  to  measure  the  globe,  and  turn  over  the  book,  to  find  out  when 
the  blessed  aspect  should  be  directly  under  the  feet  of  his  next  patients. 
After  a  short  time  he  again  shouted,  '  Now,  now,  now — strike !  strike !' 
As  Van  Erp's  gout  was  an  inveterate  ailing  of  long  standing,  he  ordered 
that  more  blood  should  be  extracted  from  him  than  from  the  others ; 
upon  which  the  poor  man  grew  paler  and  paler,  until  the  people  called 
out  to  Master  Celsus,  asking  whether  it  were  not  enough.  '  Let  it  flow,' 
said  he ;  'it  won't  hurt  him — let  it  flow.'  Again  he  turned  to  his  book 
and  globe,  and  again  the  people  reminded  him  that  the  man  was  getting 
weaker  and  weaker,  and  would  probably  die.  *  Nonsense,'  said  he ;  *  let 
it  flow  on,  1  say — it  is  merely  a  syncope— let  it  flow.*  Shortly  after,  the 
people  screamed  out  with  one  voice  that  he  was  dead.     '  Let's  see,'  siud 

Celsus  ;  and,  coming  near,  he  examined  him.     *  By  G ,  he  is  dead!' 

said  he — 'dead  as  a  rat!  May  God  comfort  him  ;  I  have  done  my 'Infest. 
The  cause  of  his  death  is  simple.  Not  standing  on  the  floor  ais  the 
others  did,  but  lying  on  a  bed,  the  aspect  could  not  work  its  influence  up 
his  feet — ^that's  clear.  Gentlemen,  I  wish  you  all  a  very  good  day !'  So 
saying  he  left  the  house,  and  shortly  afterwards,  as  it  has  since  come  to 
light,  the  town  itself." 

"  Whew !  what  a  mistake !"  exclaimed  Van  Diest.  "  Well,  to  be 
sure !  strange  things  happen  every  day." 

''  Ay,  but  not  cures  for  the  gout ;  that's  no  every-day  find,  I  can 
tell  you.'' 

"  I  know  but  of  one  remedy,"  said  Van  Diest,  **  and  that  is  patience, 
helped  by  a  s;roan  now  and  then.  This  was  our  great  emperor *s  favourite 
saying ;  surely  it  must  be  a  true  one." 

*'  Well,  if  the  emperor  thought  it  advisable  to  be  patient,  a  poor  old 
widow  like  me  should  not  grumble  too  bitterly ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  my 
good  master,  I  begin  to  feel  somewhat  better  since  you  have  been  here. 
Ah !  here,  in  good  time,  comes  Trina." 

At  that  moment  a  fine  bouncing  Flemish  girl  entered  the  room,  and 
greeted  Van  Diest  as  an  old  acquaintance.  iShe  was  a  distant  connexion 
of  the  widow  Van  Raden,  and  having  been  left  an  orphan  at  an  early 
age,  had  been  happy  to  accept  the  offers  of  her  aged  relative,  whom,  by 
dint  of  a  httle  humouring,  and  an  unalterable  placidity  of  temper,  she 
had  contrived  to  manage  completely,  and  so  to  ingratiate  herself  as  to 
be  the  acknowledged  heir  of  her  not  inconsiderable  property. 

"  Trina,  my  dear,"  continued  the  widow,  "let  us  have  something  as 
soon  as  possible.  Master  van  Diest  has  not  tasted  a  morsel  since  he 
entered  my  house.  Bring  us,  my  child,  the  green  cheese  that  I  lately 
got  from  Friesland,  with  an  eye,  you  know,  to  Master  van  Diest's  next 
visit,  and  the  Holland  butter,  and  uie  cold  pullet,  Trina,  that  was  laid  by 
in  the  buffet  but  yesterday." 

As  the  widow  enumerated  these  articles  one  by  one.  Van  Diest's  usual 
smile,  which  nature  had  so  indeUbly  stamped  upon  his  countenance, 
absolutely  expanded  into  a  bona  fide  grin  of  pleasure ;  widow  Van 
Raden  smiled  too,  but  this  time  it  was  good-humouredly.  She  enjoyed 
her  friend's  surprise,  for  she  had  merely  hinted  at  the  deficiency  in  her 
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Imrder  to  vent  a  passing  fit  of  spleen ;  but  talking  had  done  tbe  good  old 
dame's  heart  good,  and  Flemish  hospitality  soon  got  the  upper  band  in 
her  bo«om.  Trina  spread  upon  the  table  a  snow-white  linen  of  homespun 
thready  and  placed  upon  it  pewter  dishes  and  drinking  cups  bright  as 
nlyer ;  and  shortly  after  Van  Diest  was  partaking  contentedly  of  the 
dainties  set  before  him,  whilst  his  worthy  hostess  and  her  assistant  Hebe 
were  purveying  no  less  liberally  to  his  spiritual  wants.  Every  scrap  of 
scandal  was  carefully  raked  up  m  their  remembrance  for  his  particular 
amusement. 

"And  what  may  have  brought  you  here  this  time?"  inquired  t^e 
hostess,  after  she  had  poured  out  her  own  budget  of  news.  '*  There 
must  be  something  in  the  wind — some  new  fete,  or  another  entrance  of 
nobles  expected  in  Brussels,  which  I  have  not  yet  heard  of — for  I  well 
know  you  would  not  have  come  unless  you  had  some  such  motive  to 
bring  you." 

"  I  am  come  on  business  of  a  graver  nature,"  replied  Van  Diest,  sig- 
nificantly, suffering  his  hand  to  fall  gently  on  the  table,  and  inclining  his 
head  a  little  sideways  at  the  same  time — n  favourite  gesture  with  him  when 
he  meant  to  be  particularly  sagacious ;  but  the  widow  was  not  inclined  to 
be  contented  with  so  vague  a  reply. 

*•  Really,"  siud  she,  "  I  thought  you  never  meddled  in  business  of  any 
sort.     This  is  something  new  and  surprising." 

"  Oh!  it  isn't  the  sort  of  thing  you  mean,"  said  Van  Diest.  "  It  is  a 
Yery  mysterious  affair  indeed — very  mysterious.  There,  Miss  Trina, 
what  would  you  give  me  to  know  all  about  it  ?  Not  the  ring  Master 
van  Elz  is  to  give  you  shortly,  T\\  warrant." 

Catherine  laughed  and  blushed ;  but  the  widow  Van  Raden  was  not  to 
be  so  easily  put  off. 

"  So-o !"  said  she ;  "  that's  bad.  My  old  friend,  never  bum  your 
fingers  at  another  man's  candle.  That'll  never  do,  believe  me.  Mind 
my  words  whilst  you  may." 

"  Very  true,"  replie4  Van  Diest,  coolly  laying  down  the  empty  tankard 
which  he  had  just  drained ;  "  but  then  )rou  know  the  proverb, 

Wer  die  Nootse  will  hawen, 
Der  musst  sic  kfa&tn." 

"Ay;  but,  my  dear  old  friend,"  continued  the  widow,  "the  nut's 
sometimes  not  worth  the  cracking,  and  a  tooth  is  easily  broken." 

"  Cosa  /arCf  as  the  Italian  has  it,"  said  Van  Diest  And,  carelessly 
shrugging  his  shoulders,  he  rose  from  the  table,  and  approached  Trina, 
whose  fair  cheek  he  honoured  ^dth  a  paternal  pat.  "  My  search  is  not, 
after  all,  of  so  very  dangerous  a  nature.  The  young  maidens  of  Brussels 
would  be  my  best  guides  in  this  matter,  for  it  is  to  meet  a  handsome  young 
man  that  I  nave  come  all  the  way  from  Antwerp.  But  I  won't  ask  you, 
Trina,  if  you  have  seen  him,  perchance,  and  can  tell  me  where  to  find 
him  ;  for,  of  course,  your  eyes  and  ears  are  now  engaged  with  one,  and 
cue  only  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  replied  Trina,  coquettishly.  "  Tell  me  what 
jour  young  man  is  like,  and  I'll  tell  you  if  I've  seen  him." 

"  For  shame,  Trina !  And  you  a  bride  elect !"  exclaimed  the  old 
woman,  indignantly.     '*  When  I  was  your  age " 

"  You  were  everything  that's  good,  as  you  are  now/'  said  Van  Diest 
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^  1  say  it  without  flatteiy  to  you  and  offence  to  Trina — the  yery  prettiest 
girl  I  ever  saw." 

^<  Nonsense !"  exclaimed  the  pleased  widow.  <'  I  never  expected  yoOf 
Van  Diest,  would  hare  said  such  a  thing.  But  this  young  man,  what  is 
he  like?*; 

'  ^'  He  is  a  Spaniard,"  said  Van  Diest,  tapping  the  first  finger  of  his 
left  hand  with  the  first  finger  of  the  light,  preparing  to  enumerate  the 
diverse  properties  oF  the  object  of  his  search.  **  He  is  tall,  sfight,  and 
dark.  He  moves  with  the  ease  of  an  eel,  and  looks  as  proud  as  a  turkey- 
cock.  And,  moreover,  he  should  have  arrived  here  on  a  very  fine  barn, 
although  it  is  as  lik^y  he  may  have  entered  the  town  on  his  two  feet.** 

^'  Did  he  not  wear  a  large  soldier^s  cloak,  and  a  slouching  hat,  like  a 
German?" 

'*  Predsely.     Whence  know  you  that  ?**  my  pretty  maiden. 

"  Van  Elz  told  me  of  such  a  one,"  said  Trina,  eagerly.  •*  He  alighted 
yesterday  at  the  hostelry  opposite  Peter's  windows,  and  he,  his  mother, 
and  sisters,  were  all  struck  with  his  appearance.  When  Peter^s  mother 
asked  this  evening  his  name  of  the  good  woman  of  the  inn,  she  said  it  was 
Diego  Maya.     Is  that  the  name  ?" 

"No,"  said  Van  Diest ;  " but  possibly  it  may  be  the  person  for  all 
that.     Did  you  see  him  ?*' 

*^  I  did  not,"  said  the  girl,  "  but  Peter  van  EHx  did ;  and,  if  yon 
like " 

^^  Thank  yon.  J£  you  but  tell  me  the  name  of  the  hostelry,  it  is  all  I 
want" 

**ril  take  you  there  myself^"  said  Trina,  prompted  as  raudi  by 
curiosity  as  kindness,  ''  if  you  will  but  wait  an  instant,  till  I  have  thrown 
on  my  faille."     And  the  young  girl  tripped  out  of  the  room. 

"  Shall  you  find  the  young  man  yet  tliere  ?"  asked  the  old  woman,  still 
desirous  of  satisfying  her  curiosity  covertly. 

''It  is  very  likely  I  shall  not,"  answered  Van  Diest,  not  in  the  least 
ruffled  at  the  idea.  *^  He  is  very  rapid  in  his  movements.  I  should  not 
wonder  if,  by  this  time,  he  is  half-way  back  on  his  road  home." 

''  Jesu  Maria !  how  unconcerned  you  look  about  the  matter,  Master 
van  Diest !  Wliy,  you  have  the  queerest  way  of  hurrying  yourself  and 
of  catching  a  runaway  that  I  ever  Tbeheld." 

''  I  never  hurry  myself,"  replied  her  guest  '^  I  have  learned  that 
maxim  in  the  course  of  my  fishing  experiments.  Your  hasty  angler  never 
gets  a  bite." 

''  Fish !  That's  quite  another  thing.  But  men,  and  young  men  espe- 
cially  " 

"  The  difference  is  not  so  great  as  you  may  think,  my  good  dame. 
You  women  often  fail  in  catching  them  by  that  very  bad  policy  of  yours 
of  straining,  straining,  pulling,  pulling,  in  marvellous  haste  to  catch  the 
best ;  and  that's  one  reason  why  you  so  often  miss  the  game." 

«  But  if  you  don't  find  him,  what  then  ?" 

"  Oh,  that  need  not  distress  you.  If  I  don't  find  him  this  time,  I  will 
another.  It  comes  to  the  same.  It  will  only  afford  me  a  fresh  excuse 
to  come  and  trouble  you ;  and  as  long  as  1  find  a  kind  fnend,  green 
cheeses,  and  frothy  beer,  at  widow  Van  Raden's,  she  may  reckon  upon  me, 
and  not  owe  me  much  for  it  either.  But  here  comes  Trina,  ready  for 
the  walk;  so  adieu!" 
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Chapter  FV. 

Hastings  found  his  boat  hauled  up  on  the  beach,  and  two  men  tend- 
ing hen  It  was  a  ^ggy  night,  but  the  fog  was  somewhat  like  a  silvery 
feil^  so  that  it  could  not  be  called  daric ;  and  though  objects  at  a  distance 
were  shut  out  from  sight,  auythiug  near  could  easily  be  seen. 

The  boat  was  quickly  launched,  and  Hastings,  taking  his  seat,  steered 
in  the  direction  where  he  believed  his  cutter  was  at  anchor.  It  was  nO 
easy  matter,  however,  to  find  her,  and  he  was  unwilling  to  fire  a  musket 
to  attract  the  attention  of  those  on  board,  lest  it  should  warn  Dory  that 
he  was  already  in  search  of  him. 

**  How  £Eur  out  is  the  cutter  ?"  he  asked,  after  they  had  pulled  some 
wi^.  **  I  should  have  thought  by  this  time  that  we  ought  to  have  been 
a]<mgside." 

*'  So  should  I,  sir,"  answered  the  midshipman.  '*  We  steered  directly  for 
her,  Pm  certain.  I  thought  so !  I  see  her  now,  just  on  the  starl)oard 
bow.     We  kept  a  little  too  much  to  the  southward." 

^  If  that*s  the  Scourge,  she's  under  way,"  observed  Hastings,  as  they, 
drew  within  haiL     "  Scourge^  ahoy !" 

**  Ay,  ay,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Who  IS  that  hailing  ?*'  asked  the  lieutenant. 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir,"  was  the  reply. 

*'  Who  is  that  hailing,  I  ask  ?"  again  demanded  Hastings. 

''  Ay,  ay,  sir,"  was  still  the  only  answer  to  be  obtained. 

*'  Do  any  of  you  know  whose  voice  that  is  ?"  asked  Hastings  of  his 
boat's  crew. 

'^  It's  none  of  our  people,  sir,"  answered  the  coxswain.  ^'  I  don't 
think,  sir,  that's  the  Scourge  at  all.  She's  more  like  the  Daring^  sir, 
with  Dory  on  board  her.    If  she  was  our  cutter,  they'd  have  known  your 


voice." 


'^So  I  suspect,"  s£ud  Hastings.  '*  We'll  not  venture  alongside  till  we 
are  certain.     Who  has  the  middle  watch  ?" 

'^  Keep  off,  or  I  will  fire  into  you,"  was  the  answer  to  this  question, 
followed  immediately  by  the  discharge  of  a  musket. 

Before  half  a  minute  had  elapsed,  another  musket  was  fired  off,  directly 
an  the  larboard  beam. 

''  I  see  how  it  is,"  said  Hastings ; ''  that  rascal  is  the  Daring,  and  our 
pe(^le  £Eincied  that  the  musket  she  fired  was  a  signal  from  us.  It  has 
shown  us  the  whereabouts  of  the  Scourge,  at  all  events.  Give  way,  my 
lads." 

The  boat's  head  was  now  turned  to  the  southward,  and  in  a  short  time 
ano^ier  vessel  hove  in  sight.  They  pulled  up  towards  her  with  more 
caution  than  before. 

<<  What  boat  is  that  ?"  demanded  a  voice  from  on  board. 

*'  Scourge^**  replied  Hastings. 
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"  All  right,  sir,"  answered  the  voice.  And  the  commander,  recognis* 
ing  the  speaker,  steered  the  boat  alongside  his  own  vessel. 

As  soon  as  he  reached  the  deck,  he  ordered  the  hands  to  be  turned  up, 
the  anchor  to  be  weighed,  and  sail  to  be  made.  The  men  went  to  their 
duty  with  alacrity,  for  the  boat's  crew  soon  let  them  know  that  they  were 
close  to  the  vessel  of  the  noted  smuggler.  Jack  Dory,  and  might  be  any 
moment  engaged  with  her.  They  all  well  knew  the  character  of  her  com- 
mander, and  that  he  was  not  a  man  to  yield  without  a  desperate  struggle. 
Indeed,  as  the  Daring  was  larger  and  better  manned  than  their  own 
vessel,  it  was  not  likely  he  would  strike  without  fighting. 

"  We  shall  have  a  light  wind  off  the  land,  I  think,  before  the  morn- 
ing," observed  Hastings  to  his  chief  officer;  "and,  as  the  Daring  \% 
inside  of  us,  we  must  take  care  she  does  not  give  us  the  go-by." 

"  I  wish  we  had  daylight,  sir,"  replied  the  mate ;  "  it  would  then  be 
easy  enough  to  watcli  her ;  but  witn  this  thick  fog  it  is  impossible  to 
know  what  to  be  after.  The  worst  of  it  is,  till  we  are  fairly  under  way, 
her  people  will  know,  from  the  noise  we  make,  exactly  where  we  are, 
while  we  cannot  tell  where  they  are  getting  to." 

"  We  must  do  our  best,  at  all  events,  and  as  she  has  no  more  wind 
than  we  have,  she  cannot  get  far  from  us,"  said  Hastings.  *'  We'll  have 
the  boats  ready  to  tow  a-head." 

The  anchor  was  soon  run  up  to  the  bows,  and  the  sails  were  set,  bat  as 
yet  not  a  breath  of  air  filled  the  wide  field  of  canvas  spread  to  catch  it. 

"  Heave  the  lead,  and  let  it  rest  at  the  bottom,"  said  the  commander ; 
'*  we  will  see  if  she  drifts  much." 

The  lead  was  hove,  and  it  was  found  that  the  vessel  was  slowly  moving 
to  the  westward,  but  as  there  was  but  little  tide  in  that  part  of  West  Bay 
she  did  not  shift  her  position  much.  Everybody  was  on  the  look-out  for 
the  smuggler,  but  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  nor  did  any  noise  indicate 
that  he  was  near  them.  Full  preparation  was  made  to  give  him  a  hot 
salute  should  he  be  found;  the  guns  were  loaded,  run  out,  ammunition  was 
got  up,  and  boarding-pikes  and  small  arms  were  placed  in  readiness  on  deck. 
One  would  have  supposed  that  the  ship  of  a  foreign  enemy,  or  of  some 
desperate  pirate,  was  to  be  encountered,  rather  than  a  vessel  manned  by 
Englishmen — the  relations  and  friends  of  the  crew  of  the  kiiig^s  cruiser. 
Hastings  walked  the  deck  impatiently;  the  sea-air  and  the  excitement  gave 
him  a  strength  he  had  not  experienced  for  some  time,  and  he  hoped  to  gain 
credit  and  promotion  by  the  capture  of  the  noted  smuggler ;  yet  he  knew 
full  well  the  danger,  and  that  so  far  from  expecting  a  cheap  victory,  it 
would  be  a  bloody  and  hard-contested  one  at  the  best  Dory*s  vessel,  the 
Daring,  was  the  largest  and  fastest  cutter  then  in  existence.  She  measured 
upwards  of  two  hundred  tons,  and  was  of  great  beam  and  strongly  built. 
She  carried  four  guns  on  a  side,  besides  several  small  brass  swivels  which 
graced  her  quarters,  and  she  had  muskets  and  boarding-pikes,  not  to  speak 
of  pistols  and  cutlasses,  enough  to  arm  every  man  belonging  to  her,  and 
a  few  who  might  be  shipped  on  occasion,  or  required  to  aid  in  defending  a 
cargo  when  landing. 

His  crew  numbered  upwards  of  a  hundred  and  twenty  hands — bold 
fellows  all,  and  the  officers  he  had  under  him  were  of  great  trustworthiness 
and  experience,  stanch  to  him  and  themselves.  The  Daring  was  thus 
a  very  formidable  customer  to  deal  with,  and  few  revenue  cruisers  could 
compete  with  her  even  if  they  could  catch  her ;  indeed,  it  was  whispered 
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iliat  whenever  she  was  seen  shaping  a  course  for  an  English  port,  the 
king's  officers  thought  it  best  not  to  meddle  with  her. 

Dory  was  a  shrewd  fellow.  Half  the  number  of  guns  and  men  might  have 
enabled  him  to  contend  successfully  with  any  revenue  cutter  then  afloat, 
bathe  wished  to  carry  on  his  trade  in  peace,  and  had  no  fwcy  for  fighting, 
io  he  made  himself  so  formidable  that  no  one  had  any  wish  to  fight  with 
bim.  Fifty  or  sixty  pounds  a  week  was  a  large  per  centage  on  tbe  profits 
ef  his  trade,  but  he  considered  that  it  answered,  as  his  traffic  doubled  in 
ooaseqnence. 

Such  was  the  formidable  vessel  tbe  Scourge  was  now  about  to  encounter. 
Her  gallant  commander,  however,  thought  not  of  the  fearful  odds  opposed 
to  him;  his  duty  was  to  enforce  the  revenue  laws  by  the  capture  of  all 
Teasels  engaged  in  illicit  traffic,  and  to  that  class  there  was  no  doubt  the 
Daring  belonged.  His  officers  and  men  entered  into  his  feelings,  and 
were  as  eager  as  he  was  to  get  hold  of  the  smuggler.  Yet  their  crew  did 
aot  number  half  as  many  men,  and  tbeir  vessel  was  considerably  smaller. 
She  carried  but  six  guns,  of  less  weight  of  metal,  and  a  few  brass  swivels, 
though  her  people  were  in  all  respects  as  well  armed  as  the  smuggler's, 
with  a  consciousness,  also,  that  they  had  right  and  law  on  their  side.  The 
free-traders  knew,  that  if  they  fought  it  was  with  a  halter  round  their 
necks  should  they  at  any  time  f&U  into  the  power  of  the  laws.  Both 
mAcbea  were  on  deck  on  board  the  Scourge,  and  never  had  a  brighter 
look-out  been  kept.  Still,  not  a  breath  of  air  came  to  dissipate  the  thick 
fog  which  hung  over  the  sea ;  the  sails  hung  down  listlessly,  without  even 
flapping  with  impatience,  for  the  sea  was  so  calm  that  not  the  slightest 
motion  was  perceptible  on  board  the  vessel. 

Her  people,  meantime,  amused  themselves  with  low  whistles  to  smnmon 
the  reluctant  wind,  and  with  holding  up  their  fingers,  moistened  with 
their  lips,  to  discover  should  one  side  appear  colder  than  the  other,  whence 
the  wind  would  come.  An  hour  more  passed  in  uncertainty,  and  still  all 
was  calm.  There  was  no  use  towing  the  vessel  till  they  could  see  the 
smuggler,  for  that  might  only  lead  them  further  from  her.  At  last  a 
genUe  air  came  off  the  shore  from  the  north-east,  but  it  was  too  light  to 
drive  awav  the  mists.  It  filled,  however,  the  cutter's  sails,  and  sent  her 
thxo^h  the  water. 

*^  Keep  her  head  south-west,"  said  Hastings  to  the  helmsman ;  "  the 
tide  will  run  outside  for  nearly  four  hours  more,  and  without  a  breeze  the 
Daring  cannot  get  round  Portland ;  so  we  cannot  miss  her." 

The  cutter  held  her  course,  slowly  running  before  the  wind.  She  would 
thus  at  daybreak  be  well  out  in  the  Channel,  where  she  could  command 
a  good  view  of  the  bay.  As  the  morning  drew  on  the  wind  freshened  a 
lime,  but  not  sufficiently  to  cause  even  a  ripple  on  the  surface  of  the 
water.  It  caused,  however,  the  fog  to  break,  and  as  the  sun  rose  above 
the  ocean,  long  clear  avenues  appeared,  towards  which  many  eager  eyes 
were  turned  in  expectation  of  seeing  the  smugger.  They  looked  in  vain ; 
not  a  sail  was  to  be  seen.  Higher  rose  tbe  glorious  sun,  the  white 
wreaths  of  mist  rolled  off  before  it  down  to  leeward,  and  clear  blue  sky 
and  water  appeared  in  their  serene  beaubr,  but  the  vessel  of  the  smuggler 
was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Many  were  the  expressions  of  disappointment 
uttered  on  board  the  king's  cutter  at  the  disappearance  of  their  expected 
iotigODist 

TOL.  XIX.  M 


122  JACK  DORY,  THE  FB£E-TBAIISS» 

**  How  can  she  hare  crept  away  ?" — •'  Where  can  she  have  got  to  ?"— - 
"  Was  she  ever  there  ?" — was  asked  by  different  indiyidnals. 

^'  YeSy  I  see'd  her  as  big  as  life,"  answered  one  of  the  g^g*t  crew;  ^  and 
by  the  same  token  I  thought  she*d  fire  into  us/* 

'^It's  not  more  nor  I  thought,"  obsenred  an  old  one-eyed  quarter- 
master; '*you  never  can  tell  any  of  Doc7*s  dodges.  I  do  believe  that 
he*d  cany  that  craft  of  his  right  in  the  wmd's  eye  of  a  hurricane,  if  as 
how  he  wish'd  it.  There's  a  saying,  that  he  never  will  be  caught  if  the 
whole  navy  was  sent  to  look  after  him,  and  I  believe  it" 

Hastings  was  the  most  vexed  at  thus  losing  sight  of  the  smuggler.  He 
had  taken  command  of  the  Scourge  for  the  en>ress  purpose  of  putting  a 
stop  to  the  lawless  career  of  the  oi^w,  and  as  he  was  aware  of  the  accu- 
sations brought  against  other  officers  of  fighting  shy  of  the  Daring j  he 
determined  to  run  no  risk  of  meriting  them. 

A  few  masses  of  mist  only  remained  in  the  south-west ;  they  probafaiT 
were  nearer  than  they  seemed,  and  being  at  length  absorbed  by  the  sun  a 
rays,  a  single  sail  was  seen  in  that  part  of  the  horizon  over  whidii  they 
had  rested. 

Hastmgs  pointed  it  out  to  his  mato. 

<<  What  do  you  think  of  that,  Mr. ?"  he  asked.     <<  Is  she  our 

friend?" 

'*  I  don't  know  where  else  the  Daring  can  have  got  to,  if  that  is  not 
her ;  but  she's  used  a  quick  pair  of  heels  to  get  so  far  ah^  of  ib,"  waa 
the  answer. 

^'  We'll  stand  towards  her  at  all  events,  and  if  the  wind  fSavours  us, 
and  neglects  her,  which  in  this  fine  weather  it  possibly  may,  we  have  still 
a  chance  of  speaking  to  her,"  said  Hastings.  ^'  Pack  eveiy thing  we  can 
carry  on  the  cutter ;  we  must  make  her  walk  along  as  she  never  walked 
before." 

Those  who  have  cruised  in  the  British  Channel  in  fine  summer 
weather,  must  know  how  very  uncertain  the  wind  is ;  sometimes  coming 
from  one  quarter,  sometimes  from  another,  and  during  the  day  fl;enerally 
boxincf  round  the  compass — now  a  nice  breeze;  then  a  calm;  while,  at  a 
little  distance,  vessels  are  running  by  one ;  or,  on  the  contrary,  one  has 
the  pleasure  of  gliding  swiftly  over  the  water,  while  the  sails  of  other 
cruisers  are  flapping  idly  against  their  masts.  Thus  the  Scourge 
found  it. 

As  soon  as  sail  was  made  on  her,  the  breeze  at  the  same  time  freshening, 
she  rapidly  g^ed  on  the  stranger.  The  hopes  of  all  on  board  were 
raised  hign;  e?ery  spyglass  was  in  requisition  and  fixed  ahead,  but  as 
yet  it  was  difficult  even  for  the  most  experienced  to  pronounce  with 
certainty.  The  stranger,  meantime,  lay  like  a  log  on  tiie  water,  with- 
out the  power  to  alter  her  position.  On  they  went,  and  every  minute 
drew  nearer. 

'^  If  that  ben't  the  Daring^  Vm  dashed !"  observed  the  old  quarter- 
master, eyeing  her  narrowly  with  his  one  orb.  '*  But  stay  a  bit ;  we  are 
not  up  to  her  yet." 

''  Huzza,  my  lads  I — thaf  s  the  Daring^  and  well  have  a  lidc  at  her, 
and  fill  our  pockets  with  prize-money,"  exclaimed  a  youngster,  who  had 
scarcely  seen  a  shot  fired  in  earnest. 

*'  Catch  your  hare  before  you  cook  it ;  and  remember,  a  man  some- 
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times  gets  more  locks  than  halfpence^"  muttered  the  old  quartennastery 
whoy  £rom  his  age  and  knowledge,  was  privileged  to  say  what  he  liked. 

Scarcely  had  these  observatioas  been  made,  when  the  mainsail  flapped 
heaTily,  and  by  slow  degrees  the  cutter  lost  her  way  through  the  water. 
It  was  DOW  the  Darings  turn,  for  no  doubt  remained  that  the  chase  was 
her,  to  move  ahead.  Before  the  wind  reached  her,  a  gun  was  run 
out  at  the  bows,  and  fired;  but  she  was  out  of  range,  and  the  bail  fell 
harmlessly  into  the  water.  The  breeze,  which  had  been  moving  round 
from  the  east  to  the  north-west,  now  filled  her  sails,  and,  like  a  hare 
^pringii^  from  her  form,  away  she  went»  steering  a  course  directly 
stfawart  the  Channel. 

^'  She*s  bound  for  a  French  port ;  and  if  we  could  catch  her  when  she's 
got  her  cargo  aboard,  we  should  fill  our  pockets  with  prize-money,  my 
bo'%"  observed  the  one-eyed  seaman,  forgetting  his  former  caution,  to 
te  youngster. 

It  was  trying  work  to  the  patience  of  all  on  board,  as  they  saw  the 
dttse  creeping  away,  while  they  had  not  the  power  of  moving  through 
die  water,  though  they  were  rapidly  drifting  up  Channel  with  the  flood, 
iHuck  had  now  made.  The  cat's-paws  of  wind  played  along  the  water 
to  tantalise  them — sometimes  not  coming  near  them,  and  then  just 
fiUing  their  sails  again  to  leave  them  as  becalmed  as  before. 

The  chase  had  now  almost  run  them  out  of  sight,  when  a  more  steady 
been  sprung  up,  and  once  more  they  were  after  her.  Again  they 
oterlianled  her ;  she  in  her  turn  seemed  becalmed ;  the  breeze  freshened 
— brayely  the  Scourge  dashed  on,  throwing  the  spray  in  sparkling  jets 
6am  her  bows,  but  the  wind  outstripped  her.  Tne  Daring,  also,  felt 
its  influence — away  she  also  went.  It  was  now  a  fair  trial  of  speed ; 
dianoe  had  before  fiivoured  the  king's  cutter.  The  smuggler  had  the 
£utest  pair  of  heels ;  she  drew  ahead  fast ;  but  the  Scourge  persevered. 
All  day  she  continued  the  chase — evening  came  on ;  and  as  the  sun  set, 
the  Daring's  ga£f-topsail  was  seen  dipping  beneath  the  horizon.  The 
diades  of  nig^t  covered  the  ocean,  and  hid  even  that  small  portion  of 
her  from  their  view.  When  daylight  again  returned,  the  smuggler  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen ;  and,  completely  baffled,  the  Scourge  was  obliged  to 
retrace  her  course  to  the  coast  of  England,  there  to  watch,  in  the  hope 
of  his  return. 

Chapteb  V. 

As  soon  as  Jack  Dory  got  on  board  the  Daring  after  leaving  Captain 
Balling's  cottage  at  Portland,  he  ordered  the  boats  to  be  manned  and 
sent  ahead  to  tow ;  and  he  got  out  some  long  sweeps,  which,  with  his 
strong  crew,  he  was  aUe  to  use  very  effectually  in  moving  his  vessel 
through  the  water  in  calms.  He  thus  had  the  start  of  the  Scourge,  and 
he  moreover  found  a  ^ght  breeze  when  he  got  out  into  the  Ude,  which 
gave  him  a  good  offing  by  daylight. 

He  was  perfectly  r^idy  to  meet  the  Scourge,  or  any  other  cutter,  if 
he  could  not  avoid  it ;  but  he  saw  no  object  in  fighting  when  nothing 
was  to  be  gained  by  it,  and  he  therefore  made  the  best  of  his  way  into 
Cherbourg  harbour.  He  had  there  a  large  and  very  valuable  cargo 
waiting  for  him,  which  he  quickly  shipped,  and  the  foUowing  morning, 
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with  a  strong  breeze  from  the  south-west,  sailed  for  the  shores  of  Eng- 
land. 

The  spot  appointed  for  the  run  to  be  made  was  on  the  coast  of  Dor- 
setshire, between  the  Isle  of  Wight  and  Portland,  at  a  place  called 
Duddle  CoTe.  The  cutter  could  there  run  close  in  and  almost  heave  her 
goods  on  shore ;  she  could,  besides,  if  the  reyenue-officers  should  attempt 
to  molest  the  people  engaged  in  running  it,  protect  them  with  her 
guns. 

The  Daring  had  a  fine  run  during  the  greater  part  of  the  morning, 
but  towards  the  middle  of  the  day  the  wind  fell,  and  she  remained  be- 
calmed till  nightfall  A  light  breeze  then  sprung  up,  and  enabled  her 
once  more  to  approach  the  land. 

^'  We  shall  ao  it  still,  if  the  breeze  holds,"  said  Dory,  as  he  walked  the 
deck  with  his  mate,  Bill  Tubb,  an  Isle  of  Wight  man,  a  smuggler  almost 
from  his  cradle.  *'  Please  the  pigs,  we'll  have  the  goods  on  shore  before 
the  morning,  and  half-way  up  to  London." 

^*  1  think  as  how  it's  possible;  but  we  shall  be  dose  run  for  time  to  do 
the  job  before  the  morning,"  answered  Tubb.  ^'  Howsomedever,  there's 
not  many  as  would  wish  to  come  athwart  us  just  then.  We  are  not 
far  unlike  a  savage  dog  with  a  bone  between  his  paws — ^we're  dan- 
gerous." 

"  There's  one  chap  would  hinder  us  if  he  could,  let  me  tell  you,"  ob- 
served Dory.  ''  I  mean  him  who  now  has  the  Scourge,  which  we  led 
a  fool's  chase  t'other  day.  He'll  be  on  the  watch  for  us,  depend  on  it. 
Keep  a  bright  look-out  there  forward,  my  son." 

This  last  order  was  addressed  to  the  man  stationed  on  the  watch  for- 
ward. 

**  A  J,  ay,"  was  the  answer ;  followed  quickly  by  the  cry  of ''  A  sail  on 
the  weather-bow." 

"  I  see  her,"  exclaimed  Dory ;  "  and  a  cutter  too — the  Scourge,  or 
I*m  mistaken.     Turn  the  hands  up,  Tubb.     We've  work  before  us." 

That  she  was  a  king^s  cruiser  of  some  sort  they  were  not  long  kept  in 
doubt,  for  a  shot  from  her  came  speedily  whistling  across  their  bows  as  a 
signal  for  them  to  heave  to. 

Dory  laughed  scornfully  as  he  muttered,  "  Are  those  your  tricks,  my 
beauty.  1*11  soon  show  you  that  two  can  play  at  that  g^ame  if  you 
attempt  the  same  fuu  again." 

The  shot  was  repeated,  and  the  cutter  drew  nearer  to  them. 

"  Steady,  my  sons,"  exclaimed  Dory;  "don't  fire  till  I  tell  you,  and 
then  we'll  g^ve  'em  a  dose  which  will  sicken  'em  for  interfering  with  us 
for  some  time  to  come." 

The  position  of  the  two  vessels  was  as  follows-  The  wind  was  south- 
west. The  Daring  was  standing  in  for  the  land,  running  free  on  the 
larboard  tack,  and  the  Scourge  was  on  the  starboard  tack,  standing  across 
her  weather-bow.  The  intention  of  the  king's  cutter  evidently  was  to 
commence  the  action  by  raking  her  antagonist ;  but  Dory  was  not  to  be 
taken  thus  at  disadvantage.  All  his  men  were  at  their  stations.  Some 
were  at  the  great  guns,  others  at  the  swivels ;  some  tended  the  mainsheet,^ 
and  others  the  jib  and  foresdl ;  while  the  rest,  with  cutlasses  by  their  sides, 
stood  with  muskets  ready  in  their  hands.  Again  the  cutter  fired  her 
bow-g^un,  the  only  one  which  she  could  bring  to  bear,  and  so  well  was  it 
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ixnnted,  that  the  shot  struck  the  Daring's  bulwarks,  the  splinters  wound- 
mg  two  of  her  men  severely. 

'^  Steady,  now  my  sons,"  again  exclaimed  Dory ;  ''  don't  be  in  a  hurry ; 
well  ^ve  it  them  directly/' 

The  cutter  came  on  steadily,  but  just  as  she  was  about  to  eross  the 
Daring^s  bows,  Dory  shoved  down  his  helm. 

<•  Round  in  the  mainsheet,  my  sons,  with  a  thU,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he 
did  so,  and  the  vessel  luffed  up  to  the  wind.  '<  And  now  give  it  them, 
my  sons.     Eire — fire  all  of  you.*' 

His  men  were  not  slow  to  obey.  His  broadside  was  poured  into  the 
eatter,  accompanied  by  a  shower  of  musketry  and  the  discharge  of  the 
swivel-guns,  which  seemed  to  have  done  much  damage.  The  smugglers, 
however,  did  not  escape  without  some  punishment  in  return.  Every 
one  of  the  cutter's  shot  took  effect :  one  man  was  killed  outright,  and 
two  were  wounded  by  the  fire  of  musketry  which  she  kept  up  as  she 
passed.     The  smugglers  reloaded  their  guns  as  fast  as  they  could. 

**  Keep  her  away  again,"  sung  out  Dory  ;  '*  lower  away  the  peak — 
round  in  the  miunsheet — we'll  gibe  the  mainsail,  and  give  her  another 
dose  before  she  comes  about." 

His  orders  were  obeyed.  The  heavy  boom  came  over  with  a  swing, 
which  seemed  as  if  it  would  carry  away  the  mast ;  the  gaff  was  quickly 
again  swayed  up,  and  the  Daring,  rauging  up  alongside  the  Scourge, 
poured  in  another  broadside,  which  did  still  further  damage.  It  was  re- 
turned with  spirit ;  but  the  Daring  had  everything  in  her  favour,  and 
the  king's  cutter  had  little  chance  agsunst  so  powerful  an  antagonist. 
The  two  vessels  now  ran  on  for  some  time,  exchanging  broadsides  with 
unabated  spirit,  and  inflicting  considerable  damage  on  each  other. 
Several  men  had  been  struck  on  board  the  Daring,  but  they  could  not 
tell  what  their  opponent  had  suffered,  till,  a  stronger  breeze  than  before 
springing  up,  her  mast  was  seen  to  totter,  and  with  a  crash  over  her 
side  it  wen^  and  she  remained  a  mere  wreck  on  the  water.  The  smug- 
glers on  this  set  up  a  loud  shout,  which  was  answered  by  one  of  de- 
hance  from  the  people  of  the  cutter,  who  instantly  began  to  clear  away 
the  wreck  of  the  mast,  that  they  might  have  free  scope  to  work  their 
guns. 

"Now,"  exclaimed  Dory  to  his  mate,  "weVe  got  them  under  our 
thumbs ;  shall  we  sink  them,  or  shall  we  let  them  swimF—one  is  as  easy 
as  the  other." 

''  Oh,  as  to  that,  Fd  let  'em  swim,"  answered  the  mate,  who  was  a 
humane  man ;  "  they  can't  do  us  no  more  harm  at  present,  if  we  get  out 
of  their  way ;  and  if  we  sink  'em  it  will  be  found  out,  and  every  one  will 
be  after  us.  It  would  be  too  much  like  murder,  you  know,  to  please 
me,  as  they  were  only  doing  what  they  were  ordered  when  they  attacked 
us." 

"  If  they  drive  on  to  the  Shambles,  or  if  a  g^le  was  to  spring  up,  and 
they  were  to  get  into  the  race,  it  would  be  no  fault  of  ours,  you  know," 
said  Dory ;  "  so,  if  it*s  the  wish  of  the  crew,  we'll  just  give  *em  a  parting 
salute^  and  leave  them." 

Another  broadside  was  acoor^gly  discharged  into  the  unfortunate 
Scourge  as  the  Daring  shot  by  her ;  but  as  her  guns  were  by  this  time 
dear,  she  returned  the  fire  with  spirit :  her  crew,  giving  a  loud  cheer  of 
defiance,  continued  working  them  while  the  smuc'gler  remuned  within 
her  readu     The  smugglers  answered  the  cheer  with  laughs  of  derioon 
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as  they  gaUed  away  from  her,  and  her  low  hull  disappeared  in  ihe  ob- 
scurity. 

«  That's  what  they've  got  for  attacking  us,"  observed  Dory.  **  You'll 
all  bear  witness  she  fired  first  at  us ;  and  how  were  we  to  know  in  the 
dark  ^at  she  was,  or  where  she  came  from  ?  She  mig^t  hare  been  a 
pirate,  or  war  might  have  broke  out  again  with  France,  and  she  might 
have  been  a  French  privateer,  for  what  we  oouki  tell.*' 

With  such  observations  the  smugglers  endeavoured  to  excuse  their 
lawless  acts,  and  to  persuade  themselves  that  they  should  escape  puniflli- 
raent.  The  Dating  stood  on  till  she  reached  that  part  of  the  coast 
where  the  run  was  to  be  made.  The  expected  signals  were  eageriy 
looked  for.  One  light  on  the  summit  of  the  cliff,  and  another  on  a lem 
with  the  water  below  it,  were  observed.  It  was  what  had  been  agreed 
on.  The  smuggler  hoisted  a  light  to  her  mast-head,  and  quickly  dipped 
it  again,  and  then  stood  boldly  on  till  she  was  within  fifty  yards  o£  the 
shore,  in  a  sheltered  bay,  with  high  cliffs  on  either  side.  Her  sails  were 
then  handed,  her  anchor  was  let  go,  and  she  was  surrounded  by  a  dozen 
boats,  ready  to  convey  her  cargo  on  shore.  The  coast  was  reported  dear, 
and  there  was  little  attempt  at  concealment  Indeed,  so  completely  sfaiii 
in  was  the  spot,  that  nothing  going  on  there  could  be  seen  from  any  otiier 
part  of  the  coast.  By  the  light  of  the  lanterns  on  the  beach,  a  number 
of  people  were  seen  collected,  and  some  twenty  or  thirty  packhoms 
stood  ready  to  carry  up  the  more  valuable  portion  of  the  cargo — the  silks 
and  satins  and  laces — into  the  interior.  It  was  extraordinary  with  what 
expedition  the  Daring  was  unloaded,  how  well  every  one  worked,  and 
what  order  and  regularity  was  observed.  Each  boat  had  its  proper 
officer,  who  noted  with  g^^at  exactness  the  goods  committed  to  his 
charge,  and,  as  soon  as  he  had  received  the  quantity  he  expected,  he  aig^ 
nified  the  number  of  bales  and  packages  to  some  one  on  board,  who  stood 
with  book  in  hand  ready  to  note  it  down ;  and  he  then  made  the  beat  of 
liis  way  to  the  shore,  where  he  saw  them  transferred  to  the  badcs  of 
horses,  whose  drivers  gave  him  a  similar  acknovrledgment.  Thus  boat 
af^r  boat  was  loaded,  and  in  less  than  two  hours  the  hold  of  the  Daring 
was  perfectly  clear,  the  lights  and  horses  and  men  had  disappeared,  and 
the  beach,  which  had  lately  been  the  scene  of  so  much  animation  and  ac- 
tivity, was  silent  and  deserted.  One  boat  only  remained :  it  was  that 
which  had  been  kept  to  carry  on  shore  the  bodies  of  the  two  smugig^ees 
who  had  been  killed  in  the  action  with  the  Scourge.  The  cticnmstanee 
of  their  death  and  of  the  engagement  had  not  been  mentioned  to  any  of 
the  people  employed  on  shore ;  and  as,  in  those  days,  coroners'  inquesti 
did  not  interfere  with  the  Hberty  of  the  subject,  it  was  merely  neoe«ary 
to  say  that  the  men  had  died  at  sea  to  gain  them  Christian  bariaL  1% 
was  a  gloomy  sight  as,  by  the  light  of  a  single  lantern,  so  as  not  to  attract 
observation,  the  bodies,  sewed  up  in  their  hammocks,  were  lowered  into 
the  boat  Then,  under  charge  of  feur  trusty  fellows,  they  were  secretly 
conveyed  on  shore  to  the  nearest  churchyard,  in  which  a  liberal  m 
gained  their  interment,  without  many  questions  being  asked.  Tfau 
trouble  was  taken,  as  seamen  have  an  especial  avenioa  to  IIm  idea  of 
being  thrown  overboard  when  it  is  posdble  to  be  buried  on  shore. 

The  Daring  having  successfully  aocon^lished  her  undertaking,  hftnkd 
out  of  the  bay,  and,  before  the  morning  dawned,  was  again  on  her  way 
to  a  French  port  After  his  late  expk>iti,  Doiy  feU  that  it  would  b*  fbof" 
hardy  to  veDtore  in  broad  daylight  in  ficitish  waters. 


JACi:  DOBT,  THE  FREE-TSADEB.  127 


Chapter  VI. 

Several  weeks  had  passed  by,  and  Jesue  DalUng  had  received  no 
eomraunicatioa  from  Hastings.  When  once  a  girl  feels  sure  that  she  is 
Moved,  she  no  longer  thinks  it  necessary  to  restrain  the  carrent  of  her 
affections ;  and,  therefore,  her  thoughts  dwelling  constantly  on  him  eveiy 
day,  her  love  grew  stronger,  and  tne  more  eagerly  did  sne  look  forward 
to  «8  xetum.  At  last  a  rumour  reached  Chisselton  that  the  Daring  had 
^neountered  the  Scourge,  and  had  had  a  severe  action  widi  her.  It  was 
•aid  that  many  of  the  crew  of  the  former  had  lost  their  lives,  but  that, 
after  fighting  for  some  time,  the  Daring  had  quitted  her  brave  antago- 
nist in  R  sinking  state,  and  that  nothing  more  had  been  heard  of  her 
since.  Captain  DaUing  endeavoured  to  conceal  this  story  from  his 
daughter,  but  their  servant-girl  unfortunately  heard  it,  and  went  fiill  of 
it  to  her  mistress.  The  news  struck  a  chill  to  poor  Jessie's  heart,  for  she 
had  learned  to  feel  for  Hastings  as  a  pure  and  guileless  girl  only  can  feel 
fior  the  first  object  of  her  affections ;  and  although  she  could  not  bring 
herself  to  believe  the  tale  true,  the  very  doubt  had  almost  as  bad  an  effect 
on  her  as  the  reality. 

It  was  evening ;  the  lights  had  been  brought  into  the  drawing-room, 
where  Jessie  was  sitting  with  her  father.  He  was  reading,  and  she  had 
a  book  before  her,  but  in  vain  she  attempted  to  comprehend  the  meaning 
of  the  words  on  which  her  eyes  rested.  The  window  was  still  of)en  to 
admit  the  air,  for  the  atmosphere  was  sultry  and  oppressive.  Her 
thoBghts  were  far  away  on  the  waters  of  the  ocean ;  and  she  was  picturing 
to  herself  him  she  loved,  wounded  and  bleeding,  and  with  honour  and 
credit  blasted,  sinking  with  his  brave  crew  beneath  the  waves.  A  sl^fat 
noise  aroused  her ;  she  looked  up,  and  beheld  the  face  of  Dory  gazing  in 
at  the  window.  She  uttered  a  cry  of  terror,  for  she  had  lately  so  com- 
pletely associated  him  in  her  mind  with  the  murder  of  Hastings,  that  she 
could  not  think  of  him  without  horror.  Without  waiting  to  announce 
himself,  he  sprung  into  the  room.  Captdn  Dalling  rose  from  his  seat 
with  astonishment  at  this  abrupt  entrance  of  a  person  he  did  not  at  first 
rseogRise.     Dory  did  not  wait  to  be  addressed. 

I  beg  Miss  Jessicas  pardon,"  he  said,  speaking  rapidly;  ^*  Tm  afraid 
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what  they  put  in  print,  I'm  too  bad  for  hanging.  What  do  you  think, 
Datiing  ? — ^tbey  have  been  offiering  two  tliousand  pounds  to  any  one  who 
niU  bring  me  in  dead  or  alive.  It's  a  heavy  sum,  is  it  not,  to  weigh 
against  a  man's  honesty  ?  I  must  dock  off  a  few  of  my  friends,  or  the^ 
may  prove  frklse.  When  once  you  mistrust  a  man,  it's  your  own  fault  if 
he  betray  you.  But  I  don't  count  you,  Dalling,  among  my  false  friends ; 
aad  that  1  am  not  one  to  you  1  came  up  here,  at  not  a  little  risk,  to 
prove.     But  why  does  Miss  Jessie  look  so  frowningly  on  me?" 

^  My  daughter  is  not  aware  that  yon  remark  her  looks,"  observed 
Captain  Dalling.  "  However,  tell  me  what  brought  you  here,  Southgate  ? 
I  flhonid  have  thought  you  would  scarcely  have  ventured  to  land  on  the 
shores  of  England  again." 

**  And  I  fiuicied  that  you  knew  me  better  than  to  Ruppo«  there  was 
anything  I  dare  not  do,"  replied  Dory.     ''But  I  must  not  lose  time. 
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I  came  to  tell  you  that  you  are  in  danger,  and  to  advise  you  to  escape 
without  delay.  I  received  notice  from  one  of  my  spies  that  information 
lias  been  laid  against  you  by  that  scoundrel,  Sir  James  Ousden,  stating 
that  you  have  been  a  pirate,  and  are  leagued  even  now  with  smugglers 
and  outlaws.  I  learned,  moreover,  that  he,  with  a  whole  body  of  con- 
stables and  followers  of  his,  are  coming  here  to  apprehend  you,  and  that 
they  will  be  here  either  to-ni^ht  or  to-morrow  at  latest** 

At  this  announcement  Dalling  turned  pale. 

"But  how  can  they  prove  anything  against  me?**  he  exclaimed. 
"  You  know,  Southgate,  tnat  I  am  innocent  of  the  first  charge ;  and  that 
if  I  have  aided  you  in  your  smuggling  transactions  you  compelled  me  to 
the  work.*' 

"  I  know  that,"  answered  Dory.  "  But  in  a  court  of  law  other  things 
may  come  out,  and  a  man  may  be  innocent  without  being  able  to  prove 
himself  so.  It*s  dangerous  to  run  the  risk,  let  me  tell  you ;  so  I  would 
advise  you  not  to  try  it  As  soon  as  I  heard  of  what  was  in  the  wind, 
I  knew  the  only  thing  to  be  done ;  so  I  brought  the  Daring  off  here, 
and  you  must  g^t  on  board,  and  I'll  run  you  over  to  Fiunce  in  no  time^ 
where  you  will  be  safe  from  all  your  enemies." 

"  Oh,  do  not,  my  father,  venture  on  board  that  vessel,"  exclaimed 
Jessie,  starting  up  and  seiang  Dalling's  arm.  **  We  will  escape  iu  the 
smallest  boat,  if  it  is  necessary,  rather  than  this." 

"  Why,  what  is  in  the  wind  now,  Miss  Jessie,"  said  Dory.  "  I  won't 
conceal  from  you  that  it  is  on  your  account,  more  than  on  your  father's^ 
that  Sir  James  Ousden  is  so  zealous  on  the  side  of  the  law.  He  thinks 
that  if  he  can  put  the  captain  out  of  the  way  he  shall  get  you  into  his 
power.  I  don't  believe  that  in  the  end  any  harm  could  come  to  your 
father,  but  while  he  was  in  prison  much  might  come  to  you.  That  was 
the  reason  I  am  so  anxious  to  get  you  both  out  of  the  country.  But 
why.  Miss  Jessie,  are  you  so  unwilling  to  trust  to  me?" 

'*  Can  you  ask  such  a  question?"  answered  Jessie.  '*  Because  you  have 
been  guilty  of  many  cruel  murders;  because  you  are  an  outlaw  and  a 
pirate." 

"  Stay,  stay.  Miss  Jessie.  Before  you  give  me  so  many  hard  names,  let 
me  deserve  them,"  exclaimed  Dory.  "  I  never  committed  a  murdei ;  and, 
though  Fm  an  outlaw,  I'm  no  pirate ;  I  never  robbed  in  my  life." 

"  What!  Did  you  not  murder  the  officers  and  crew  of  the  Scourge  by 
leaving  her  to  siiak  without  attempting  to  save  them,"  asked  Jessie,  in  a 
voice  choking  with  agitation. 

"Not  I,"  answered  Dory,  "for  the  officers  and  crew  of  the  Scourge 
are  at  this  moment  alive  and  weU,  and  on  board  a  bran  new  brig,  which 
is  to  be  sent  after  me." 

"  Did  Mr.  Hastings  escape — was  he  not  drowned  ?"  asked  Jessie,  in 
breathless  haste. 

"  No,  Miss  Jessie,  no!  I  tell  you  he's  alive,  and  determined  to  haog 
me  if  he  can  catch  me." 

"  Thank  God  1"  ejaculated  Jessie,  and  burst  into  tears ;  but  they  were 
tears  of  joy. 

This  exclamation,  and  the  evident  interest  shown  by  the  young  lady  for 
Hastings,  were  far  fix)m  gratifying  to  Dory. 

"  Well,  Miss  Jessie,  and  now  you  don't  think  I*m  a  murderer,  as  you 
called  me  just  now,  will  you  venture  to  come  with  me  ?" 
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**  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Southgate,"  she  exclaimed,  looking  up  with  her  eyes 
luffbsed  with  tears ;  '^  I  wronged  you,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it" 

*<  Don't  say  a  word  about  that,''  said  Dory ;  **  but  I  must  ask  you  a 
question.  You  love  this  Mr.  Hastings,  and  you  wish  to  marry  him, 
though  he*s  a  poor  lieutenant,  and  I'm  looked  upon  as  a  rich  man.  It  is 
10^  is  it  not?" 

Jessie's  blushes  betrayed  the  secret  of  her  heart. 

"  You  need  not  speak — I  see  how  it  is,"  continued  the  smuggler. 
^  Well,  111  not  stand  in  his  way  if  he's  an  honest  man — so  don't  be  afraid ; 
and  to  prove  to  you  that  my  love  for  you  is  unselfish,  I  give  you  this 
paper.  Don*t  read  it  till  I  am  gone;  and  if  your  father  gets  into  difficulty 
about  me,  bring  it  forward,  and  it  will  set  all  to  rights." 

As  Dory  spoke  he  put  a  packet  into  Jessie's  hands. 

'^  And  now,  Captain  Dalliug,  my  mind  is  altered.  I  came  here  to  per- 
suade you  and  your  daughter  tos^  over  to  France  with  me,  hoping  there 
to  win  her  for  my  wife.  I  find  that  she  loves  another.  After  what  has 
occurred  I  find  that  this  part  of  the  country  is  too  hot  for  me ;  and  as  I 
may  not  have  an  opportunity  of  meeting  you  again,  I  will  no  longer  keep 
in  my  hands  the  means  which  I  have  hitherto  possessed  of  exercising  an 
influence  over  you.  With  that  paper  you  may  defy  Sir  James  Ousden 
and  his  myrmidons ;  stay  and  dare  him ;  you  will  be  safer  probably  than  on 
board  the  Daring,  And  now,  farewell  Miss  Jessie.  If  you  ever  see  me 
again,  I  hope  it  will  be  under  the  name  by  which  you  first  knew  me,  of 
Heniy  Southgate,  and  not  that,  by  which  the  world  knows  me,  of  Jack 
Dory." 

Jessie  was  moved  by  the  subdued  manners  of  the  bold  smuggler.  She 
gave  her  hand,  for  her  feelings  would  not  allow  her  to  speak.  He  pressed 
it  respectfully  to  his  lips,  and  was  about  to  quit  the  room,  when  his  steps 
were  arrested  by  a  loud  knocking  at  the  front  door,  at  which  a  voice  de- 
manded entrance  in  the  king's  name. 

«  Don't  be  alarmed,"  exclaimed  Dory;  '4t  is  that  villain  Ousden 
and  his  gang  of  bailiffs.  He  can  do  you  no  harm,  but  he  might  bother 
me  if  he  caught  me,  so  I'll  just  go  out  by  the  way  I  came  in,  and  then 
do  you  open  the  door.  However,  don't  let  anything  induce  you  to  quit 
the  house  before  the  morning,  and  if  my  aid  is  wanted  I'll  not  be 
fiiroff." 

Saying  this.  Dory  leaped  out  of  the  window,  and  hurrying  off  through 
the  Httle  garden  at  the  back  of  the  cottage,  was  soon  lost  to  sight.  The 
moment  he  was  gone,  Jessie  carefully  closed  the  window  and  drew  the 
blinds,  and  then  took  up  the  book  she  had  been  reading.  Meantime, 
Dalling  went  to  the  front  door,  and  in  an  angry  tone  asked  the  cause  of 
that  untimely  disturbance. 

"  Open  the  door  in  the  king's  name,  or  we'll  batter  it  down,"  answered 
several  voices. 

*^  At  the  command  of  the  law  I  will  open  it  as  soon  as  I  can  withdraw 
the  bolt,"  sfud  Dalling,  delaying  as  long  as  he  could  to  give  Donr  time 
to  escape.  *'  This  is  an  unseemly  hour,  gentlemen,  to  disturb  a  family, 
however." 

No  sooner  was  the  bolt  withdrawn  and  the  key  turned  than  several  men 
mshed  in  together,  as  if  they  expected  to  be  attacked  from  within. 
Among  them  he  recognised  Sir  James  Ousden,  who  seemed  to  be  the  most 
eager  of  the  party.     The  sitting-room  door  had  been  left  open,  and  as  the 
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light  gleamed  forth  it  fell  upcm  Captain  Dalling*6  features.    As  soon  as 
Sir  James  recognised  him  he  exclaimed, 

^'  I  arrest  joa  in  the  king's  name— you  are  mj  prisoner." 

^<  I  must  see  your  authority  before  I  consider  myself  as  such/'  lef^ied 
Captain  Balling;  *'  produce  it." 

"  Here  it  is,'*  said  Sir  James,  drawing  out  a  paper;  "  you  can  read  it,  if 
you  please,  in  this  room.  I  will  allow  you  ten  minutes  to  prepare  for 
your  departure  hence.  Watch  the  door  there,  and  see  that  no  one 
escapes." 

Saying  this,  he  entered  the  drawing-room,  where  Jessie  was  seated  pale 
and  trembling  for  her  father's  safety.  As  soon  as  he  saw  her  be  took  a  dtair 
close  to  her,  into  which  he  threw  himself,  and  commenced  a  flow  of  ez- 
trayagant  compliments  such  as  at  any  other  time,  and  from  any  other 
person,  ^  would  haye  laughed  at.     8he  n&w  felt  them  as  insults. 

**  It  grieves  me,  my  beauteous  rose  of  the  rode,  hard-hearted  as  the  soil 
<Hi  which  you  grow,  that  I  must  take  hence  your  respected  parent  and 
leave  you  all  forlorn,"  he  continued;  ^'  but  be  assured,  that  compassioa  for 
your  solitary  condition  will  induce  me  to  come  and  ofifer  the  consolations 
of  my  presence.  Ah !  lovely  one,  look  not  so  frowningly  on  me ;  you 
know  how  I  adore  you.'* 

'*  Silence,  sirl"  thundered  the  captain,  in  a  yoice  that  made  the  gallant 
start — "  at  least  respect  a  father's  feelings,  and  do  not  insult  a  daughter 
in  his  presence.  This  document  appears  correct,  as  fu*  as  I  can  judge, 
and  to-morrow  morning  I  will  obey  its  commands;  to-night  I  shall  not 
quit  my  house  without  sufficient  protection  for  my  child." 

'^  You  refuse  at  your  peril,"  said  Sir  James;  ^remember  that  I  have 
the  means  of  compeliing  you." 

''At  your  own  risk  you  will  employ  force,"  answered  Dalling;  "I 
shall  not  resist*' 

"  If  you  are  a  man,  Sir  James,  you  will  allow  my  father  to 
exclaimed  Jessie,  who  rose  and  placed  herself  by  her  father's  side. 

« I  must  do  my  duty,  £dr  lady,"  answered  Sir  James.     ''Mr.  £ 
the  time  I  allowed  is  up ;  must  I  call  in  the  constables  ?  they  will  not,  I 
£u2cy,  be  so  courteous  as  I  have  be^iL*' 

"You  have  received  my  answer.  Sir  James,"  said  Dalling ;  ^  I  refiite 
to  quit  my  roof  till  to-morrow  morning." 

"  Take  then  the  consequences  !"  exclaimed  the  baronet,  who  had  not 
expected  any  resistance.  ^  Here,  Gripe,  Growl,  execute  your  warrant  on 
tins  person,  and  take  him  into  custody.     Where  are  the  rascals?*' 

No  one  came^  and  he  hurried  out  of  the  room  to  learn  the  cause  of  their 
absence.  Just  tlien  hia  ears  were  saluted  by  loud  cries  and  ^ools,  and 
the  noise  of  heavy  blows  exchanged;  and,  as  he  reached  the  haU  door,  a 
body  of  men,  well  armed,  some  a£  whom  carried  lanterns,  rushed  pastpiim, 
driving  his  followers  before  them.  At  the  moment  he  appeared  at  the 
door,  with  the  warrant  still  in  his  hand,  the  light  of  a  huHera  fell  on  his 
£iioe. 

"  Ah,  the  yery  scoundrel  himself  we  are  in  seaidb  of,"  exdaimed  a  load 
voice.  "Seize  him,  my  sons,  and  off  with  him  to  the  boat;  Wfl  the 
Atak ;  the  rest  are  worthless  fiy  not  worth  the  catching." 

As  soon  as  these  words  were  uttered.  Sir  James  fbmid  hiniaelf  in  the 
grasp  of  several  powerM  fellows  with  whom  it  was  hopeless  to  contend, 
and,  before  he  conU  cry  out,  his  moHtfth  was  gagged,  his  legs  veve  Jiffcad 
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from  mder  him,  and  he  found  faimBelf  carried  at  a  quick  rate  down  to  the 
beach.  He  stnig^ed  and  resisted  with  all  his  might,  but  for  each  kick  he 
gave  he  receiTed  a  cuff  on  the  head,  and  a  peal  of  laughter  was  sounded 
in  his  ear.  ICs  attendants,  who  had  been  scattered  in  eyery  direction^ 
rallied  as  soon  as  their  opponents  began  to  retreat,  and  followed  dose  upon 
them,  but  they  got  so  severely  handled  whenever  they  came  in  actual 
contact,  that  they  found  it  safer  to  keep  at  a  respectful  distance.  They 
were,  however,  near  enough  to  see  the  band  of  smugglers — for  audi  they 
beiieved  ^m  to  be — reach  two  boats  afloat,  close  to  the  beach,  into  one 
of  which  their  master  was  placed,  while  the  men  were  divided  between 
diem.  The  boats  then  instantly  shoved  off,  and  were  soon  lost  in  the 
darkness.  While  the  constables,  their  satellites,  and  Sir  James's  servants 
snd  foUoweis  were  standme  bewildered  on  the  beach,  some  ^ping  with 
astrwiiidiment,  and  others  hallooing  and  abu^ng  the  smugglers — ^for,  if 
their  employer  did  not  come  back  they  did  not  know  to  whom  they  should 
look  for  payment  for  their  night's  woric — a  boat  emerging  from  the  obscu- 
rity pulled  towards  them. 

^Oh,  here  come  some  of  the  smugglers  again  !  Let's  pay  them  off  this 
time,  and  make  them  give  us  back  Sir  James,"  exdaimea  those  who  were 
most  afraid  of  losing  their  pay.  *' Huzza,  my  lads,  give  it  them  wdl— 
don't  mre  them.** 

With  theae  cries,  and  with  showers  of  blows  from  heavy  cudgels,  the 
people  firom  the  boat  found  themselves  assailed  as  they  leaped  on  shore. 
They  wnre  not  slow,  either,  in  returning  the  compliment,  and  so  well  did 
they  wield  the  boat's  stretchenB,  and  a  few  drawn  cutlasses  which  they 
were  obliged  to  bring  into  play,  that  they  very  soon  put  the  enemy  to 
flight.  The  baronet's  followers  did  not  even  turn  to  see  if  their  con- 
qnerors  were  £dlowing,  but  scampered  off  inland  as  fast  as  their  legs  could 
carry  them,  cursing  the  object  which  induced  them  to  venture  on  so  un- 
fortunate an  expedition.  The  victorious  party  was  headed  by  a  young 
man  in  the  dress  of  a  naval  officer. 

**  Do  two  of  you  come  widi  me  and  the  rest  stay  by  the  boat,"  he  said, 
ai  he  called  his  men  together  after  their  opponents  had  decamped;  ''if 
those  fellows  attempt  to  molest  you,  fire  two  muskets  as  a  signal." 

**  Ay,  ay,  sir,"  was  the  brief  answer ;  and,  having  given  diese  orders, 
he  took  me  path  towards  Captain  Balling's  cottage,  followed  by  two  of 
his  men. 

fie  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  cottage,  and  it  was  shortly  opened  by 
the  captain  himself^  who  hekl  in  one  hand  a  paper  he  had  eyidently  just 
been  rea£ng,  and  bis  countenance  showed  that  it  had  afforded  him  much 
gratineatioo. 

^  Mr.  Hastings !"  he  exdaimed,  as  his  visitor  entered,  "  you  are  oome, 
indeed,  most  opportunely. " 

'^  80  it  appears,  my  dear  or,"  said  Hastings,  entering.  ''  You  seem 
to  have  had  aome  smart  skirmishing  in  your  quiet  island,  and  T  rejoice 
to  have  arrived  in  time  to  protect  you  and  your  daughter,  if  necessary. 
Tell  me,  nr,  how  is  Miss  Bailing  ?" 

'*  She  may  beat  answer  for  herself,"*  answered  the  faUier,  pointing  to 
the  dxmwing-room ;  '^  she  is  there." 

Hastings  almost  flew  into  the  room.  Jessie  regarded  him  £ar  an  in- 
stant trrasolutely,  considering  whether  he  deserved  punishment  fer  Ins 
iBMocoontable  adenoe ;  but  there  was  something  in  Ins  glance  whidi  told 
hsr  duii  hit  heart  wm§  true  and  fieutfaful,  and,  unaware  of  what  Ae  was 
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doing,  she  ran  forward  and  threw  herself  into  his  arms.  It  was  not, 
indeed,  till  he  had  pressed  her  to  his  heart,  and  bestowed  many  a  warm 
kiss  on  her  brow,  that  she  sufficiently  recoTered  her  self-possession  to 
release  herself,  and  to  sit  down  calmly  by  his  side.  Her  father,  who  had 
been  delayed  in  closing  the  door  and  giving  some  directions  to  the 
servant-girl  with  regard  to  the  two  seamen,  then  entered,  and  die 
strange  events  of  the  evening  were  speedily  related.  Hastings's  eyes 
flashed  fire  when  he  heard  of  Sir  James  Ousden's  behaviour. 

'^  He  shall  repent  this  msolence,"  he  muttered.  '*  But  what  can  have 
become  of  him  and  his  followers  ?" 

This  question  was  in  part  answered  shortly  afterwards  by  the  appear- 
ance of  some  of  the  persons  in  question  at  the  door,  wno  now,  con- 
siderably crestfallen,  came  to  ask  if  the  captain  was  ready  to  accompany 
them.  This  tone  was  still  further  changed  when  they  saw  the  officer  s 
uniform. 

<«  Where  is  your  warrant  ?"  he  asked.  "  You  have  no  power  without 
that." 

The  warrant  was  nowhere  to  be  found;  and  they  were  obliged  to  own 
that  it  must  have  been  carried  off  with  their  master.  Hastings  made 
eveiT  inquiry  of  them  as  to  who  had  attacked  them  and  spirited  away 
the  baronet;  but  they  had  been  unable  to  recognise  any  of  the  people, 
and  could  only  judge  that  they  were  seamen  and  smugglers  by  their 
dress  and  the  few  expressions  they  let  drop.  They  were  then  dismissed, 
to  find  their  way  home  as  best  they  could,  with  a  reprimand  to  be  more 
cautious  in  futiu«  how  they  ventured  to  attack  people  without  first 
learning  whether  they  were  friends  or  foes.  Hastings  then  returned, 
laughing,  into  the  drawing-room,  suspecting  strongly  that  Dory  had 
been  at  the  bottom  of  it ;  but  he  forbore  to  ask  his  host  any  questions  on 
the  subject. 

*'  I  must  now  tell  you  my  adventures,  though  I  cannot  in  any  way 
account  for  your  not  having  received  the  letters  I  sent  you,"  he  ob- 
served. *'  Vou  heard  that  the  Scourge  had  had  an  engagement  with 
the  DarinQj  and  that  she,  having  twice  as  many  men,  and  far  heavier 
guns,  treated  us  so  severely  that  our  mast  went  by  the  board,  and  we 
were  left  nearly  in  a  sinking  state.  We  fought  as  long  as  the  enemy 
chose  to  stay  near  us,  but  as  we  could  not  follow  her,  we  could  do  no 
more ;  and  as  soon  as  she  quitted  us  we  set  to  work  to  repair  damages. 
We  stopped  the  shot4ioles,  and  got  up  a  jurymast  by  the  morning,  when 
a  strong  north-easterly  wind  setting  in,  we  were  driven  down  the  Chan- 
nel, in  vain  endeavouring  to  reach  a  port,  till  we  came  off  Falmouth. 
We  should  have  been  driven  past  that  port  also,  but  fortunately  we  were 
^len  in  with  by  one  of  our  men-of-war,  which  towed  us  in  in  safety. 
Our  battered  condition,  and  the  number  of  men  we  had  lost,  was  a  proof 
that  we  had  done  our  duty,  and  instead  of  blame,  as  I  expected,  I 
received  commendation.  1  had  long  been  promised  my  promotion ;  and 
while  we  were  repairing  the  Scourge,  I  received  it,  and  am  now  a  com- 
mander. I  joyfully  gave  up  the  cutter  to  my  successor,  and  set  off  to 
come  here.  On  my  way  through  Plymouth,  I  found  that  I  was  ap* 
pointed  to  the  command  of  a  new  bng,  the  Rapid,  just  ready  for  sea, 
and  I  received  orders  to  join  her  forthwith.  I  wrote  instantly  to  explain 
the  reason  of  my  not  coming,  stating  that  I  was  given  the  command  of 
the  Rapid  especially  to  retrieve  my  reputation  by  the  capture  of  Donr. 
The  gOTemment  felt,  I  suppose,  that  they  had  scarcely  treated  me  bam 
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in  sending  me  before  against  a  yessel  twice  the  size  of  roine.  The  Rapid 
iSy  however^  more  than  a  match  for  him;  and  though  I  admire  the  fellow's 
hrareiy  and  daring,  I  must  do  my  best  to  punish  him  severely.  This 
kst  trick  of  his,  in  carrying  off  Sir  James  Ousden,  though  the  baronet 
may  richly  deserve  the  punishment,  will  be  another  charge  scored  against 
hiin.  But,  to  my  account  of  myself.  When  I  first  got  out  of  harbour, 
I  was  sent  to  cruise  in  the  mouth  of  the  Channel,  and  was  kept  there  for 
two  weeks,  till  I  was  ordered  up  to  Portsmouth.  I  am  now  on  my  way 
there ;  but  while  beating  up  during  the  ebb-tide  in  West  Bay,  I  was  be- 
calmed about  three  miles  from  hence.  We  were  therefore  obliged  to 
drop  our  anchor;  and  the  temptation  of  coming  on  shore  here  was  far  too 
great  to  be  resisted,  as  it  could  in  no  way  interfere  with  my  duty.  My 
stay  must  be  short ;  but  my  visit  has  brought  joy  to  my  heart,  for  it  is 
flumcieiit  to  convince  me  that  I  am  not  forgotten.  Captain  Dalling,  I 
cannot  conceal  it  from  you — 1  love  your  daughter,  and  have  confessed 
my  feelings  to  her.     Wul  you  g^ve  her  to  me  V* 

**  K  she  loves  you  I  will  certainly  not  thwart  her  wishes,*'  answered  the 
£stfaer.  ^*  But,  Captain  Hastings — let  me  ask  you— how  can  you  think 
of  marrying  the  daughter  of  a  man  whom  you  have  seen  the  companion 
of  a  noted  smuggler,  who  has  even  now  a  slur  on  his  name  which  may 
never  be  removed.  You  are  now  fascinated  by  what  you  consider  her 
beauty ;  but  when  you  return  to  the  world,  and  the  high-bom  ladies  with 
whom  you  have  associated,  will  you  feel  as  you  now  do,  think  you? 
I  would  inflict  present  pain  to  save  you  both  future  misery  by  a  rash 
act" 

^*  I  love  your  daughter  for  herself!"  exclaimed  Hastings,  passionately ; 
and,  bending  forward,  he  took  Jessie's  unresisting  hand.  *^  Were  I 
ignorant  of  her  name  and  family,  of  everything  connected  with  her, 
I  should  love  her  as  I  now  do,  and  be  as  eager  to  make  her  mine.  The 
love  which  cannot  exist  without  extraneous  advantages  in  the  object  loved, 
is  worthless  indeed.  Promise  me  your  daughter,  sir,  and  then  let  me 
hear  whatever  you  think  will  drive  me  frx)m  her.  Whatever  it  is,  I  will 
remain  £uthful  to  the  vow  I  here  make,  to  marry  her  as  soon  as  she  will 
consent." 

Dalling  smiled  at  the  young  officer's  impetuosity ;  yet  he  believed  him 
sincere. 

"  I  trust  that  you  will  hear  nothing  which  which  will  make  you  repent 
a  promise  which  I  must  call  rash,  although  I  cannot  but  feel  pleased  at 
hearing  you  make  it,"  he  observed.  ''My  history  shall  be  very  short. 
My  family  is  ancient  and  honourable.  I  was  a  younger  son,  and  went 
early  to  sea,  remaining  for  many  years  in  the  service  to  which  you  belong. 
Unhi^pily,  when  in  the  West  Indies,  I  had  a  dispute  with  another  officer 
— my  superior  in  rank.  He  was  clearly,  grossly  in  the  wrong ;  but  by 
lus  conduct  he  compelled  me  to  challenge  him.  He  accepted  my  chal- 
lenge, and  agreed  to  meet  on  the  shore  of  an  unfrequented  bay  at  the 
back  of  the  island  of  Grenada,  off  which  our  ships  were  lying.  I  went, 
accompanied  by  one  second.  He  had  no  one  except  his  coxswain — ^the 
man  whom  you  know  as  Jack  Dory — to  attend  on  him.  We  took  our 
places,  and  fired.  He  fell  mortally  wounded.  As  he  felt  that  his  last 
moments  were  approaching,  the  fear  of  deadi  operated  powerfully  on  his 
oonscience,  and  he  was  seized  with  a  longing  desire  to  make  all  the 
reparation  to  me  in  his  power.     He  had  strength  to  write,  and  was  per- 
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fectly  collected ;  and  calling  Southgate,  the  name  Dory  then  bore,  ai)d 
my  second  to  his  side,  he  produced  from  a  pocket-book  a  folded  letter^ 
and  on  the  blank  side  wrote  a  full  statement  of  the  facts,  adcnowledging 
himself  the  only  one  to  blame,  and  earnestly  entreating  that  I  might  not 
be  made  to  suffer.  To  this  document  he  put  his  name,  and  desired  my 
friend  and  Southgate  to  sign  it  as  witnesses.  He  then  committed  it  to 
Southgate's  care,  charging  him  to  carry  it  without  delay  to  the  admiral 
on  the  station,  and  to  let  me  know  when  I  might  again  i^pear.  Haying 
expressed  his  for^veness  to  me  for  having  shot  him,  he  in  a  few  minutes 
breathed  his  last.  My  friend  and  I  instantly  retired  to  our  boats,  wfaidi 
w^  waiting  for  us  at  some  distance,  while  Southgate  called  up  some  of 
the  crew  of  his  boat  to  convey  their  commander's  body  on  board. 
I  proved  a  very  Jonah,  for  the  boat  which  was  conveying  me  to  a  place 
of  concealment  on  the  island  was  capsiied,  and  my  friend,  with  every 
other  person  on  board,  was  drowned*  I  managed  to  escape  the  sharks^ 
and  to  reach  the  shore,  where,  at  the  spot  fixed  on,  I  lay  hid,  expecting  to 
hear  from  Southgate.  I  waited  in  vain.  At  last  I  found  means  of  com- 
municatine  with  him,  and  discovered  that  he  had  not  delivered  the  docu- 
ment. I  learned,  also,  that  the  loss  of  the  boat  was  not  known,  and  that 
my  friend  and  I  were  both  supposed  to  have  escaped  from  the  island,  and 
that  I  was  dismissed  from  the  service,  and  should  run  every  risk  of  losing 
my  life  were  I  to  appear.  As  a  last  resource,  I  again  appealed  to  South- 
gate,  but,  for  some  reason  which  I  could  not  discover,  he  refused  to  do 
me  justice.  I  believe  it  was  for  the  sake  of  the  power  he  could  thus  gain 
over  me.  I  at  last  had  no  choice  but  to  quit  the  island.  I  did  so,  and 
under  a  feigned  name  entered  the  merchant  service,  before  the  mast  I 
did  not  serve  long  before  I  was  raised  to  the  rank  of  a  mate,  and  after 
some  time  got  the  command  of  a  fine  ship.  Twice  Southgate  discovered 
me,  and  each  time  insisted  on  joining  my  ship ;  nor  dared  I  refuse  his 
request.  While  with  me  he  always  behaved  respectfully  in  puUic ;  but 
he  was  really  my  master,  and  I  was  compelled  to  overlook  numerous  acts 
which  I  should  nave  considered  unpardcmable.  At  last  he  quitted  me  to 
return  to  the  life  he  has  since  pursued.  I  ought  to  have  said  that,  before 
I  left  England  the  last  time  in  my  character  as  an  officer  in  the  navy,  I 
was  engaged  to  a  young  and  beautiful  girl,  of  family  equal  to  my  own. 
She  was  the  only  person  who  believed  me  innocent  of  the  crime  with 
which  I  was  charged.  On  my  return  home,  I  found  that  she  mourned 
my  supposed  death,  and,  though  I  knew  the  risk  I  was  running,  I  made 
myself  known  to  her.  Outlawed  and  poor  as  I  was,  the  constant  girl 
consented  to  be  mine.  Our  plans  were  arranged.  She  went  to  stay  with 
a  relation  who  had  never  seen  me.  I  became  introduced  as  a  stranger, 
under  an  assumed  name,  and  we  were  openly  married;  though  she 
offended  her  family  by  not  giving  them  notice  beforehand  of  her  inten- 
tion. She  made  several  voyages  with  me,  and  our  only  child,  Jessie,  was 
af^r  some  years  bom.  I  had  saved  a  small  competence,  and  on  the  death 
of  my  wife  I  retired  to  this  cottage,  to  devote  myself  to  the  education  of 
my  daughter,  and  to  live  as  economically  as  I  could,  that  I  might,  at  my 
death,  leave  more  for  her  maintenance.  Southgate  again  discovered  me, 
and  compelled  me  on  several  occasions  to  aid  him  in  his  smuggling  trans- 
actions. I  felt  degraded  in  my  own  sight  at  thus  weakly  yielduig  to  him, 
but  I  had  not  the  stren^h  of  mind  boldly  to  throw  off  his  influence.  I 
still  trembled  lest  he  should  betray  me.     This  very  evening,  howeverv 
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he  placed  in  my  hands  the  important  docoment,  with  his  own  sig^naturey 

attoBted  hy  two  credible  witnenes.    I  trust  that  the  ezteDoatine  ciicom- 

staneea  UHnad  in  it  will  be  smfiBcieot  to  lemove  the  stigma  attached  to  me 

aa  ihm  mnrderer  of  my  captain^  and  enable  me  once  more  to  assnme  my 

and  proper  station  in  society,  of  which  I  have  been  so  long 

id.     It  I  do  so,  Captain  Hastings,  yon  will  not  receiye  in  Jesne  the 

dees  firl  yon  now  believe  her  to  be." 

**  I  would  rather  possess  her  as  I  thought  her,  without  a  dower,  for  her* 

arif  ak»e,*'  exclaimed  Hastings,  pressing  her  hand  to  his  lips — an  act  of 

gallantly  jhe  rewarded  with  a  sweet  rooile,  which  was  worth,  he  felt, 

the  weahh  of  India.     '^  But,'*  be  continued,  ^^  1  do  not  pretend  to  deny, 

tlmt  ion  her  sake  as  well  as  yours,  I  shall  rdoice  to  see  you  restored  to 

9k  atation  to  which  I  felt  sure  that  you  of  right  belonged. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  describe  further  the  conversation  which  took 
place  on  thai  eventful  evening.  At  last  Hastings  was  obliged  to  take 
nia  departure  to  get  on  board  his  brig  before  the  tide  should  enable  her 
to  oontiniie  her  voyage.  One  point  remained  to  be  solved :  how  his 
letters  had  not  reached  their  destination?  None  of  the  party,  however, 
liad  any  doubt  that  somdiow  or  other  Jack  Dory  was  at  tne  bottom  of  it* 

Chatfeb  VIL 

A  WEEK  aflter  the  events  we  have  narrated  in  the  last  chapter,  Jessie 
jeeeived  a  letter  from  Hastings,  informing  her  that  he  was  again  on  the 
point  of  sailmg  from  Portsmouth,  to  look  afler  the  Daring.  The  greater 
part  o£  the  letter  is  sacred  from  the  public  eye.  A  few  days  more  passed 
away,  and  the  last  which  Captain  Dailing  and  his  daughter  were  to  spend 
at  rortland  arrived.  The  following  morning  they  were  to  set  off  for 
London,  when  he  hoped  to  establish  his  claims  to  his  rightful  name  and 
property.  For  several  days  it  had  been  blowing  a  strong  gale  from  the 
Bonth-westy  and,  although  the  wind  was  as  high  as  before,  the  sky  over- 
head was  bright  and  cl^. 

^  How  magnificent  the  race  will  appear  to-day,"  said  Jessie  to  her 
&tfaer,  as  they  were  looking  out  over  tne  foaming  sea,  frx)nr  their  sitting- 
room  window,  after  breakfast.  ^'  After  the  fatigue  of  packing,  a  wsJk 
in  the  wind  will  refresh  us  both,  and  I  long  once  more  to  bid  farewell  to 
that  magnificent  scene*  The  wonders  of  London  can  have  nothing  to 
be  compared  to  it" 

Captun  Dailing  gladly  consented,  and,  accompanied  by  the  fisdthful 
N^ytune,  they  set  out  on  their  expedition.  They  had  much  to  s^  re- 
specting their  brightened  prospects,  and  Jessie  was  frdl  of  Hfe  and  ani^ 
mation.  Her  fiither  was  otten  lost  in  fits  of  reflection.  He  was  mourn- 
ing that  she,  who  had  sacrificed  all  for  him,  was  not  with  him  to  enjoy 
hb  anticipated  proq«rity. 

After  a  brisk  walk,  they  reached  the  rocky  height  which  forms  the 
Bill  of  Portland,  overiooldng  the  foaming  calwm  of  waters.  They  sat 
down  on  a  rode  to  rest ;  indeed,  Jessie  felt  that  without  her  father's 
nmport  she  should  almost  be  blown  away  by  the  violence  of  the  wind. 
The  sight,  as  they  gaaed,  was  terrific  as  well  as  sublime.  The  whole 
ocean,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  seemed  in  a  state  of  extraordinary 
agitation ;  but  a  broad  line,  extending  due  south  before  them,  appeared 
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to  rage  more  fiercely  than  any  other  part.  The  waves,  instead  of  rolling 
in  huge  successive  billows,  Hke  rows  of  hills  advancing  one  after  the 
other,  leaped  up  in  broken,  irregular  masses,  with  perpendicular  aides 
and  crested  tops,  which  curled  over  and  fell  down  like  avalanches  of 
snow  precipitated  from  the  mountiun's  summit  to  the  valley  below.  Now 
the  waves  rose  in  one  direction,  then  in  another,  and,  afber  watching 
them  for  a  length  of  time,  it  was  impossible  to  predict  the  shape  or 
size  they  might  next  assume. 

"  The  race  is  acting  its  best  to  please  us,  as  if  conscious  it  is  the  last 
time  it  is  to  be  honoiured  by  our  presence,"  said  Jessie,  laughing. 

"  I  have  never  seen  it  more  violent,"  observed  her  father ;  ^*  woe  betide 
the  unfortunate  stranger  which  should  attempt  to  run  through  it  now ; 
none  but  a  large  vessel  could  live  a  moment  in  it,  and  I  would  rather 
not  be  on  board  even  her." 

It  made  the  spectators  almost  g^ddy  to  look  down  on  that  wild  whirl 
of  foaming  waters,  and  to  listen  to  the  loud  rushing  and  roaring  noise 
which  assailed  the  ears,  as  at  a  fearful  rate  the  tide  swept  by  over  the 
ledge  of  rocks  projecting  from  the  points  on  which  they  stood.  Jessie 
kept  her  cloak  wrapped  closely  around  her,  and  was  sheltered  somewhat 
by  her  father's  person ;  but  it  was  impossible  to  remain  long  without 
being  chilled,  and  they  were  about  to  quit  the.  spot,  when  Captain  Bal- 
ling's eye  was  attracted  by  the  appearance  of  two  sails  coming  up  from 
the  westward.  The  tide  and  wind  were  in  favour  of  the  vessels,  and 
they  flew  rapidly  along.  He  pointed  them  out  to  his  daughter,  and  their 
interest  was  too  much  excited  to  allow  them  to  commence  their  return 
home,  though  they  would  have  found  it  difficult  to  say  why  the  no  yery 
unusual  sight  should  thus  ^x  their  attention.  Captain  Dalling  having 
observed  them  carefully  with  his  telescope,  pronounced  one  to  be  a  large 
cutter,  the  other  a  brig.  '^  And  they  are  carrying  a  press  of  canvas 
which  no  wise  seaman  would  think  of  having  spread  in  such  a  breease  as 
this.  They  stand  up  to  it  gallantly  too.  Ah,  Jessie,  did  you  hear  the 
dull  sound  of  a  gun  among  the  shrill  whistles  of  the  wind  ?"  he  asked. 

"  I  did  not  notice  any  peculiar  sound,"  answered  his  daughter.  *^  But 
what  do  you  mean,  papa ;  is  one  of  those  vessels  firing  at  the  other  ? 
Yes,  I  think  I  heard  the  sound  you  describe." 

"  There  is  no  doubt  about  it,  Jessie ;  and  what  is  more,  that  cutter  is 
the  Daring,  and  the  brig  can  be  no  other  than  the  Rapid,  Hastings  is 
in  chase  of  his  enemy  at  last." 

On  hearing  this,  Jessie's  heart  sunk  with  alarm. 

'*  You  said  that  no  vessel  could  cross  the  race,"  she  exclaimed ;  '^  and 
you  see  that  they  are  standing  up  thb  way.     What  will  become  of 

<*  They  are  both  stout  vessels,  and  may  possibly  stand  it,  but  Dory's 
intention  is  probably  to  run  close  in  with  the  Bill,  where  the  water  is 
smoother,  and  where  he  thinks  the  brig  will  not  follow,  and  then  to  haul 
up  to  the  eastward  of  the  race,  and  to  stand  away  on  a  bowline." 

Jessie  was  well  acquainted  with  the  nautical  terms  used  by  her  fiither. 

*'But  will  Captain  Hastings  be  so  rash,  do  you  think?  It  surely 
cannot  be  his  duty  to  run  so  dreadful  a  risk?*'  sue  asked,  in  a  tone  ot 
alarm. 

'<  I  do  not  see  much  danger,  my  love,*'  said  her  &ther.     <*  Hastings 
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will  probably  knock  away  some  of  Dory's  spars,  and  will  bring  him  to 
before  they  reach  the  race." 

Every  instant  the  two  vessels  became  more  distinct,  and,  as  they  diew 
closer,  it  was  seen  that  the  Rapid  was  well  on  the  weather-quarter  of  the 
J)aring,  thus  preventing  her  from  hauling  her  wind,  unless  she  could 
venture  to  run  close  under  the  bows  of  the  briep,  and  also  keeping  her 
irell  into  the  bay.  In  the  position  in  which  the  smuggler  was  placed, 
mhoj  she  could  only  bring  one  of  her  guns  at  intervals  to  bear,  while  the 
JiapitTs  bow-chasers  were  pointed  directly  at  her,  and  kept  up  a  con- 
tmued  6re^  though,  from  the  heavy  sea  running,  very  little  damage  could 
liave  been  done. 

It  was  a  magnificent  sight  to  behold  the  two  vessels  tearing  through 
the  foaming  waves,  and  bearing  aloft  a  crowd  of  canvas,  which  one  woi3d 
suppose  sufficient  to  bury  them  beneath  the  tumultuous  waters.  With 
alnuMt  breathless  eagerness  Jessie  and  her  father  watched  the  result 
Nearer  and  nearer  the  vessels  approached.  It  was  only  thus  going  free 
thaX  they  could  have  carried  such  sail.  Had  the  wind  come  a  Httle  more 
only  on  the  beam,  their  masts  must  have  gone  over  the  side. 

'^  They  must  shorten  sail  before  they  attempt  to  cross  the  race,"  ex- 
claimed Captain  Dalling,  unconsciously  showing  how  much  danger  he 
really  believed  to  exist.  "  It  would  be  suicidal  madness  to  attempt  it 
"^th  that  press  of  canvas  aloft." 

He  did  not  exaggerate  the  danger.  The  Daring  had  all  the  sail  set 
"which  she  might  have  carried  in  a  light  summer  breeze.  She  had  on 
lier,  her  mainsail  and  a  large  square  sail,  a  square  topsail  and  gaff-topsail, 
whereas,  under  orcUnary  circumstances,  she  would  have  had  only  a  try- 
sail and  storm-jib  set  The  Rapid  carried  her  topgallant-sails  and  top- 
imast  studden-sails ;  but  the  only  damage  which  was  likely  to  happen  in 
consequence,  was  to  have  them  blown  away. 

Hastings  continued  firing  on  the  chase;  indeed,  as  soon  as  he  perceived 
what  Dory's  intention  eviaently  was,  he  saw  the  necessity  of  bringing 
liim  to  before  he  should  reach  the  race.  The  ebb-tide  haa  by  this  time 
come  down,  and  thus  meeting  the  wind,  increased  the  tumults  of  the 
^waters.  Though  the  shot  from  the  Rapid  almost  reached  the  spot  where 
Captain  Dalling  and  his  daughter  were  standing,  so  deeply  were  they 
loUi  absorbed  in  the  scene  before  them  that  they  did  not  perceive  their 
danger.  On  came  the  Daring,  now  pitching  her  bows  into  a  foaming 
wave,  then  rising  to  its  curling  summits.  At  last  she'  reached  the  outer 
«dge  of  the  race.  Dalling  fancied  that  he  could  distinguish  through  his 
tdescope  Dory  himself  at  the  helm,  aided  by  two  other  men,  while  his 
IxAd  crew  were  holding  on  to  the  bulwarks  and  rig^^.  The  Rapid 
ceased  firing.  Hastings  was  too  generous  to  increase  the  danger  into 
which  the  hard-pressed  chase  was  running.  He,  however,  was  prepared 
to  follow  her.  For  some  minutes  she  went  boldly  on.  The  waves  leaped 
and  danced  round  her;  the  water  sprang  up  her  sides,  flying  almost  half- 
way up  her  masts,  and  falling  down  in  deludes  on  her  deck,  still  she  rose 
above  them.  On  she  laboured  through  me  broken  wa^r,  seemingly 
thrown  from  each  watery  hill  to  the  valley  below,  again  to  be  cast  up- 
ward. She  no  longer  seemed  to  fly  buoyantly  over  the  waves  as  before, 
and  each  instant  me  tumult  of  tne  sea  appeared  more  violent  The 
BapH  meantime,  was  seen  to  shorten  sail  just  as  she  reached  the  outer 
edge  of  the  race.  Not  a  sheet  nor  a  tack  was  let  go  on  board  the  Daring. 
At  length  she  xeached  the  very  centre  of  the  fierce  race.  A  wave  higher 
tisn  iti  oompaiivxis  leaped  xxf    befi)re  her ;  she  rose  to  its  summit. 

TOUXBL  N 
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Down  again  she  glided  on  its  opposite  side,  her  stem  lifted  high  in  the 
air.  Ere  her  bowsprit  pointed  upward,  a  second  wave  arose,  surpassing 
even  the  other,  directly  before  her.  Its  curling  summits  reached  her 
square  sail-yard.  Heavily  pressed,  she  drove  against  it,  but  she  rose  not 
again.     A  cay  of  horror  escaped  Jessie's  lips. 

^  Great  Heavens!"  exclaimed  Captain  Dalline',  **  they  are  gcme." 
The  mad  waves  leaped  wildly  as  before,  in  tnumph  over  the  Dating 
and  her  bold  crew.  On  seeing  the  dreadful  catastrophe,  the  Rapii 
hauled  her  wind,  and  under  dose-reefed  topsails,  widi  the  tide  as  it  l^en 
was,  she  was  able  to  weather  the  race.  As  soon  as  Captain  Bailing  and 
Jessie  saw  that  she  was  in  no  further  danger  they  returned  home,  and 
the  same  evening  she  anchored  safely  in  Portland  Koads. 

Little  more  of  our  story  remains  to  be  told.  Sir  James  Ousden  never 
again  appeared,  and  there  was  no  doubt  he  was  lost  on  board  the  Danng. 
Jessie's  rather  recovered  his  property  and  reassumed  his  proper  name ; 
while  she  marri^  the  gallant  Captain  Hastings,  who  proved  himself  a 
true-hearted  sailor  to  the  last 
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BT   JOSEPH   ANTHONT,   JUN. 

Ye  birds  that  puzzle 
Sages  well  versed  in  every  "  ology" — 

Whether  ye  muzzle 
Your  beaks  in  winter,  and  your  physiology 
In  mud-beds  plunge  (vide  Selborne  ornithology);* 

Or  swallows,  whether, 
Assembled  all,  ye  hold  debate  awhile, 

And  then,  together. 
In  wondrous  flight,  seek  shores  of  distant  Nile, 
Or  where  bright  skies  on  groves  of  myrtle  smile- 
Why  do  ye  tarry 
Now  "  winter's  coming"  speaks  the  burly  blast, 

And  high  doth  carry 
Leaves  that  in  death  around  are  falling  fast. 
Like  tears  of  Nature  weeping  sweet  siunmer  past? 

Ye  look  most  lonely. 
Of  all  your  summer-day  rejoicing  crew 

Bemaining  omy ; 
As  though  ye  deemed  the  sunbeams  would  renew 
Again  their  revels  with  the  flowers  and  you. 

Perchance,  however, 
That  ye  have  been  (alas!  if  such  the  cause) 

Obliged  to  sever 
From  all  your  tribe,  with  one  and  all*s  applause, 
For  some  inflringement  of  the  swallow  laws. 

Or  chance,  'twas  here 
Life  and  bright  sunshine  twitterers  first  ye  knew; 

And  now  ye  fear 
Here  may  ye  never  more  those  joys  renew, 
And  so  ye  linger  in  your  last  adieu. 

Still  are  ye  winging 
Your  tireless  flight,  whilst,  over  hill  and  deU, 

Old  night  is  flinging 
His  herald  shadows,  louder  the  blast  doth  swell — 
I  must  away.    Ye  lonely  ones,  fiurewell! 

«  White's  Selborne. 
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BY  £.  F.  ROWSELL,  ESQ. 

When  one  comes  to  think  of  it,  it  really  does  seem  a  very  alanning 
thing  to  have  the  assistance  of  a  doctor.  Just  for  a  moment  contemplate 
this  not  at  all  uncommon  case.     The  medical  gentleman  visits  you  daily, 

r chance^  for  a  long  time;  he  inflicts  upon  you  all  sorts  of  restrictions, 
commands  you  to  abstain  from  a  number  of  agreeable  things,  and  to 
take  fi^eely  of  a  number  of  disagreeable  things ;  he  renders  your  life  a 
nnisanoe  and  a  burden;  and  then,  when  you  are  quite  tired  out,  and  you 
tell  him  so^  and  seem  to  say  you'll  meet  your  feite,  or,  at  all  events,  won't 
have  his  aid  in  strugg^g  against  it  any  loneper,  theUy  he  says,  '*  perhaps 
you'd  better  have  a  second  opinion ;"  and  if  you  follow  his  advice,  and 
obtain  such  second  opinion,  tne  chances  are  a  thousand  to  one  that,  if 
there  have  been  anything  in  your  case  the  least  out  of  the  common  way, 
any  feature  that  is  not  as  well  known  as  the  first  letter  in  the  alphabet, 
that  that  second  opinion  will  be — that  Xhe  first  opinion  was  entirely  wrong^ 
and  your  present  illness  has  mainly  arisen  from  the  bungling  attempts  to 
cure  the  uight  indisposition  that  alone  afflicted  you  at  we  outset  Now, 
I  never  could  make  this  out.  Is  it  a  fact,  that  even  at  this  day  medical 
sdenoe  is  at  such  a  low  stage,  that  a  vast  number  of  disorders  are  yet  but 
little  known,  their  symptoms  unlearned,  and  consequently  their  treatment 
a  matter  yet  to  be  discovered  ?  Is  it  a  fact,  that  unless  any  ailment  be  a 
fever,  the  small-pox,  or  the  measles,  or  some  similarly  common  disorder, 
that  I  may  call  in  a  dozen  ordinary  doctors,  and  may  hear  different  views, 
and  receive  different  treatment  from  each  ?  Is  it  really  the  case,  that 
there  is  either  so  much  difficulty  in  deciding  the  true  nature  of  certain 
diseases,  or  so  much  variance  in  opinion  as  to  their  proper  management, 
that  one  doctor  may  prescribe  the  very  reverse  of  another  doctor  ?  It  is 
no  uncommon  thing  to  hear  a  person  say,  ^*  Mr.  Brown  orders  me  to  live 
low ;"  well,  he  lives  low  accordingly,  and  takes  a  mere  nothing.  Yoa 
meet  that  same  person  soon  after,  at  Brighton,  and,  to  your  amazement 
(bearing  in  mina  Mr.  Brown's  directions),  you  find  him  amusing  himself 
with  mutton  chops  and  bottled  porter.  And  why  ?  because  Mr.  Jones,  his 
medical  attendant  in  the  new  locality,  declares  that  he  must  live  well ;  and 
straightway  he  feeds  like  an  alderman.  Well,  he  gets  no  better,  so  he 
reserves  to  oome^  to  London  and  have  the  first  advice.  He  comes,  and 
visits  Dr.  Robinson,  who  unhesitatingly  announces  that  both  Jones  and 
Brown  have  completely  mistaken  the  case;  that  it  really  is  a  mercy  that 
the  patient  has  not  died  through  their  bungling;  but  he  (Dr.  R.)  hopes,  by 
eiUirefy  changing  the  plan  of  operations,  that  even  yet  the  unfortunate 
individoal,  after  a  lengthened  interval,  may  be  restored  to  health. 

This  is  a  very  unpleasant  state  of  things ;  it  is  very  disagreeable  to 
think  that  my  medical  attendant  may  be  as  effectually  preparing  me  for 
my  coffin  as  though  he  were  a  hired  assassin ;  and  that  my  executors^ 
wken  the  business  shall  have  been  completed,  will  have  to  pay  him  a 
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handsome  bill  for  killing  me ;  and  it  does  make  one  hesitate,  if  one  be 
visited  with  any  serious  but  not  common  malady,  and  one  cannot  afford 
the  assistance  of  those  more  elevated  professional  men,  who  very  seldom 
make  mistakes,  whether  it  were  not  better  to  let  Nature  alone  and  take 
one's  chance. 

Then  (to  increase  our  bewilderment)  we  have  divers  doctors  who  adhere 
to  certain  modes  of  treatment  for  all  diseases,  such  as  the  hydropathic  and 
homoeopathic.  The  first,  as  we  all  know,  attribute  extraordinary  virtues 
to  cold  water.  They  say,  drink  cold  water,  bathe  in  cold  water,  be 
wrapped  in  sheets  saturated  with  cold  water ;  always  keep  up  a  connexion 
with  cold  water  in  some  way.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that,  if  the  system  be 
BO  beneficial,  it  is  not  so  unpalatable  as  it  would  seem  at  first  sight  The 
spectacle  of  an  invalid  lying  wrapped  in  a  great  wet  sheet  on  a  frosty 
morning,  and  stimulating  himself  to  endurance  by  copious  draughts  of 
water  in  which  little  bits  of  ice  are  floating,  is  not  pleasant,  and  one 
hardly  seems  to  care  to  try  the  system  unless  as  a  last  resource.  Then 
we  have  homoeopathy,  concerning  which  I  must  speak  cautiously,  for  I 
know  Httle  about  it ;  but  in  regard  to  the  infinitesimal  doses,  and  the 
giving  as  remedies  those  very  things  that  in  a  healthy  individual  would 
induce  the  disease  now  sought  to  be  cured,  I  own  I  must  be  viewed  as 
somewhat  incredulous.  I  am  certainly  sceptical  as  to  the  advantage 
homoeopathy  may  bestow,  and  I  believe  that  the  merit  of  this  system  lies 
in  its  compelling  its  adherents  to  live  carefully,  to  most  rigidly  observe  the 
laws  of  Nature,  and,  in  this  way,  I  grant,  to  create  for  themselves  a  very 
excellent  chance  of  restoration  and  recovery. 

Now  all  this  goes  to  the  showing  that  we  ought  to  have  very  clever 
men  for  doctors.  Ordinary  jog-trot,  plodding  individuals,  who  never 
would  see  anything  for  themselves,  and  who  can  hardly  be  made  to  see 
anything  even  when  pointed  out  to  them — these  are  not  the  men  we  want 
for  physicians  and  surgeons.  And  we  can  quite  dispense  with  West-end 
'^exquisites,"  and  gentlemen  who  are  partial  to  the  puUing  off  of 
knockers,  making  disturbances  in  theatres,  and  assaulting  policemen.  No 
man  ought  to  be  a  doctor  not  possessing  a  very  average,  or  something 
more  than  an  average,  share  of  ability.  I  grant  you,  a  dull  man  may 
'*  get  on**  as  a  doctor,  who  would  miserably  fail  as  a  barrister,  and  who 
should  be  (but  is  not,  unfortunately,  as  yet)  reg^arded  as  absolutely  dis- 
qualified for  the  profession  of  the  Church.  Doctors*  blunders  are  only 
occasionally  discovered ;  and  these  blunders,  as  I  have  before  said,  seldom 
occur  except  in  cases  where  the  attendant  is  met  by  some  feature  that  is 
more  or  less  strange  to  him.  The  consequence  is,  that  a  man  of  pleasing 
appearance  and  address,  who  can  say  to  his  patients  (especially  the  ladies) 
in  the  most  gentlemanly  manner  a  perfectly  unlimitedfquantity  of  gen- 
tlemanlike things,  and  who  has  capital  enough  to  take  a  nice  house,  in  a 
good  thoroughfare,  and  to  place  on  his  gate  a  bright  brass  plate,  bearing 
his  name  at  mil  length ;  and  who,  moreover,  can  keep  a  smart  page,  in  a 
still  smarter  livery,  the  said  page  receiving  strict  injunctions  to  ran 
breathless  into  the  parish  church  every  Sunday,  and  drag  his  master  out 
of  the  most  conspicuous  place  in  the  most  conspicuous  pew ; — a  man  who 
can  grasp  all  these  points  may  do  wonderfully  well  as  a  doctor,  and  may 
thrive  like  a  sharp  attorney,  or  a  shrewd  railway  director. 

I  do  not  think,  however,  that  a  doctors  life  can  be  a  pleasant  one. 
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Doubtless  he  gets  used  to  its  drawbacks,  and  they  lose  to  him  more  or  less  of 
their  disagreeable  influence,  but  sdil,  for  it  to  be  one's  occupation  day  by 
day  to  go  into  and  sit  in  close,  darkened  chambers,  to  gaze  upon  attenuated 
forms  and  wasted  features ;  to  feel  pulses  which  indicate,  mayhap,  by 
their  increasing  feebleness,  that  they  will  beat  but  a  little  while  longer ; 
to  listen  to  low  moanings  and  bitter  lamentation ;  to  see  the  agonising 
fluctuations  of  hope  and  despair — oh!  for  this  to  be  one's  daily  employ- 
ment (and  some  cases  presenting  such  painful  aspects  must  always  be 
mider  the  charge  of  well-to-do  medical  men),  is  an  idea  one  cannot  make 
pleasing,  even  though  one  may  struggle  to  remember,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  gratification  of  often  being  the  means  of  restoring  to  health,  and  the 
satisfaction  of  receiving  for  one's  exertions  large  money  recompense. 

And  there  is  another  nuisance  connected  with  the  profession  of  a  doctor, 
which  might  almost  make  a  clever  and  anxious  man  drown  himself  in  the 
water-butt.  It  is  this.  Say  I  am  a  medical  man.  I  have  been  called  in 
to  a  rather  serious  case.  I  have  tended  it  for  a  long  period  with  the 
utmost  care  ;  I  have  watched  it  with  almost  painful  anxiety;  I  have  em- 
ployed upon  it  all  my  skill  and  acquirements,  and  at  last  I  am  rewarded. 
Having  overcome  many  an  obstacle,  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  clear  and  un- 
mistakable signs  of  improvement ;  the  disease  has  been  in  a  great  measure 
vanquished,  and  health  is  returning.  The  patient  is  recovering  his  spirits ; 
his  relatives,  friends,  and  attendants  are  hopeful  that  he  will  soon  be 
about  again.  I  leave  him,  we  will  say,  to-day,  better  than  he  has  been 
yet ;  I  begin  to  think  he  will  hardly  require  my  services  much  longer — 
the  day  after  to-morrow,  perhaps,  I  shall  slacken  in  my  attendance. 
Well,  I  go  to-morrow,  as  usual,  and  the  instant  I  knock  the  door  is  opened 
by  a  servant  almost  in  tears.  I  go  in,  and  straightway  1  am  surrounded 
by  a  mob^a  perfect  mob  of  relatives,  friends,  attendants,  sobbing  hysteri- 
cally. They  are  too  overcome  to  answer  my  hurried  inquiries,  so,  in 
alarm,  I  at  once  make  my  way  to  the  sick  man*s  chamber,  and  then,  in- 
deedy  I  see  immediately  that  well  might  the  mob  weep,  for  here  lies  the 
sick  man,  not  with  every  symptom  of  recovery  as  he  appeared  to  me 
yesterday,  but  prostrate,  stricken  down,  gone  back  again  infinitely, 
astonishingly  worse  ;  so  bad,  that  a  ver)'  short  examination  tells  me  that 
the  chances  are  now  a  thousand  to  one  against  his  ultimate  recovery. 
And  oh !  reader,  if  you  knew  the  bitterness,  the  unutterable  vexation, 
with  which  I  subsequently  learn  that  all  this  woful  change,  this  miserable 
alteration  has  arisen  purely  and  entirely  from — what  think  you  ? — ^from 
there  having  been  given  to  the  patient,  since  yesterday,  something  that 
I  had  expressly  forbidden  as  almost  absolute  poison;  something  that  I  had 
told  the  patient  himself,  told  his  friends,  told  his  nurses,  that  he  must  not 
have  in  any  case — and  if  you  knew  the  increase  of  irritation  caused  by 
the  unutterably  stupid  defence,  that  notwithstanding  all  I  had  said,  they 
thought  (as  if  they  had  the  slightest  right  to  think)  that  a  little  bit»  '*just 
a  little  bit"  wouldn't  hurt  him,  and  so  they  gave  it  him — oh!  if  you  could 
only  conceive  the  overpowering  emotions  of  indignation,  disgust,  con- 
tempt, and  mortification  which  weigh  me  down  at  such  a  crisis,  you  would 
scarcely  be  surprised  if  you  heard  I  had  gone  mad,  and  murdered  patient, 
relatives,  attendants,  before  1  quitted  the  house. 

And  take  another  case.     I  am  called  in  as  a  stranger ;  the  people  look 
doubtfully  at  me;  they  think,  mayhap,  I  am  too  young  for   a  doctor 
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(some  persons  think  it  impossible  there  can  be  wisdom  anywhere  except 
in  an  old  head,  and  have  a  strange  notion  that  clear  symptoms  of  the 
approach  of  imbecility  are  undeniable  evidences  of  excessive  sageness); 
but,  however,  I  am  requested  to  exhibit  my  skill.  I  do  my  best,  and  my 
patient  improves.  But  '*  patient"  is  a  misnomer ;  he  is  one  of  the  tM- 
patient  class;  he  seems  to  have  an  idea  that  a  doctor  should  be  a 
magician ;  that  he  should  prescribe  a  dose  which  should  at  once  e£Fect  a 
cure;  and  if  there  be  only  a  gradual  recovery,  he  is  dissatisfied.  The 
patient,  moreover,  not  knowing  anything  at  all  about  the  human  £rame^ 
either  in  health  or  disease,  is  not  conscious  that  I  can  see  great  improve- 
ment, although  his  feelings  or  appearance  may  have  undergone  little  or 
no  change :  and  as  he  declines  believing  anything  save  what  is  evidence 
to  him  by  his  senses,  this  agreeable  patient  decides  at  once  that  he  is  no 
better,  and  that  I  have  not  done  for  him  all  that  might  have  been  done. 
Upon  some  pretext  or  other,  therefore,  I  am  got  rid  of,  and  there  is  called 
in,  in  all  probability,  a  half  or  entire  quack  doctor,  before  whose  awful 
eye,  it  is  asserted,  quails  and  vanishes  every  disease  under  the  sun.  Well, 
this  empiric  finds  my  patient's  ailment  under  very  peremptory  orders  of 
departure.  I  have,  as  it  were,  taken  it  by  the  shoulders,  and  got  it  half 
outside  the  door,  and  the  door  swinging-to  will  assuredly  of  itself  complete 
the  ejection.  Now,  the  new  doctor  will  most  likely  nave  the  sense  not 
to  take  any  important  step.  He  will  be  quite  contented,  in  his  igno- 
rance, to  let  matters  issue  as  they  wilL  His  professed  remedies,  there- 
fore, will  be  utterly  innocuous,  at  the  same  time  that  they  will  not  work 
a  fraction  of  good.  But,  reader — but,  when  the  patient  (thanks  to  my 
skill  and  assiduity — I  say  it  boldly,  thanks  to  my  attentive  watching 
and  unwearied  labour)  finds  himself,  after  a  brief  space  (a  brief  space, 
after  substituting  for  the  dull  plodder  the  clever  quack),  restored  to 
health  and  strength— oh!  how  does  that  vile  vagabond  triumph! — how 
loudly  does  he  claim  a  victory  as  much  his  as  would  be  that  of  a  man 
who  should  boast  of  having  thrashed  a  noted  pugilist,  but  who  should 
not  care  to  mention  the  trifling  circumstance  that  ne  had  set  upon  him 
only  afiber  another  man  had  stunned  him. 

I  have  here  incidentally  mentioned  quacks;  quacks,  however,  of  the 
higher  class  (if  the  distinction  be  not  an  absurdity),  not  the  proper  rascals 
who  bring  to  fullest  light  the  lamentable  folly  and  weakness  of  human 
nature.  Just  a  word  regarding  these.  It  is,  I  think,  one  of  the  most 
marvellous  things  possible,  that  people  can  be  found  so  utterly  weak  and 
ridiculous  as  to  credit  for  one  instant  a  hundredth  part  of  the  monstrous 
assertions  put  forth  in  regard  to  certain  quack  medicines.  Now,  does  any- 
body believe — is  it  possible  that  anybody  in  this  land  can  believe— that  a 
man  afflicted  with  twenty  ulcers  in  his  leg — who  has  been  ill  for  thirty 
years — who  has  suffered  so  much  that  he  must  be  the  most  wonderful  man 
ever  heard  of  to  have  lived  so  long — and  who,  though  he  be  but  a  poor 
man,  living  an  immense  way  off,  in  some  hamlet,  the  name  of  which  has 
never  reached  the  ears  of  any  one,  in  London  at  all  events,  has  nevertheless 
attracted  so  much  attention  from  his  most  dismal  and  melancholy  condi- 
tion, that  armies  of  doctors  in  country  parts  have  marched  to  see  him,  and 
have  had  a  firm  fight  with  his  several  maladies,  but  have  been  worsted,  and 
have  retreated  in  despair — ^is  it  possible,  I  say,  that  anybody  can  credit  that 
this  poor,  wretched,  half-expiring  creature,  simply  through  following  the 
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bleflsed  adnoe  of  his  dear  friend  Thomas  Smith,  of  London,  to  take  one  box 
— just  one  box — of  the  celebrated  Professor  Cheatem's  pills,  and  to  use  the 
tiniest  quantity  of  his  ointment,  was  only  ten  days  after  dancing  the  polka 
on  the  village  green,  and  is  now  ready  to  wrestle  anybody  for  half-a-crown! 
Oh,  melancholy  necessity !  I  must  answer  my  own  question,  and  say^ 
^  Yes,  there  are  tens  of  thousands — ^hundreds  of  thousands,  who  will  be- 

Kama  W  »» 

There  are,  most  certainly,  many  drawbacks  to  a  doctor's  comfort.  It 
if  Tery  unpleasant  to  be  called  out  of  a  warm  bed  on  a  frosty  niglit  to 
visit  a  ^oomy  sick  chamber ;  to  be  fetched  from  the  brilliant  ball  or 
smig  evening  party  to  attend  a  case  of  delirium  tremens  or  typhus  fever ; 
to  quit  a  scene  of  nappiuess  and  enjoyment  for  the  sight  of  suffering  and, 
mayfaap,  of  death.  One  almost  wonders  that  medical  men  can  ever  be 
merry.  They  must  see  so  much  that  would  make  ordinary  men  sad, 
look  so  ofben  upon  countenances  wherein  they  can  behold,  as  cleariy  as 
though  it  were  written  with  a  pen,  ^'  The  end  is  at  hand," — they  must 
beeome  so  intimate  with  sights  of  pain  and  humiliatiou,  that,  I  repeat, 
one  almost  marvels  a  doctor  can  ever  smile.  Yet  they  are  not  melan- 
choly men.  As  a  body,  I  should  say  they  are  cheerful  and  pleasant 
companions,  loving  amusement  and  good  cheer.  It  is  so,  I  suppose,  with 
them  as  with  other  people — familiarity  softens  obnoxious  features.  It  is 
an  astonishing  thing  what  a  difference  it  makes  when  what  is  required  to 
be  done  is  a  matter  of  '*  business."  A  man  feels  (and  rightly  so)  that  it 
will  not  do  to  ask  inclination  what  she  has  to  say  upon  the  point ;  he 
crushes  every  emotion  but  that  which  prompts  him  to  obey  the  call.  And, 
in  the  case  of  the  medical  man  (and  thank  €rod  it  is  so),  he  will  go  in 
the  middle  of  the  night  from  his  bed  into  the  snow  to  the  sick  man 
to  administer  medicine ;  he  will  turn  horn  his  dinner  to  set  a  fractured 
limb :  he  will  leave  his  church,  he  will  leave  anywhere,  go  anywhere,  do 
anything,  for  the  sake  of  the  sufferer  who  appeals  to  him  for  aid. 

It  is  a  noble  science  is  that  of  medicine.  Sincerely  do  I  wish  that  it 
were  more  thoroughly  understood  by  the  mass  of  its  professors  than, 
looking  at  the  circumstances  upon  which  1  touched  at  the  beg^ning,  it 
would  appear  to  be  at  this  time.  I  believe  that  there  are  many  men  in 
the  profession  now  whose  opinions  are  really  invaluable,  whose  learning, 
skill,  and  acuteness  one  cannot  too  much  extol ;  but  the  mass  of  doctors 
are  by  no  means  so  efficient  as  we  could  desire,  and  having  regard  to  the 
danger  of  error  on  their  part,  as  they  ought  to  be !  However,  there  is  a 
good  spirit  abroad.  The  time  will  come  when  in  this  profession,  as  in 
others,  the  way  will  be  cleared  for  clever  men,  and  closed  against  stupids, 
and  what  a  yell  of  mortification  will  go  up  from  the  grim  demons  of  dis- 
ease and  misery  as  they  behold  the  change ! 
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Part  II. 

"  Mt  name,  sir,  is  Kate  Howard.  I  was  bom  and  bred  in  Leicester, 
of  which  town  my  father  was  a  respectable  solicitor,"  said  my  companion 
of  the  previous  evening,  as  we  met  by  appointment,  and  turned  into  a 
neighbouring  inn«  to  prevent  interruption.  And  here,  perchance,  I  may 
be  allowed  to  digress,  and  chronicle  my  extreme  pleasure  at  seeing  a 
slight  attempt  for  the  better  as  regarded  her  dress  with  the  assistance  of 
the  few  shillings  I  had  given  her.  The  gaudy  Kiss-me-quick  bonnet  had 
been  exchanged  for  a  neat  straw  cottage  one,  and  the  flaring-coloured 
Paisley  shawl  for  a  quiet  tartan -patterned  one — the  Gordon  Clan,  to  be  very 
particular.  ''I  lost  my  mother,"  she  continued,  ''during  my  infancy; 
and  though  my  father  was  ever  kind  and  affectionate,  and  watched  ov^r 
me  with  a  jealous  care,  still  I  was  thrown  in  my  youth  more  upon  my  own 
resources  than  many  girls  of  my  age ;  and  at  seventeen,  innocent,  art- 
less, and  light-hearted,  I  was  more  inexperienced  in  the  world*s  deceits, 
snares,  and  perfidies,  than  I  should  have  been  had  a  mother's  pure  and 
tender  care  watched  over  me;  and  the  ample  world  seemed  to  me 
infinitely  good.  It  was  during  the  autumn  of  this  year  that  I  accepted 
an  invitation  to  visit  a  relation  at  Nottingham,  during  the  week  of  that 
rather  Satumalian  festival.  Goose  Fair.  The  amusements  were  at  their 
height.  Fun,  frolic,  and  festivity  run  riot;  cares  and  business  were 
swamped;  and  the  floodgates  of  good-humour,  frivoHty,  and  liberty, 
seemed  to  have  been  opened,  and,  like  a  mighty  stream,  to  have  deluged 
the  town,  until  you  could  hardly  have  believed  yourself  in  sober,  staid 
England,  but  in  the  fair  fields  of  La  belle  France,  or  those  sultry  climes 
'  famed  for  oranges  and  women.' 

''  As  I  have  already  said,  every  species  of  amusement  was  at  its  height 
— shows,  booths,  sights,  theatres,  and  that  recently-introduced  amusement 
of  dancing  at  the  casinos.  My  cousin  Mary  had  become  acquainted  widi 
an  officer  then  stationed  at  the  barracks  in  the  town,  and  we  were  to  meet 
him,  by  appointment,  at  the  ball-room  one  evening,  where  I  was  promised 
I  shomd  be  introduced  to  his  lieutenant,  whom  Mary  portrayed,  in  all 
the  bright  tints  fancy  can  paint,  a  '  perfect  man.'  Nor  can  I  help  the 
confession  that,  when  we  did  meet,  I  was  far  from  being  disappointed. 
Lieutenant  Boynton  was  a  tall,  handsome  model  of  manly  strength ;  his 
features  regular  and  good,  a  musical  voice,  and  a  frank  and  honest 
expression  of  countenance,  that  drew  strangers  to  his  acquaintance.  His 
mind  was  well  stored  with  general  information,  and,  although  young  in 
years,  he  had  greatly  profited  by  the  experiences,  the  trials,  and  the  views 
of  life  to  which  he  had  already  been  subjected ;  but,  joining  his  regiment 
early  in  Hfe,  and  associating  with  men  who,  however  much  they  may 
worship  honour  and  bravery  in  the  abstract,  unite  them  not  with  the 
sacred  creeds  of  religion  or  the  firmer  principles  of  morality,  until  the 
standard  of  his  right  or  wrong  seemed  to  be  the  questionable  dogmas  of 
the  mess-table. 

"  At  the  end  of  the  week  I  left  Nottingham  for  my  home,  and  I  know 
not  wheth^  I  felt  most  joy  or  most  pain ;  but,  certain,  I  experienced 
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sensations  for  the  first  time  to  which,  up  to  this  period,  I  had  heen  a  per- 
fect stranger.  Could  these  he  the  firft-fruits  of  love  ?  was  the  question  I 
often  put  to  myself;  and  then  I  took  to  brooding  over  every  word  and 
every  sentiment  Mr.  Boynton  had  poured  into  my  willing  ears.  I 
thought  over  his  '  honeyed  words,'  his  converse,  and  opinions ;  and  then  a 
thousand  little  incidents,  '  light  as  air,'  mingled  in  the  train — his  vows 
in  pnvate,  his  contumely  of  me  before  hb  brother  officers,  as  if  he 
despised  my  acquaintance,  and  only  sought  it  to  satisfy  some  base  and 
selnsh  desire,  until  my  brain  became  so  heated  and  perturbed,  me  fain 
thought  it  would  burst  the  slender  barrier  of  my  mind,  and  hurl  my  soul 
into  earthly  darkness ! 

"  It  was  during  the  following  spring  that  a  strike  occurred  among  the 
lace-makers  of  Leicester,  and  the  magistrates  immediately  decided  upon 
applying  for  soldiers.  Oh,  sir,  how  my  heart  beat  with  mingled  emotions 
as  I  saw  the  dragoons  march  up  the  street !  The  Riot  Act  was  read ;  the 
officer  formed  up  his  men  ready  for  action ;  the  police  captured  two  half- 
starved  spinners,  who  had  vowed  to  overthrow  our  dynasty,  but  who 
seemed  better  adapted  for  the  destruction  of  a  plate  of  beef  than  the  Eng- 
lish throne ;  and  a  couple  of  old  drunken  women  had  passed  a  few 
remarks  and  comments  upon  the  obesity  of  the  mayor  and  the  valour  of 
the  soldiers  in  attacking  '  old  mothers,  when  they  were  *  afiSaid'  to  go 
to  fight  the  blacks— evidently  alluding  to  the  Sikhs.  A  council  of 
war  was  held,  the  peace  of  the  town  was  decided  not  to  be  in  such 
imminent  danger  but  that  the  officer  might  fall  back  upon  the  dinner  of 
the  mayor,  to  which  a  party  was  invited  to  meet  him,  and  the  soldiers  to 
their  billets,  to  sing  songs  and  drink  the  Queen's  health.  Although 
comparative  quiet  had  been  restored,  still,  as  most  wonderful  stories  were 
hourly  propagated  through  every  conceivable  channel  to  the  police,  as 
the  hunting-season  was  over,  ana  the  natural  love  of  our  nation  for  any 
new-painted  plaything,  whether  it  be  a  troop  of  dragoons  or  a  General 
Tom  Thumb,  apphcation  was  made  through  the  lord-lieutenant  to  the 
military  authorities  that  Leicester  should  remain  for  a  couple  of  months 

or  so  a  half-billet  station ;  and  Lord being  a  Tory,  and  that  party 

then  in  power,  the  request  was  immediately  complied  with.  As  soon  as 
the  excitement  of  the  ^  strike'  had  subsided,  our  '  guide  folk'  turned  to 
who  and  what  the  officers  were  who  were  quartered  in  our  town ;  and 
you,  sir,  can  better  fancy  than  I  depict,  my  varied  emotions  when  I  heard 
bom  my  brother  *  a  Mr.  Boynton'  was  one  of  the  officers  of  the  tr6op. 

"  Sir,  I  must  be  allowed  to  pass  over  the  next  six  weeks  of  my  exist- 
ence; and  oh!  believe  me  to  be  sincere,  when  I  swear  I  would  suffer  any 
torture,  or  undergo  any  sacrifice,  to  blot  these  few  fleeting  days  out  of  the 
Book  of  Life,  and  obtain  the  forgiveness  of  my  Maker  for  my  deadly  sin. 
Boynton  was  not  long  in  finding  out  my  father's  house;  in  short,  I  believe 
my  cousin  had  told  him  of  it  previous  to  his  leaving  Nottingham.  We 
met.  He  lured  me  on,  and  I  made  excuses  for  my  repeated  absences  from 
home,  and  deluded  my  kind  father  by  trumped-up  tales  of  ^  engagements 
in  the  oountiy*' — mean  subterfuges  for  meeting  Boynton  and  wandering 
in  the  shady  lanes,  or  along  the  swardy  sides  of  babbhng  brooks,  while  he 
poured  forth  his  protestations,  his  vows,  and  the  wily  stratagems  of  love 
mto  my  innocent  breast,  and  taught  me  to  value  lightly  those  sacred 
tenets  which  had  been  early  instilled  into  my  mind  by  the  heavenly  light 
o£  the  Gospel,  and  to  find  a  ready  excuse  for  my  every  action,  until,  by 
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sabtle  casuistry,  I  laid  ^  the  flattering  anction  to  my  soul*  that  I  did  no 
wrong.  « 

*<  Ah,  my  poor  girl!  man's  frailty  is  the  rock  on  which  your  sex's  in- 
nocence is  wrecked/*  I  exclaimed.  ^^  But  did  not  those  diyioe  words^ 
'  Lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil,*  breathed  forth  in 
humble  prayer  night  and  morning,  occur  to  your  mind? — and  did  you  not 
pray  to  their  heavenly  Author  to  grant  you  strength  to  withstand  the 
assaults  of  evil,  and  shield  you  from  temptation  above  what  you  oonld 
bear?" 

*'  Alas !  alas !  sir,  I  did  not.  I  was  so  led  away  by  my  selfish  denras 
and  frenzied  love,  that  I  forgot  the  Creator  in  the  creature.  I  was  mined ! 
— lost,  body  and  soul !  Betrayed,  deceived,  disgraced !  Sunk  in  deadly 
sin  ever  past  redemption !"  the  g^l  screamed,  bursting  into  a  paroxysm 
of  grie£ 

*'  Hush!  hush!  Don*t  give  way  to  your  feeling^,  my  poor  girl,"  I  said, 
hurt  to  a  degree  at  her  unfeigned  sorrow.  *^  Take  comfort,  for  our  blessed 
Saviour  himself  hath  told  us,  '  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  travail  and  are 
heavy  laden,  and  I  will  refresh  you.'  " 

'^  But  not  grant  forgiveness,  sir?"  she  said,  eagerly. 

'*  Yes,  and  grant  forgiveness,  too,  if  you  repent  in  sincerity  and  truth," 
I  replied. 

'*  Well,  sir,"  she  contiuued,  after  some  pause,  '^  one  sunny  summer 
morning,  when  all  >^'ature  was  gay  aiid  bright  in  all  its  beauteous 
colours,  and  the  woodland  warblers  chorussed  forth  tlieir  merriest  song, 
I  met  Boynton.  A  gloom  overshadowed  his  handsome  brow,  and 
he  told  me  an  emeute  was  shortly  expected  in  Ireland;  fresh  troops 
were  under  orders  for  the  counties  of  Munster,  and  he  was  to  occopy 

W n,   a  manufacturing  station  iu  the  south  of  Eogland,  vacated 

by  part  of  a  regiment  marching  to  Cahir.  A  thousand  emotions,  fears—- 
nay,  even  distrust  racked  my  troubled  brains  as  the  news  fell  from  his 
lips ;  and  I  knew  not  why,  but  a  shuddering  presentiment  foretold  me 
that  misery  and  sorrow  were  treading  hard  on  the  heels  of  my  present 
happiness  and  love;  and  I  almost  feared  my  mind  would  not  have  with- 
stood the  shock  the  sight  of  his  departure  caused  me,  had  not  a  wild  flood 
of  tears  eased  my  overburdened  heart  From  the  inn  where  they  stopped 
for  the  first  day  s  march  Boynton  wrote  to  me,  and  the  note  breathed  of 
affection,  and  even  with  a  faithful  promise  he  would  write  again  on  his 

arrival  at  W n.     For  weeks  I  heard  not  from  him.     I  brooded  over 

his  heartlessness ;  I  wandered  along  the  walks  where,  whilom,  iu  happier 
hours  past,  we  had  wandered,  and  read  and  re-read,  and  wept  over  the 
passages  he  had  marked  of  his  favourite  poets,  until  I  settled  into  a  dark 
melancholy  and  ceaseless  i^thy. 

'*  A  month  after  his  departure  a  second  letter  came.  It  was  kind  and 
affectionate,  and  by  many  an  artless  girl  would  have  been  highly  prind; 
but  the  quick  sensibility  of  my  love  pointed  out  here  an  odd  word,  and 
there  a  stray  thought,  that  a  tone  of  selfishness  of  his  own  lot  at  bong 

Slanted  down  in  a  stupid  quarter  pervaded  the  whole,  rather  than  a  ten- 
emess  of  feeling  for  the  poor  lost  girl  he  had  betrayed  and  ruined.  My 
father  for  long,  though  happily  ignorant  of  the  cause,  had  obeerred  my 
melancholy  dejection ;  and  as  the  simple  pleasures  and  indulgences  of  onr 
home  had  failed  to  rally  me  back  to  happiness,  he  proposed  I  should  visit 
a  relative  at  the  sea-«de»     I  hastily  grasped  at  his  wuh,  and  a  ' 
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after»  with  a  heart  hursting  with  guilt,  and  crushed  at  the  thoughts  of 
leaving  those  who  had  tended  me  from  my  childhood,  I  took  a  tender 
£uewell  of  my  parent,  gave  the  few  relics  and  haubles  I  had  stored  firom 
dbildhood  to  my  friends,  and,  with  a  desperate  determination,  I  left  Lei- 
cester, not  for  the  sea-side,  but  where  my  heart  only  was,  and  that  night 

joined  Boynton  at  W n.     What  might  be  the  anxiety  of  those  who 

expected  me  at  the  quiet  watering-place,  or  the  feelings  of  my  father  at 
my  flighty  you,  sir,  can  as  well  picture  as  myself.  A  liuge  reward,  I  saw 
by  the  Times ,  was  offered  for  any  information  relative  to  me;  but  I  had 
managed  my  disguises  so  well,  aud  kept  my  intention  so  secret,  that  firom 
that  day  to  this  not  one  word  has  ever  been  heard  in  Ldicester  of  poor 
Kate  Howard. 

'*  Boynton  was  what  is  termed  in  a  regiment  *  a  fast  officer.'  He  kept  five 
or  six  horses,  spent  a  good  sum  on  his  personal  appearance,  and,  moreover, 
bet  and  played  heavily  ;  and  the  natural  consequences  were,  that  he  was 
deeply  involved  to  the  Jews.  In  short,  as  he  used  facetiously  to  remark — 
mess-table  wit,  you  must  allow — '  that  though  the  Duke  of  Wellington's 
firank  would  fetch  5L,  his  own  stamped  autograph  would  not,  with 
two  0*8  attached  to  the  5.'  Leon  Solomon  was  in  his  confidence, 
snd  Ishijah  Levi  his  bosom  ally — the  filthy,  dirty  fellow  used  to  come 
and  sit  in  his  room  and  drink  his  brandy,  and  ogle  me,  and  make  his 
coarse  remarks — so  low  will  men  stoop  who  are  in  difficulties  1     I  spent 

two  months  in  W n,  when,  with  the  excuse  of  *  urgent  fiunily  affairs,' 

Boynton  ]eh  me  for  town.  He  was  absent  for  some  time,  and  ^ing  up 
an  old  paper  of  the  district,  among  *  the  local  information'  I  read  '  that 
Lieutenant  Boynton  deeply  regretted,'  and  the  usual  panegyric  of  a  country 
newspi^r,  '  had  exchai^ged  to  India.*  I  was  so  stunned  and  overcome  by 
what  I  read,  that  I  fell  swooning  on  the  floor;  and  when,  some  hours  after, 
I  r^;ained  my  consciousness,  I  found  myself  laid  out  on  the  bed,  and  a 
stranger  busying  himself  in  the  room.  He  was  a  young  man,  and,  as  I 
ioon  found  out,  had  evidently  basked  in  the  sunshine  of  fortune,  and  but 
very  slightly  versed  in  the  emotions  and  feelings  of  woman.  Without 
the  slightest  attempt  at  palliation  or  softening,  in  a  moment  he  told  me 
Boynton  had  *  levanted' — 'devilish  hard  up,*  as  he  expressed  it; — come 
down  as  his  brother  officer  and  Mend  to  look  after  his  *  kit ;' — Hobson  of 
the  4th  had  bought  his  first  charger  for  a  hundred  and  ten,  and  if  he  could 
get  sixty  or  seventy  for  the  other  charger,  that  would  pay  his  regimental 
debts — ^and  what  lus  clothes  and  appointments  and  furniture  fetched,  I  was 
to  have ; — the  horse-dealers  had  attached  his  hunters.  And  he  finished  by 
telling  me  Boynton  was  a  trump,  deeply  regretted  in  the  regiment,  up  to 
any tHng^  and  had  let  the  Jews  in  for  eight  thousand  pounds ;  which  last 
&at  seemed  to  afford  the  young  gentleman  unbounded  delight  He  told 
me  be  was  to  relieve  Boynton ;  I  was  welcome,  however,  to  the  rooms  for 
a  couple  of  days  or  so ;  out  as  the  colonel  was  coming  to  inspect  them  by 
the  latter  end  of  the  week,  I  must  move  before  that  period.  I  left  that 
JO^ttL  The  thousand  reminiscences  of  the  past  happy  hours,  tainted 
though  they  had  been  by  guilt,  were  too  painful  for  me  to  linger  long 
among  the  scenes  which  every  moment  opened  afresh  the  bleeding  wound! 

'^  I  vralked  along  the  rivers  edge,  and  watched  the  bubbling  stream  as 
it  meandered  along,  turning  in  its  course  the  busy  fEkctory,  or  foaming 
and  hissinff  forth  its  white  spray  as  it  battled  with  the  huge  wheeL  I 
vitdied  ue  girls  with  their  bright  and   meny  &ces,  many  of  them 
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motherless  and  hungry,  the  children  of  poverty  and  indigence, — while  I, 
the  cherished  fayourite  from  my  natal  hour,  my  mother's  dearest  wish, 
my  father's  greatest  thought,  was  bared  and  baned  from  happiness  and 
love,  deserted,  lone,  lost  I  without  one  single  heart  to  feel  a  ray  of  pity 
for  the  repentant  sinner  in  all  her  misery.  I  thought  of  him  who  made 
me  so,  and  was  mad.  I  thought  again  upon  that  last,  sole,  dearest  link 
that  bound  me  to  this  troubled  world,  ruthlessly  broke  asunder.  1  gazed 
on  the  rippling  stream  as  it  flowed  along,  and  a  frantic  feeling  made  me 
wish  to  cast  myself  in  headlong  among  the  bubbling  waters.  Their  gentle 
murmur  seemed  as  my  funeral  dirge,  and  methought,  as  they  would  close 
around  my  head,  my  soul  would  gently  glide  into  a  lasting  sleep ;  but 
then  the  thought  or  awaking — awaking  m  another  world — crushed  my 
heart,  and,  sick  and  blind,  I  fell  on  the  grassy  bank ! 

"  I  sought  London,  and,  with  the  few  pomids  that  were  handed  over  to 
me  from  Boynton's  effects,  I  took  a  small  lodging,  and  endeavoured  to 
eke  out  a  livelihood  by  embroidery  and  fine  sewing.  Alas !  ar,  how 
futile  the  attempt !  The  causes  of  this  failure  have  been  latelv  so  ablpr 
given  to  the  world  by  a  philanthropic  sect,  who  are  now  tummg  their 
most  strenuous  exertions  to  the  salvation  of  that  portion  of  our  sex,  that 
it  would  be  useless  for  me  to  discuss  the  subject  further ;  suffice  it  to  say, 
that  the  competition  was  so  great,  and  the  remuneration  so  small,  that 
the  wages  would  not  keep  soul  and  body  together." 

*'  Much  as  I  have  studied  the  subject,  I  am  afraid  our  great*  and  excel- 
lent philanthropists  are  far  from  discovering  a  cure,  by  either  emig^tion 
or  societies,"  I  said.  '*  London  appears  to  be  the  modem  Sirenum 
ScopuloSy  which  attracts  young  girls  to  its  precincts,  and  then  leaves 
them  to  perish;  for,  I  believe,  in  none  of  our  large  towns  is  female  labour 
80  badly  paid  as  in  our  capital.  In  Glasgow,  Manchester,  liverpool,  and 
other  towns,  many  girls  earn  from  fifteen  to  eighteen  shillings  a  week." 

'<  Working  from  morning  to  night,  sir,  I  do  assure  you,  about  nxpence 
to  eightpence  a  day  was  the  outside  I  could  earn.  However,  to  proceed. 
Among  the  acquaintances  which  my  embroidery  and  sewing  threw  me, 
was  a  young  girl  who  had  once  known  far  better  days.  Her  father  had 
become  bound  for  a  *  friend,'  who  evinced  his  friendship  by  levanting  to 
America,  leaving  her  father  to  meet  the  heavy  bond.  It  ruined  him. 
He  was  sold  up,  became  a  bankrupt,  passed  through  the  Insolvent  Court, 
took  to  drinking,  and  died,  leaving  this  poor  girl  and  two  brothers  to 
fight  their  own  way  in  the  world.     One  of  the  girl's  brothers  had  got  an 

appointment  as  a  musician  in  a  theatrical  band  in  S ^y,  and  he  wrote 

very  pressingly  that  she  should  join  him.  Julia  volunteered  to  go  if  I 
would  accompany  her.  I  acceded,  sir,  and  we  set  off  for  the  town.  The 
manager  of  the  Theatre  Royal  had  been  bom  under  a  lucky  star.  His 
mother  was  the  old  gin-bibing  woman  that  sold  oranges  under  the  por- 
tico, and  so  suddenly  disappeared  when  the  future  R^ius  was  about  six 
years  of  age.  The  company  pitied  the  poor  fellow,  and  he  earned  a 
scanty  livelihood  by  running  messages,  and  bringing  in  the  brandies-and- 
waters  '  hot,'  between  the  pieces,  to  the  green-room,  until  he  obtained 
the  situation  of  *  call-boy.'  Once  fisiirly  on  the  pedestal  of  preferment, 
he  rose  rapidly.  He  became  the  star  of  his  circuit;  and  when  one  of 
his  former  patrons,  now  a  starving,  broken-down  old  man,  wrote  the 
mysterious,  adventurous,  awe-inspiring  melodrama,  and  gave  the  future 
manager  the  leading  cast — the  g<K>d-natured  ruffian  of  the  piece — his  for- 
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tone  was  made,  and  he  was  a  man  for  evermore.  His  wife  was  a  woman 
of  a  very  strong  turn  of  mind ;  she  was  partial  to  polonies  and  onions 
for  breaicfasty  and  not  decidedly  hostile  to  hot  suppers  and  spirits.  She 
had  once  played  a  souhrettes  part  before  royalty — very  likely,  when 
Geoi^  rV.  went  incog,  to  the  Adelphi  to  see  ^Tom  and  Jerry'— so 
the  always  prefaced  every  sentence  with,  *•  When  I  played  before  the 
king.'  She  '  lorded*  it  pretty  considerably  over  her  corps  dramcUique. 
Every  one,  from  her  husband  to  the  old  woman  that  swept  out  the  theatre, 
was  under  her  nod  and  command; — all  subservient,  all  slaves,  every  one 
and  everything,  save  one — the  green-eyed  monster,  Jealousy.  He  ruled 
her  pretty  considerably,  and  I  was  one  of  the  inflictions  he  cast  in  her 
path.  No  sooner  had  she  seen  her  husband  and  myself  at  rehearsal,  than 
she  at  once  decided  I  was  a  worthless,  good-for-nothing  baggage,  and  her 
husband  the  most  Pithless  and  the  gayest  of  men.  Poor  woman,  how 
grossly  was  she  mistaken!  The  life  of  a  country  actress  is  about  as 
dreary  and  drudging  a  one  as  ever  women  enter  upon.  To  study  hard; 
to  be  punctual  at  rehearsals  and  play ;  to  labour  over  the  same  pieces 
night  after  night ;  to  be  funny  at  the  same  period,  over  and  over  again, 
when  your  heart  is  heavy;  to  be  pathetic  when  you  are  wearied  from 
work;  to  be  away  from  home  and  friends;  to  bear  the  petty  insults,  sar- 
casms, and  contumely  of  the  company,  or  the  jealousies  of  the  sisterhood; 
to  pronounce  love  faithfully  to  a  gentle  Romeo  reeking  from  the  taproom, 
or  to  clasp  a  Claude  Melndtte  to  your  arms  redolent  of  tobacco  and  rum ; 
to  be  ogled  by  every  counterskipper  in  the  pit,  or  to  stand  the  double- 
barrelled  glass  of  the  old  be-wigged  Roue  of  the  boxes,  with  his  pencilled 
eyebrows  and  rouged  cheeks,  are  some  of  the  sufferings  the  poor  daugh- 
ters of  Thalia  have  to  undergo.  These,  then,  sir,  coupled  with  the  un- 
just suspicions  of  the  manageress,  made  me  determine  to  leave  'the 
boards.'  To  trace  my  life  from  that  period  up  to  last  night,  when  you 
found  me  houseless  and  a  wanderer  and  an-hungered,  would  be  to  lay 
bare  the  pollution,  the  crime,  and  the  remorse  which,  under  a  seeming 
beauty,  our  streets  aboimd  with; — facts  too  horrible  to  relate,  sir,  too  cor- 
mpt  to  hear  I  I  am  what  I  am.  I  have  erred  and  I  have  sinned ;  but, 
sir,  has  not  our  divine  Preceptor  himself  told  us,  that  we  all  being  evil, 
and  knowing  how  to  give  good  g^fts  unto  our  children,  how  much  more 
will  our  heavenly  Father  give  good  things  unto  them  that  ask  him?*' 

It  was  some  time — two  years  perhaps — after  the  events  I  have  just 
mentioned  that  I  was  instituted  to  a  cnurch  in  one  of  our  large  mercan- 
dle  towns.  During  that  interval,  I  am  happy  to  say,  I  had  effected  a 
reconciliation  between  Kate  Howard  and  her  Mends.  The  prodigal 
ehild  had  been  received  back  into  favour  and  forgiveness.  It  was  one 
eold  winterly  night,  and  I  was  sitting  over  a  good  blazing  fire,  and  con- 
gratulating myself  that  I  was  not  exposed  to  the  December  inclemency 
of  the  weather,  that  a  loud  rap  was  heard  at  my  front  door,  and  my 
servant  ushered  in  an  old  woman,  white  with  snow  and  shivering  with 
the  cold. 

"Plase  yer  honour,  will  you  jtst  step  over  and  see  a  poor  gintlemin 
afore  he  dies  ?"  said  the  woman,  who  was  evidently  a  Roman  Catholic, 
^th  an  implicit  belief  in  the  extreme  unction  of  the  soul.  "  The  doc- 
thor  has  given  him  up,  yer  honour.  Faith,  he  almost  said  he  wouldn't 
^Te  over  the  night,  and  he  wants  the  priest  now." 
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^'  And  pn^  who  may  ycm  be  ?^  I  inquired. 

^'The  wi^er  Macaity,  yer  honour;  a  poor  lone  woman,  who  lets 
lodgings  to  gintlemin,  and  oeals  in  fish  and  eggs,"  she  replied,  droppizq^ 
a  series  of  curtsies. 

Acoordinglj  I  buttoned  up  my  great  coat,  and  manfully  followed  the 
widow  along  the  dark  back  streets  teeming  with  dirt,  poverty,  and  pesti* 
lenoe,  untU  1  began  to  think  I  should  lose  myself  in  the  maze  of  squaUd 
alleys.  About  midway  up  one  of  the  dirtiest,  however,  I  espied  in  tbe 
fi^limmer  a  miserable,  half-starved  little  girl,  evidently  on  the  lodL-oat 
for  our  approadi. 

''Oh!  oh !  oh !  missus  I  make  haste  1"  she  exclaimed,  running  to  meet 
us;  '^  the  gentleman's  quite  parlous  again.  Horrid !  he  corses  and 
swears— oh,  scandalous  !*' 

The  girl's  words  made  us  quicken  our  steps,  and,  entering  the  old 
woman's  house,  I  began  scrambling  up  the  **  companion-ladder"  style  of 
stiurcase,  at  the  risk  of  breaking  my  shins,  if  not  my  neck,  and  made 
towards  the  room  whence  proceeded  the  loud  howls  and  oaths  I  heard. 
I  pushed  open  the  rickety  door,  when  a  sight  which  beggars  descriptioa 
presented  itself  to  my  view,  and  never  shall  I  forget  that  painful  scene. 
On  a  pallet  lay  the  living  skeleton  of  what  had  once  been  a  tall,  handsome 
man,  strappea  down  by  thick  cords  to  the  bedstead ;  his  struggles  were 
furious,  his  paroxysms  and  convulsions  terrible;  and  his  screams  and 
curses  made  my  blood  run  cold,  and  I  involuntarily  exclaimed,  ''  Has  this 
man  a  soul  ?**  His  beautiful  brown  locks  had  been  cut  off,  and  were 
strewed  about  the  room,  while  the  stench  was  so  horrible  I  could  hardly 
breathe.  I  manifestly  saw  '*  his  sand  had  nearly  run."  He  turned  his 
large  glassy  eyes  upon  me  as  he  exclaimed, 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !"  It  was  as  the  subdued  hissing  of  the  serpent.  "  So 
hell  has  sent  you  with  its  torments,  has  it  ?  Hiss  !  hiss !  hiss !  To  hell 
back  again,  I  say,  monster!  Physic!  physic!  Throw  physic  to  die 
dogs!" 

I  fixed  my  eyes  intently  on  his ;  I  saw  to  a  degree  it  had  the  desired 
effect.  I  watched  him  patiently  for  some  time,  and  then  gently  looeed 
his  cords. 

*'  Thanks !  thanks !"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  hollow  moan  of  anguish. 

*'  I  am  gende  now — gentle  as  the  lamb.     Inno No !  no !  no  !  not 

inno— —  No !  no !  By  Heaven  I  am  not  mad !"  and,  dropping  his 
tone  to  a  whisper,  "nor  innocent T* 

"  Repent  of  yoxur  former  sins  with  real  penitence— make  your  peace  widi 
that  Judge  in  whose  presence  you  will  shortly  stand.  Be  candia ;  confees 
yourself  to  Heaven — all— everything  speak,**  I  said,  with  a  firmness  I 
could  with  great  difficulty  command. 

'^  Regrets !  Faugh !  mine  is  a  deadly  sin.  Faugh  I  Away !  awinr  f 
Away  !  I  say,  tempter !  Do  you  hear  me  ?  Away,  then !  Oh !  oh ! 
oh !"  he  exclaimed,  with  the  scream  of  a  maniac.  '^  What  is  that  ? 
Heavens !  what  is  that  ?  It  is  her ;  it  is — it  is  Kate.  Oh,  powers !  she 
moves — she  beckons — she  smiles  with  scorn — she— she  triumphs;  ay, 
triumphs  o'er  a  ruined,  damned  soul !  Ob,  sir,  have  mercy  on  me !  Re- 
move her !  Kate,  Kate,  I  love  you  still !  indeed,  indeed  I  do !  Do  yoa 
see  nothing  there,  sir?" 

"  Nothing,  on  my  honour." 

"  Nothing  ?     Hush,  sir — listen.     Hear  you  not  the  scornful  laugh  ?* 
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^  No !  Tiien  it  is  the  fancy,  the  oamtLge  of  my  troubled  brain.  Then 
I  am  mad,  sir — ^yes,  mad  I"  he  screamed ;  and  then  in  gentie  tones  asked, 
*^  Knew  yon  one  £ur  girl — one  gentle  heart  ? — Kate  Howard  T* 

^  Kate  Howard !"  1  ezdaimed,  in  surprise.     "  I  did." 

^  Bdiold  in  the  loathsome  wreck  of  humanity  now  dying  before  you 
her  betrayer  and  her  seducer !  Leave  me,  sir.  Curse  me,  sir,  and  let 
me  die  in  torment!'' 

He  then  threw  himself  into  frightful  paroxysms  of  convulsions ;  he 
raved  and  swore,  until  his  agony  broke  out  at  every  pore.  I  watched  by 
him  fo*  hours,  and,  at  last,  I  saw  the  storm  within  had  spent  its  fury,  and 
niimite  by  minute  his  distempered  frame  had  g^radually  lulled  into  a  quiet 
deep.  He  slept  for  about  forty  minutes,  when  some  noise  bdow  stairs 
awoke  him,  and  with  a  start  he  turned  his  fine  eyes  upon  me. 

Doctor ,"  he  said. 

Your  pardon,  sir,  I  am  not  the  surgeon,"  I  sud.  *'  The  person  below 
called  me  m  to  give  ghostly  aid  to  one  at  the  point  of  death.  You  seem 
better  now ;  my  presence  can,  therefore,  be  dispensed  with." 

**  No,  no  1  don  t  go,  for  pity's  sake.  I  have  had  such  a  delightful  dream. 
Methonght  myself  on  a  green  verdant  bank,  with  a  babbling  stream  run- 
BDig  at  my  feet,  and  the  air  perfumed  with  all  the  sweets  of  ^  Araby  the 
Blert.'  Methought  I  heard  a  joyful  hymn  of  seraphic  angels,  whose 
melodioas  strains  were  wafted  by  the  gentle  breeze  to  the  throne  on  hieh ! 
Tell  me,  sir,  do  you  believe  there  is  a  repentance  hereaf^r  ?  Do  you  think 
that  the  crimes  committed  in  the  few  fleeting  years  we  are  here  on  earth 
are  to  be  atoned  for  by  the  eternal — eternal,  I  say — misery  hereafter? 
Remember,  sir,  eternity  is  an  indefinite  space.  We  may  ma^  thousands 
and  millions  and  billions  of  years,  but  at  the  end  of  that  course  eternity 
win  be  no  nearer  its  end  than  when  they  began  ;  and  oh,  sir !  tell  me, 
are  the  sins  and  foUies  of  twenty  years  to  be  atoned  for  by  an  everlasting, 
never-ending  punishment?" 

I  was  glad  to  see  the  sufferer  in  so  good  a  frame  of  mind  to  receive 
the  sacred  truths  of  the  Gospel  dispensation.  I  argued  with  him  deeply, 
and  I  fcrand  him  a  man  of  some  thought  and  mind,  and  of  no  meagre 
ability.  He  had  read,  and  what  he  had  read  had  been  to  some  purpose. 
He  bore  upon  my  arguments  dispassionately.  He  talked  calm  and  col- 
lected as  one  whose  earlier  years  had  not  been  neglected,  and  whose  mind 
sdll  bore  the  impress  of  religion.  I  urged  on  him  the  sacred  duties  of 
Christianity.  He  received  them  eagerly,  and  with  humility  and  repent- 
ance. I  pointed  out  to  him  the  positive  assurances  of  the  efficacy  and 
aoeqpteice  of  prayer,  as  revealed  by  Divine  authority,  and  he  rejoiced 
and  was  at  peace.  Seeing  him,  therefore,  in  so  favourable  a  state,  I 
suggested  that  he  should  receive  the  healing  rites  of  the  holy  Eu* 
diariat. 

**  Sir,"  he  replied,  *^  1  am  willing.  But  does  not  the  rubric  of  our 
creed  tell  us  that  the  sick  person  should  be  moved  to  make  a  special  con- 
Umoa  of  his  sins  ?" 

"  It  does,  if  the  sinner  humbly  and  heartily  desires  it." 

^  I  do,  sir.  Bear  with  me,  then,  a  few  minutes  while  I  confess  a  sinful 
and  a  chequered  life.  I  am  now,  sir,  but  eight-and-tweoty  years  of  age, 
&  period  cidled  by  many  '  the  prime  of  life,'  and  descended  ^m  an  ancient 
bmily.  With  a  pr^ossessing  appearance,  at  twenty-one  my  father  found 
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himself  heir  to  a  fine  property  in  Yorkshire,  and  his  own  master.  Tomig 
though  that  be,  he  had  already  plunged  deep  into  the  frivolity  and  corrup- 
tion of  the  world,  and  was  then  a  deep  gamester,  an  experienced  rake,  and 
excessively  expensive  in  his  dress  and  habits.  Deluded  by  &lse  friends  and 
flattered  by  courtezans,  he  soon  dissipated  his  life-interest  in  his  once 
splendid  property.  Shortly  afterwards  marrying  my  mother,  a  beautiful 
and  richly-endowed  heiress,  he  as  quickly  embarrassed  her  fortune,  and, 
moreover,  imbued  her  with  like  extravagant  tastes,  until  nothing  was  left 
them  but  to  flee  the  country  and  settle  on  the  Continent.  I  was  bom— 
an  only  child — and  spoilt,  courted,  and  indulged.  Brought  up  among 
the  foibles  and  vices  of  the  French  capital,  associating  and  caressed  by 
the  wits  and  savants,  the  actresses  and  gamblers  of  Paris,  it  canned 
be  supposed  my  youthful  principles  were  very  fixed,  moral,  or  religious. 
I  was  sent  to  Eton,  and  spent  my  holidays  with  an  old  aunt,  an  excellent 
lady  as  regarded  her  own  and  her  household's  decorum,  charitable  to  a 
proverb,  and  eminent  in  her  religious  love  for  Sunday  schools,  but  want- 
ing the  vigour  to  subdue  the  ebuUi^ons  and  faults  of  a  schoolboy,  and 
give  a  right  colouring  and  direction  to  his  character.  At  fifteen  I  re* 
turned  to  my  parents  abroad,  where  again  I  plunged  into  the  excesses  of 
Paris  ;  and  two  years  after  joined  our  army,  pretty  well  initiated  in  the 
experience  and  ways  of  the  world,  and  with  my  natural  happy  disposition 
soon  won  the  golden  opinions  of  the  whole  regiment.  Percnance,  sir,  in 
the  shattered  dying  wreck  now  before  you,  you  may  trace  the  remains  of 
some  manly  beauty.  I  believe,  when  a  youth,  my  features  inspired  some 
little  interest,  or  at  least  created  a  guilty  sympathy  in  the  breasts  of  many 
of  the  fairer  sex,  for  my  intrigues  were  numerous.  I  inherited  the  ex- 
pensive habits  of  my  fatner ;  and  not  being  of  age,  and  having  no  real 
security  to  ofler,  I  had  but  the  ruinous  resource  left  of  raising  money  of 
the  Jews  at  usurious  interest^  until  I  found,  at  twenty-one,  my  debts  were 
so  numerous,  and  my  father  so  involved,  nothing  remained  but  to  join 
him  in  cutting  off  the  entail  of  our  property,  and  disposing  of  the  estates, 
each  reserving  an  annuity  for  himself. 

<<It  was  about  this  time,  or  soon  after,  that  my  regiment  was  ordered  to 
Nottingham,  where  I  met  Kate  Howard.  The  history  of  that  imfortu- 
nate  victim  is  too  well  known  to  you,  and  harrows  up  too  painful  and.  heart- 
rending feelings  to  myself,  to  require  further  allusion  here.  I  did  love 
her,  sir,  believe  me,  guilty  and  sinful  though  that  passion  be.  Hush  ! 
did  YOU  not  hear  a  whisper,  sir  ?  the  clear  hissing  notes  of  '  deadly  sin  P 
Is  this  sin  deadly  ?  Answer  me,  I  pray  you.  Is  there  no  repentance 
now?" 

*^  Our  Liturgy  has  placed  your  sin  in  that  awful  category,'*  I  replied. 
*^  Still,  fervent  repentance  will  avail  much  hereafter.  The  words  you 
mention,  however,  were  but  a  fancy  of  your  fevered  brain.  I  beard 
none." 

"  Sir,  may  not  the  spirit,  when  about  to  be  freed  from  the  grosser 
and  embarrassing  clog  of  matter,  hold  communion  with  the  powers 
of  a  world  unknown?  Believe  you  not,  sir,  that  the  spirits  of  the  im- 
material sphere  walk  unseen  in  Hhis  working-day  world'  of  ours?" 

I  was  silent.  I  had  no  wish  to  enter  into  a  controversy  on  the 
absurd  speculations  of  his  fanaticism;  moreover,  I  thought  his  mind 
might  wander,  from  the  height  of  his  fever,  so,  with  an  endeavour  to 
divest  his  thoughts,  I  requested  him  to  proceed  with  his  story. 
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After  a  lengthened  pause,  he  continued :  '<  I  shall  make  no  further  al- 
kiffiona  to  that  poor  girl.  You  say  she  is  with  her  friends  now,  and 
as  happy  as  her  guilty  conscience  and  &llen  state  will  allow  her.     Thank 

Heaven  for  it!     Well,  sir!   while  stationed  at  W ,  I  found  myself 

80  near  town,  with  all  its  delights  and  excitements,  its  gamhling,  and  its 
Opera,  until  the  Wragenphamish  Ciuh  saw  me  oftener  its  denizen  than  the 

huracks  of  W .     I  forestalled,  then  mortgaged,   then  sold    my 

annmty.     I  was  a  ruined  man.   By  great  interest  I  effected  an  exchange 

into  a  regiment  serving  in  India,  and  managed  to  he  ordered  out  in  a 

transport  then  '  under  orders,'  so  that  hefore  the  Jews,  my  creditors,  knew 

that  I  had  left  Liondon,  I  was  steaming  up  the  Channel     The  trihes  of 

Sikhs  were  in  open  revolt,  and  as  soon  as  we  landed  I  received  orders  to 

push  forward  hy  forced  marches  to  the  Punjab.     After  some  severe 

travelling,  I  reached  the  camps  of  my  regiment  in  the  afternoon,  and  as  a 

poor  soldier,  with  both  his  legs  carried  off  by  a  cannon-ball,  was  borne  into 

the  hospital,  we  heard  that  our  forces  had  received  a  slight  repulse.     The 

ang^uish  of  that  news  to  an  officer  within  a  mile  or  so  of  the  battle  can  be 

beUer  pictured  than  spoken.     In  the  evening  my  regiment  returned,  and 

were  under  orders  for   the  morrow.     That  night,   as  I  lay  stretched 

on  the   plain,  I  prayed  fervently.    I  had  long  dropped  correspondence 

with  my^  family.     I  thought  of  that ;  I  thought,  too,  of  Kate  perhaps 

starving  and  a  beggar,  and  my  only  hope  was  that  I  might  be  slam 

in   the    battle,  and  my    glorious  end    atone    in    some   measure    for 

a  wasteful,  wicked,  selfish  Ufe.     Early  the  battle  began.     I  saw  without 

a  blanch  or  fear  the  poor  fellows  mowed  down  on  all  sides  by  the  enemy's 

raking  fire^   and  even    envied  their  fate.     I  headed  the    skirmishers, 

and  prayed  a  stray  shot  might  end  my  life.     We  charged,  and  I  rushed 

into  the   milee,  and  performed  prodigies  of   valour  for  the  hopes  of 

deathy  but  a  predetermmed  destiny  seemed  to  avert  the  fate ;  and  instead 

of  death,  as  victory  crowned  the  British  arms,  I  was  complimented  and 

promoted.     The  mte  of  Kate  Howard  preyed  on  my  mind ;  she  seemed 

ever  present,  ever  hovering  about  my  steps,  ever  whispering  to  my  mind. 

To  dispel  the  fancy,  I  took  to  deep  play  and  drink,  and  soon  found  but 

one  resource  left  me — ^to  sell  my  commission.     I  did  so,  and  returned  to 

England  a  beggar.    The  heir  to  eight  thousand  a  year — the  once  courted, 

favoured,  happy  Boynton — the  man  who  has  moved  among  the  great 

and  the  hi^nly  bom — /,  who  have  lavished  thousands  on  the  bauble  of  a 

day  or  the  luxury  of  a  night,  am  here  dying,  with  but  a  stranger  to  close 

my  eyee,  in  a  garret,  on  a  truckle-bed !' 

I  prayed  with  him  long  and  fervently,  and  administered  to  him  the 
last  ntes  of  our  church. 

''Take  this  ring,**  said  Boynton,  pulling  a  brilliant  off  his  finger, 
"and  nve  it  as  my  dying  token  to  Kate  Howard.  Tell  her  to  mortify 
herself  for  her  past  frailties,  and  perchance  we  may  meet  hereafter. 
Under  the  mattress  are  a  few  pounds,  which  will  defray  my  funeral  ex- 
penses and  the  rent  of  this  room.  There  is  a  letter,  too  ;  enclose  with 
It  a  luck  of  my  luur,  and  send  it  to  my  mother.  And  now,  my  kind 
friend,  good-by.  I  forgive  all  men,  ana  trust  I  have  made  my  peace 
with  my  Maker." 

Mr.  Boynton  sunk  into  a  qmet  sleep,  to  awake  in  eternity.  And  if  ever 
that  dangerous  expedient,  a  deathbed  repentance,  availeth  to  vouchsafe 
t&  ta  a  penitent  dnner,  I  verily  believe  his  destiny  would  be  a  happy  one. 
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The  thunder  of  the  hatUe  had  died  away ;  the  allies,  once  the  scoff 
and  scorn  of  fortune,  were  now  victorious.  Night,  with  her  dark  mantle, 
shrouded  the  living  and  the  dead ;  and  far  beyond,  the  camp-fires  of  the 
enemy,  tracked  by  the  light  of  burning  villages,  threw  their  dun  lurid 
riare  round  the  horizon.  That  imearthly  cry  of  the  ravens,  gathering  to 
ute  death-feast,  gave  firesh  horrors  to  the  stilly  night,  startling  the 
wounded  and  the  sore-tired  slumberers,  stretched  among  the  slam,  as, 
with  their  antidpated  knell,  ere  yet — no  more. 

Along  all  the  roads  to  the  Freuch  capital  the  plumed  Hussars,  and 
bands  of  fierce  Cossacks,  like  howling  woives  on  tne  scent,  hung  ufon 
the  broken  columns  of  the  French.  Those  proud  Imperial  Guards,  and 
that  Li£^ht  Cavalry,  but  now  the  terror  of  the  world,  ^dled  to  the  heart, 
were  reduced  to  cover  defeat  and  flight,  in  the  sight  of  Paris,  before  the 
horde  of  wild  foemen.  On— on  they  swept,  bent  upon  death  and  plunder, 
giving  no  respite  to  the  harassed  foe  through  the  long  weary  night. 

Happy  island — ^England,  to  have  been  exempted  from  scenes  like 
these  I  For  when  day  at  length  dawned,  it  was  only  to  renewed  strife 
and  terror ;  for  war  is,  indeed,  a  jealous  mistress,  and  will  exact  from  its 
victim-worshippers  to  the  uttermost  farthing.  Suddenly  the  shout  to 
arms — a  fierce  melee  rose  from  a  wood  at  some  distance  from  the  high- 
road. The  French  had  prepared  an  ambuscade  to  arrest  the  allied  pro- 
gress, and  the  tide  of  battle  was  for  a  moment  turned. 

A  Russian  officer  of  rank,  too  eager  in  pursuit,  was  surrounded  with 
psurt  of  his  divbion ;  there  seemed  no  alternative  but  surrender  or  death. 
With  the  blood  in  flame,  herobm  is  no  such  wonderful  thing  as  it  is  made 
to  appear ;  the  difficulty  is  rather  to  control  it,  and  General  Lowenstein 
decided  to  cut  his  way  through  the  enemy  or  to  perish.  A  few  words  to 
his  hardy  Russ  sufficed — impassive  courage  is  his  idol — and  lie  fought 
with  the  instinct  <^  his  own  bears  when  driven  at  bay.  They  fell  nobly, 
and  their  commander  seemed  about  to  share  the  common  fate,  when  a 
Prussian  squadron  made  its  appearance  on  the  enemy's  flank.  The 
officer  at  their  head — we  shall  call  him  Lothar — threw  his  force  with 
resistless  impulse  into  the  conflict  It  speedily  turned  the  scale— the 
enemy's  first  rank  gave  way,  and  the  Russian  was  saved.  But  see,  the 
fiery  young  liberator  lies  wounded  under  his  horse. 

Lothar  was  removed,  insensible,  into  the  nearest  village,  and  orderlies 
were  despatched  by  the  grateful  Russian  for  the  first  camp-suigeon  who 
could  be  met  with.  Annously  he  watched  every  symptom  ot  the  wounded ; 
and  on  the  removal  of  his  uniform,  and  the  hnen  over  the  wound  in  his 
breast,  casting  an  eager  scrutinising  glance,  he  uttered  a  momentary  cry* 
Hb  eye  had  met  another  object,  hung  by  a  gold  chain  round  the  nedc, 
and  resting  close  upon  the  wounded  man  s  heart.  It  was  the  portrait  of 
his  own  betrothed — he  could  not  mistake  it— of  the  Countess  Marian 
herself! 

With  the  surgeon  had  anived  one  of  the  wounded  officer's  fijeodib 
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UoBgin^  to  liie  tame  diiriflioii,  and  who  erinoed  the  deepett  emotion 
wfcm  weeing  Ike  Btale  lie  was  in.  Sadlj  and  nkntly  he  watched  the 
letiini  of  consoMXiflDea.  "  Adelbert !"  at  length  mnnnnred  die  officer, 
^  aie  wen  here  ?  What  is  ali  this  ?"  Then  suddenly  aware  of  the  truth, 
he  added,  ^ Kemamber  me  to  Marian;"  and  he  again  closed  his  ^^es. 
«.  The  wound,  howeyer,  was  not  mortal;  the  only  fear  in  the  mind  of  Ae 
■ugeun  was  £rom  the  extreme  loss  of  blood. 

Widi  his  eyes  still  fixed  upon  the  portrait,  and  at  the  name  of  Marian 

j»  tonderly  bieathed  forth,  the  Russian  appeared  hke  a  man  lost  in  a 

iBHSB.     In  Tain  he  though  and  mused,  and  taxed  his  memory,  to  throw 

aome  iight  imon  this  strange  and  sodden  revdation  of  some  antecedents, 

as  lie  daaaded,  not  of  the  most  pleasant  nature.    How  could  his  deliyerer, 

wiKrai  he  had  never  before  seen,  have  oome  by  the  pcture  of  his  intended 

blade  ?     It  was  evidoit  how  he  loved  her  by  the  disoovery  of  that  por- 

init,  no  less  than  by  his  impassioned  exclamation  when  taking,  as  lie 

ikoiuf^  a  last  farewell  of  the  workL     There,  in  one,  he  beheld  nis  pre- 

ain  II I II  and  his  rival.     Assailed  by  new  and  opposite  emotions,  now  he 

yoathcd  the  sick  man's  side,  now  started  back  as  if  he  had  trodden 

upon  a  serpent. 

Fvdog  his  eye  on  him  at  length,  the  surgeon  took  him  aside,  recora- 
nendnig  quiet  for  his  patient,  without  which  he  could  not,  he  said, 
answeir  for  bos  life.  With  a  calm  benignity,  strangely  contrasting  with 
his  amotion,  the  Rusnan  then  silently  beckoned  the  friend  of  Lothar  to 
retire,  and  accompanied  him. 

"  That  noble  fellow,"  he  thus  broke  forth,  '<  is  my  deliverer;  if  he  die, 
it  was  to  save  me.  I  marvel  not  to  witness  your  grief.  It  seems  to  me 
ss  if  I  had  long  loved  him,  so  great  is  the  interest  he  has  awakened  by 
his  gallantry.     He  must  be  much  esteemed  by  those——" 

**  Bj  all,"  interrupted  the  friend,  *^  whoever  knew  him,  su^  is  tlie 
nohlenesB,  the  generosity  of  his  heart  Ah !  he  will  be  sadly  missed  by 
as  alL  What,  then,  wUl  it  be  to  one  who  loves  with  such  idolatry  as  a 
woman  must?" 

The  Russian  made  a  movement,  as  if  he  were  about  to  strike  the 
speaker ;  then,  mastering  himself,  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  so  loud  as  to 
bring  the  doctor  again  to  his  side, 
"  Has  your  friend  ever  travelled  in  Russia?" 
Adelbert  hesitated  to  reply. 

^' As  you  must  be  interested,"  at  length  he  said,  '<  in  all  that  concerns 
yoor  liberator,  I  may  inform  you  of  what  I  know.  He  has  been  in 
Hoana — resided  there  some  time." 

^  Yes;  true !"  exclaimed  the  Russian.  '*  Now  I  have  a  distinct  recol- 
lection of  having  seen  him  at  Count  RostofiTs.     Oh !  speak." 

*'  Most  likely,"  was  the  reply.     '*  Would  to  God  you  had  never  seen 
Um  there!" 
"For  Heaven's  sake,  why?     Go  on — ^let  me  know  all — the  worst! 

Do  not  keep '' 

It  was  now  Adelbert*s  turn  to  express  surprise;  he  looked  at  the 
Scaeral,  as  if  for  some  explanation  before  he  proceeded. 

^  Yoa  may  safely  confide  in  me,  as  time  will,  I  hope,  diow,"  said  the 
Bmian.    '^  Whatever  my  own  sufferings,  pray  so  on." 

The  noUe  air  with  whidi  diis  was  said  satimed  Lothar^s  friend,  and 
^ponaed: 
**  Bom  with  the  finest  genius,  having  received  an  excellent  education, 

o  2 
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full  of  fire,  truth,  and  enthusiasm  for  nature,  my  firiend  embraced  art  as 
his  profession — sculptor,  painter,  and  architect ;  he  resolved  to  commence 
and  to  push  his  career  in  Russia.  His  handsome  person  and  winning 
manners  were  not  without  their  influence  on  his  fortune.  He  made  the 
acquaintance  of  many  noble  families,  with  none,  perhaps,  so  intimately  as 
with  that  of  the  Rostoffs.  Proprietors  of  palaces  and  estates  withoo^ 
end,  it  was  at  Fetersburgh  that  they  first  met  the  artist.  As  mnmfioent 
patrons  of  the  fine  arts,  they  threw  open  to  him  all  and  erery  means 
of  gratifying  his  tastes  and  studies  which  they  could  devise.  Fleasedy 
too,  with  his  noble  character  and  bearing,  they  invited  him  to  their 
palace — mansion  inferior  only  to  the  emperor's,  and  lavished  upon  him 
every  mark  of  favour  that  could  gratify  youthful  ambition.  The 
Countess  Marian,  a  young  creature  of  rare  beauty,  fiill  of  real  soul, 
of  fine  tastes  and  talent,  and  hardly  seventeen,  became  one  of  his  popik. 
Her  father  was  delighted  with  the  rapid  progress  she  made  under  so 
inspired  and  ardent  a  teacher.  But,  alas!  there  was  other  progresB 
abe  was  making,  not  strictly  confined  to  enthusiasm  for  art,  with  ner  new 
master,  which  he  little  suspected.  Were  not  the  examples  of  St.  Preiu, 
and  of  Biirger,  and  so  many  more  victims  to  circumstance,  enough  to 
put  him  on  hb  g^ard?  And  such  a  gem  to  guard!  as  much  more 
dangerous  to  mortal  man  than  any  Julia,  as  Lothar,  I  verily  beUeve,  is 
incomparably  superior  to  either  of  the  preceding  characters  mentioned. 
But  what  danger  !  Was  not  the  splendid  beauty  already  promiaed— 
betrothed  to  the  only  representative  of  a  princely  house  ?" 

'^  It  is  true !"  exclaimed  the  general,  now  deadly  pale. 

<*  And  the  artist  was  eng^aged  to  paint  her  portrait,  to  be  sent  to  the 
then  happy ** 

"  Go  on !" 

'*  Well !  Could  the  pangs  of  Tantalus  surpass  his  ?  He  completed 
the  task;  and,  with  a  noble  courage,  worthy  all  praise,  fled — fled,  with 
the  arrow  deep  rankling  in  his  heart.  Yea,  he  sacrificed  his  ^vine  art 
to  seek  a  glorious  death — clove's  victim — from  the  enemies  of  his  country. 
Instead  of  death,  he  reaped  only  laurels — afresh  laurels — though  exposing 
himself,  as  you  saw  him  to-day.  I  have  observed  this  of^n :  the 
great  unhappy  who  seek  death  can  never  find  it.  Still,  by  his  noble 
and  benevolent  actions,  he  seeks  to  mitigate  the  grief  which  he  cannot 
remove — ^for  the  lady  loves  him !" 

Again  there  was  the  same  effort  to  repress  his  fierce  emotion  as  the 
Russian  replied, 

"  I  trust  that  he  will  soon  regain  his  peace  of  mind.  He  deserves  to  be 
happy ;  for,  from  the  deep  sorrow  you  evinced,  I  easily  saw  that  he  was 
a  friend  who  merits  all  your  esteem.  He  will  soon,  perhaps,  learn  to  for- 
get her." 

"  Never ;  it  is  not  in  his  nature,"  replied  Adelbert. 

'^  Then  his  story  is  a  very  sad  one,"  rejoined  the  stranger.  *<  Pray 
assure  him  of  my  lasting  gratitude,  should  he  recover.  Unhappily  my 
division  of  the  army  is  recalled :  urgent  business  requires  my  presence 
elsewhere,  but  I  leave  him  in  good  bands;  present  him  with  this  ring^ 
and  it  may  be  that  we  shall  meet  again." 

He  wrung  the  hand  of  Adelbert  with  evident  emodon,  and  was  gone. 

In  the  jewel-case  Adelbert  also  found  a  bank  bill  on  Paris  for  a  eon* 
siderable  amount,  but  the  stranger  had,  to  his  surprise,  lef^  no  address. 
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II. 

The  war  was  ended,  and  the  victorious  allies  retraced  their  steps  to  the, 
now  free  homes  of  their  respecUve  countries.  Napoleon  was  a  name— a 
shadow! 

The  recoyery  of  the  soldier  artist  was  slow,  and  the  first  sign  he  gave 
of  returning  health  was  to  resume  his  art;  his  first  work,  another  study 
fipom  the  portrait.  But  the  same  gloom  hanging  over  him,  his  friend  pre- 
vailed upon  him  to  return  to  the  vicim^  of  his  native  town,  where  he  nad 
himself  a  seat  not  many  miles  distant  mm  the  artist's  ahode.  They  saw 
each  other  daily;  and  Lothar  took  singular  delight  in  witnessing  the  feli- 
city of  his  friend,  however  mournful  the  contrast,  and  in  wandering  with 
that  friend's  children  among  the  most  picturesque  spots,  affording  them 
gratuitous  instruction,  and  continually  presenting  them  with  some  heau- 
tifbl  specimens  of  his  art 

Still  he  had  neither  health  nor  strength  of  will  to  master  his  feelings  hy 
strenuous  devotion  to  his  profession.  Time  flew,  hut  the  impression  of 
Ibnner  associations  was  indelihle ;  nay,  seemed  to  acquire  fresh  force. 

More  anxious  for  him  than  ever,  Adelhert  invited  him  to  join  in  his 
festive  parties.  The  gentle  Emilia,  his  lovely  wife,  and  even  the  children, 
exerted  their  utmost  power  to  divert  his  deep-seated  sorrow.  But  he 
would  only  consent  to  visit  them  at  hrief  intervals.  At  length  his  friend 
one  day  proposed  a  hunting  party  to  the  great  forest  of  Waldberg.  It 
was  a  festive  meeting,  which  was  to  continue  for  upwards  of  ten  days. 
This  he  knew  was  a  temptation  not  to  he  resisted;  for  Lothar  was  an  ad- 
mirable rider,  had  been  passionately  fond  of  field  sports,  and  sought  in  them 
the  same  sort  of  wild  excitement  which  he  had  already  experienced  in  the 
battle-field. 

*'  Then  to  horse  I"  cried  his  kind  friend,  exultingly;  "let  Emilia  see 
how  you  can  leap  your  famous  Galla,  the  good  Polish  charger  on  which 
jou  achieved  the  Russian  prince's  rescue." 

^'  Oh,  I  should  enjoy  it,"  cried  the  fair  lady,  "  of  aU  things ;  and  to 
accompany  you,  too,  if  Adelhert  will  allow  me." 

"  Yes,  you  shall  escort  us  as  far  as  the  border-forest,  dearest,  but  not  a 
step  farmer." 

"You  think  I  am  not  brave  enough,"  she  replied,  laughing;  *'you 
shall  see." 

So  it  was  agreed  that,  on  the  first  fine  autumnal  morning,  they  would 
ill  set  out,  Emilia  submitting  to  confine  her  horsemanship  to  the  circle 
of  the  Lady's  Hunt.  Lothar  for  the  moment  seemed  to  have  resumed  all 
his  wonted  soul  and  vigour.  His  fine  person  and  handsome  features  ap- 
peared to  great  advantage ;  and  he  was  no  less  admired  for  the  rare  skill 
and  consummate  boldness  with  which  he  led  the  chase.  Far  away  in  the 
dark  deep  shadows  of  the  antique  woods  was  heard  his  silver  horn,  and 
the  loud  baying  of  the  dogs  as  they  rushed  on  obedient  to  his  voice,  till 
they  brought  the  fierce  g^izly  wild  boar  to  a  stand. 

Then  commenced  a  deadly  combat,  which  made  Lothar  for  the  time 
feel  a  momentary  excitement,  more  joyous  than  he  had  done  since 
the  grand  campaign,  forgetting  for  a  moment  all  but  the  animating 
seene  before  him.  Several  hounds  had  already  bit  the  dust,  and  though 
Bone  were  near  to  aid  him,  the   hunter  spurred  on  his  gallant  Pole, 

md  dexterity,  and  brought  the  g^rizly 


huried  his  spear  with  equal  force  and 


\S8  TH£  SOLDIER  J1BTI8T. 

monster  to  the  ground.  He  ihrew  himself  from  his  horse  to  despatch 
his  prey,  a  feat  which  had  nearly  cost  him  his  life.  Mad  with  pain,  the 
wild  bour  rose,  mdied  on  him,  and,  though  met  hy  the  spear,  pressed  fa- 
ward^  and.  Lothar  ondasped  his  km£s.  Not  a  dog  came  to  hia  aid;  hak, 
on  the  beast's  approach,  the  gallant  steed,  with  the  instinct  of  his  fioral 
race  ii^n  beset  by  wolves,  wheeled  roond,  and  gave  the  assailant  a  aala- 
tation  which  prostrated  him  in  the  dust.  The  hanter  seised  the  adTaotage 
affinrded  him,  and  de^atched  fab  formidable  foe  ere  he  had  time  to  SBgam 
his  legs. 

He  was  now  in  the  heart  of  the  Waldberg,  and  the  lengtkenti^ 
shadows  on  the  green  slopes,  and  the  radiant  west  illumining  the  faiib 
beyond,  and  bathing  wold,  and  rock,  and  tower  in  streams  of  fading  figt^ 
reminded  him  that  it  was  time  to  rejoin  his  friends.  Again  he  woondhii 
silver  horn,  to  which  t^e  mountain  echoes  alone  replied.  Then  he  gmm 
his  noble  steed  the  rein,  in  the  idea  that  he  would  retrace  the  forest-mitha 
with  a  surer  step  tiian  his  own  memory  could  supply.  Yet  it  seemed  as  if 
£or  once  even  the  instinct  of  his  Fodolian  forest-race  was  at  £ftult.  TIm 
deepening  evening  gloom  had  yielded  to  the  shades  of  night,  and  LotJnr 
was  still  penetrating  innumerable  intricate  paths,  which  his  unwearymg 
mettled  cnarger  pursued  with  unyielding  confidence.  All  at  once  toece 
burst  on  him  a  blaze  of  light,  resplendent  as  that  of  a  boreal  aurora ;  and 
at  the  next  break  in  the  trees  he  opened  upon  a  spacious  and  magnificent 
avenue,  skirted  with  rows  of  time-honoured,  majestic  oaks^  beeches,  and 
lindens,  forming  one  vast  sylvan  canopy  above  his  head,  and  stretching 
into  parallel  groves  and  woodland  on  either  side.  It  was  as  if  soma 
giant-hand,  with  a  genius  transcending  that  of  a  Telford  or  a  Stevenson, 
had  pierced  straight  through  the  mighty  heart  of  the  eternal  woods, 
leaving  the  rest  of  that  vast  surrounding  region  to  primeval  sc^tode 
and  night  What  added  to  the  stran<)^ness  and  enchantment  of  the 
spectadfe,  the  lordly  castie  which  terminated  the  view  was  illuminated  as 
if  for  some  special  festal  occasion.  Arches  of  triumph,  festooned  whh 
flowers,  long  rows  of  lamps,  and  sounds  of  revelry  met  the  astonished 
eyes  and  ears  of  Lothar  as  he  proceeded. 

Suddenly  a  forest-g^de,  arrayed  in  hunter's  g^reen,  with  spear,  and 
dacfger  at  nis  girdle,  rode  up  at  full  speed,  so  as  to  startie  the  gallant 
Galla,  and  rouse  his  master  to  place  himself  in  an  attitude  of  defence. 

<*  My  lord  !  my  lord  !*'  exclaimed  the  eager  courier  to  the  now  sad  and 
jaded  artist,  lost  in  reverie,  and  deploring  his  disi^pointed  love  and  am- 
bition. *^  Hasten,  my  lord.  The  guests  are  long  awaiting  their  hbat, 
and  the  archbishop  hmaself  has  arrived." 

<<  Alas,  my  friend,"  returned  the  wayfarer,  '^  you  mistake  ;  jonr  had 
is  not  here.  I  am  a  poor  artist —nay,  I  have  lost  even  that  name — amfa»- 
tton  itself.     You  must  g^  further  to  meet  him  whom  you  seek." 

**  Follow  me,  follow  me  !"  were  the  only  words  uttered  in  reply,  asdu 
forest-guide  turned  his  rein,  and  speeded  towards  the  castie. 

^*  Fool !"  exclaimed  the  hunter.  *'  Hear  me !  The  man  is  mmL.  Oi 
do  I  dream?  I  must  have  rest,  however,  for  my  gallant  steed;  for 
to-day,  perhaps,  I  again  owe  my  life  to  him."  And  he  ^mrred  on  to 
overtake  his  guide. 

This  was  no  easy  matter,  for,  as  if  to  avoid  further  colloquy  widt  ao 
mgradous  a  lord,  he  flew  at  speed.  Every  step  he  went  increased  tihf 
artut^s  wonder..    The  village  below  the  castle  seemed  all  astir ;  then  WM 
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a  mu^enal  jubilee^  and  deputations  of  old  and  young,  in  holiday  attiiv, 
began  to  sbow  themselyes  mm  tbe  lawns  and  gardens  as  he  drew  nigh. 
A  jMLrty  of  young  maidens,  bearing  garlands,  all  dressed  in  white,  danced 
bemre  him,  and  showered  roses  on  him  as  he  passed  through  the  g^rand 
arch. 

"I  wonder  to  whom  this  magnificent  place  belongs,"  thought  the 
rider.  ''And  this  festivity;  it  is  for  the  birth  of  a  son  and  heir,  I  sup- 
pose.    Can  no  one  tell  ?" 

"  Welcome  our  noble  lord,  the  Grand  Master  of  the  Horse  !*'  was  the 
oidj  reply  that  met  his  ear. 

As  he  entered  the  court-yard,  the  applauding  throngs  surrounded,  as  if 
to  eaoort  him  into  the  castle.  Men  in  livery  advanced ;  the  grooms  took 
his  directions  for  the  brave  steed,  gladly  extolling  bis  many  fine  points, 
sod  lowly  adding,  '<  Yes,  my  lord,*'  to  his  every  other  word.  And 
there^  on  the  top  step  to  the  hall,  stood  that  fool  ana  madman,  the  forest- 
guide,  smiling  to  welcome  him  in.  Now  he  should  know,  and  rate  him 
aoondly.  How  had  he  dared  thus  to  fool  him,  without  stopping  for  any 
explanation? 

III. 

Nothing  heeding  his  indignant  looks,  the  guide  led  our  hero,  through 
a  row  of  domestics,  into  a  spacious  dressing-room,  where  a  valet  at  once 
made  his  appearance  to  ask  his  commands. 

'^ Would  my  lord  like  to  dress  for  dinner?  The  company  have 
arrived." 

Befote  he  could  answer,  a  little  page  popped  his  head  suddenly  in, 
with  that  quiet,  serious  look  of  business  becoming  his  important  station, 
observing, 

^  My  lady,  the  countess,  has  sent  me  to  say  that  she  has  nearly  finished 
her  toilet" 

'*  Zoonds  l^  exclaimed  the  artist,  in  a  tone  of  perfect  dismay ;  ^*  we 
are  getting  on  with  a  vengeance.  The  picture  will  soon  be  complete, 
and  a  pretty  figure  /shall  cut  when  the  murder  is  out.  What  shall  i  do?" 

**l  think  you  had  better  dress,  my  lord,  with  ail  doe  submission," 
ioterposed  the  valet. 

"  Let  me  first  see  who  I  am !''  cried  Lothar,  going  to  a  mirror  to 
taney  himself.  He  rubbed  his  forehead,  and  felt  himself  all  over,  to 
auure  himself  of  his  identity,  or  of  his  ^'  lordship."  **  Which  am  1, 
I  wonder?     Do  I  look  like  a  lord,  my  man,  or  a  fool?** 

^  Oh,  my  lord,"  rejoined  the  man,  with  a  suppressed  smile,  ''  the  two 
m  never  mentioned  together.     A  lord,  my  lord,  does  not  require—" 

**  So  much  sense  as  other  people,  perhaps,  you  think.  Come»  that  is 
honest,  and  you  shall  be  my  valet.  Heigho !  shall  we  dress  ?"  exclaimed 
Lothar,  in  a  drawling  tone,  affecting  the  character  for  a  moment. 

<'  By  all  means,  my  lord.  The  countess  will  be  waitmg,  and  perhaps 
fim  may  not  quite 

''  What^  then,  has  she  the  devil  of  a  temper  ?  Not  wait  a  moment !" 
W  criad,  hnmonring  the  jest,  as  he  thought.     ^*  Then,  nonds !  we  must 

ich  her.     She  must  wait  for  his  lordship,*'  he  added,  with  digputr. 

Tbe  Talet  smiled.     This  turned  the  current  of  his  humour.     ^  Come^ 

r,"  be  cried,  seising  the  menial  indignantly  by  the  collar;  ^  tdl  me 
avde  this  is,  and  whose  you  are.' 

^  To  whom  should  it  bekxig?   replied  the  treadbliagTaleti  ^bniioyoiir 
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lordship,  and  I  am  on  board  wages,  your  most  humble  servant.  Toa  are 
in  your  own  house— your  own  room — and  I  am  your  poor  Swiss  yalet, 
Jacques." 

"  Who  said  you  were  to  be  my  valet,  fool  T 

^^  Your  lordship's  bride,  the  countess,  my  most  gracious-  master;  I 
trust  to  deserve  her  good  opinion  by  my  attentions  to  her  lord." 

"  That  is  good.  How  kind  of  her  and  you.  Who  can  be  angry  ? 
Only  just  say,  my  g^od,  kind,  attentive  Jacques,  do  I  dream  ?^ 

^'  I  don't  know,  my  lord,  I  do  myself  sometimes.  I  dreamt  that  I  was 
waiting  on  your  lordwip,  and  you  said  to  the  countess  that  I  was  so  good 
a  fellow,  so  very  attentive,  that  you  would  never  part  with  me." 

"  Ah!  I  see  you  know  how  to  dream;  but  I  nave  it  now,  my  friend, 
without  your  information.     I  am  in  a  madhouse." 

'^  Why,  it  is  rather  so  to-day,  I  must  confess,  all  here  are  so  oveijoyed 
to  see  your  lordship." 

'^  That  is  better  still.     I  am  booked  for  good,  then,  I  suppose  ?** 

"  I  believe  your  lordship  is — for  the  gold  cup,  everybody  says.  Spanker 
will  be  sure  to  win." 

'^  What,  have  I  a  house,  wife,  valet,  groom,  coachman,  brougham,  and 
racers  too  ?" 

*'  An  excellent  stud!"  said  the  valet,  quite  seriously. 

*'  Then  tell  the  coachman  to  drive  round  inmiediately— >I  am  off  to 
Oakdale."     The  house  of  hb  friend,  Adelbert's  residence. 

The  valet  obeyed,  muttering,  however,  as  he  went,  ''  Whatever  will 
the  countess  say?" 

The  bewildered  Lothar  threw  himself  with  an  air  of  perfect  aristocratic 
ennui^  for  he  was  wearied  with  conjectures,  upon  a  magnificent  ottoman, 
to  seek  a  moment's  repose.  While  thus  lost  in  reverie,  he  was  suddenly 
awoke  to  fresh  marvels  by  hearing  the  sound  of  music  close  to  him. 
And  what  music !  and  then  a  voice — the  same — the  same  air.  *'  God  in 
heaven!  it  is — it  is — the  Countess  Marian!  Ah,  never  let  me  awake  out 
of  such  madness!** 

As  he  spoke,  the  rustling  of  a  curtain  being  drawn  up  behind  him,  he 
looked,  and  the  sorcery  was  carried  to  its  highest  pitcn  of  intoxicating 
power.  He  did  not  believe  it.  There,  in  a  splendid  saloon,  sat  his  be- 
loved pupil,  hanging  over  a  portrait  she  was  copying — one  of  himselfl 
Behind  her  stood  her  father — a  truly  noble-looking  figure — Count  Bos- 
toff;  and,  not  far  from  him,  a  middle-aged  lady,  with  Grecian  cast  of 
features ;  and,  beside  her,  a  younger  sister  of  the  countess.  There,  too^ 
he  saw,  one  arm  round  her  waist,  looking  into  her  bright  eyes — (and 
the  witch-power,  as  over  all  the  rest,  seemed  wholly  to  possess  him,  only 
not  at  all  of  a  demoniac  kind)— who,  who  in  heaven  could  it  be  ?  The 
guide  in  his  hunters  dress,  who  had  bid  him  to  the  castle :  the  whole 
group  was  one  to  charm  the  eye  of  a  practised  artist. 

"  Who  has  done  this? — Where  am  I? — Why  is  it?"  exclaimed  the 
entranced  Lothar.  '*  I  will  know  the  truth,  or  perish.  Speak  I"  And 
he  ran  as  if  about  to  seize  the  hunting-g^ide,  who  nad  now  risen. 

Throwing  aside  his  forest  garb  quick  as  light,  Prince  LowensteLn,  the 
Bussian  general — the  man  whose  life  he  had  saved— stood  there,  open'* 
ing  his  arms  to  the  astonished  soldier  artist  £re  they  had  embraced, 
the  count  came  forward,  leading  that  blushing  pupil,  his  Marian — the 
very  countess  who  had  now  completed  her  toilet  Gently  releannr  her* 
self  from  hb  arms,  she  said,  with  an  arch  smile,  ^  You  made  us  wait*  my 
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lord,  but  the  countess  must  wait  for  his  lordship.     Yet,  suppose  I  had 
bad  that  d — 1  of  a  little  temper  you  spoke  of  ?" 

It  was  evident  that  his  lordship  had  been  overheard,  for  he  now  bore 
a  title,  through  the  prince's  interest,  as  grand  master  of  the  horse  ;  and 
be  at  last  threw  himself,  overwhelmed  with  love,  at  the  sweet  countess's 
feet.  It  was  then  his  friend,  Adelbert,  one  of  the  ehief  authors  of  this 
happy  drama,  came  to  his  assistance,  declaring  that  they  ought  all  to 
ask  ms  firiend's  pardon,  though  he  thought  he  had  himself  played  the 
part  of  the  valet  to  admiration,  and  not  to  be  surpassed  even  by  that  of 
the  forest-guide  of  Prince  Lowenstein. 

The  succession  of  strange  surprises,  however,  fatigue,  and  want  of 
food,  with  the  hunt  and  battle  of  the  boar,  had  proved  too  much  for 
Lothar,  and  he  added  to  the  sentiment  of  the  scene  by  fointing  away. 
Upon  again  opening  his  eyes,  in  the  foir  countess's  arms,  he  seemed  as 
much  at  a  loss  as  before. 

"  Is  it  true? — are  we  in  Paradise  ?— are  we  really  so  blest,  then  ?" 
*'  Not  yet,  my  beloved,*'  whispered  the  lovely  Marian.     ^  But  all  our 
ptst  bitter  sorrow  and  sufifering,  I  trust,  will  yet  end  on  earth." 

A  cup  or  two  of  good  episcopal  wine,  from  the  archbishop's  own  cellars, 
soon  restored  Lothar  to  his  wonted  health  and  vigour.  There  now  arose 
a  general  appeal  to  that  excellent  ecclesiastic — gifted  with  the  power  of 
binding,  if  not  of  letting  loose — to  unite  the  happy  sisters  to  their  re- 
^wcdve  lovers,  ere  the  polkas  were  yet  called  for.  The  prince,  with 
rare  magnanimibr,  and  a  rarer  feeling  of  gratitude  towards  ms  deliverer, 
on  finding  how  deeply  the  affections  of  the  countess  were  pre-engaged, 
bad  transferred  his  own  to  the  bosom  of  her  youngs  sister,  hardly  less 
beautiful  and  accomplished. 

Two  nobler-looking,  manly  beings  than  the  prince  and  the  new  lord  of 
Reichenwald,  as  they  stood  forth  to  claim  the  hands — ^hearts  were  already 
gone — of  their  blooming  yoimg  betrothed,  are  seldom  seen.     What  added 
to  the  charm  of  the  hour  and  the  scene,  was  the  grateful  delight  ex- 
pressed by  the  prince  at  the  achievement  of  his  noble  plan — for  his  good 
work  it  wholly  was — ^by  bringing  the  old  count  over  to  his  views  by  the 
proud  example  of  his  own  munificence.  Lothar,  on  the  other  hand,  declared 
that  he  had  repaid  him  for  many  lives,  in  presenting  him  with  so  precious 
ind  long  sighed-for  a  bride.     Vrith  equal  delicacy  and  grandeur  of  soul, 
he  had  even  obviated  any  feeling  of  obHgation  on  the  part  of  Lothar,  in 
the  matter  of  conferring  property,  by  settling  the  castle  and  domains 
upon  the  lady  and  her  surviving  chilaren.     A  handsome  dowry  from  the 
eount,  added  to  Prince  Lowenstein's  generosity,  rendered  their  family 
equal  in  point  of  wealth  and  power  to  those  of  any  of  the  neighbouring 
nuLgaatoB.     To  overcome  the  prejudices  of  rank  and  birth  had  been  to 
liini  a  for  more  formidable  task.     Nor  was  even  this  effected  without 
^e  imperial  sanction  to  the  marriage;  for  so  great  is  the  old  Tartar  and 
Huflsian  pride  <^  caste,  and  the  dread  of  ignoble  or  serf-tainted  blood, 
tbat  such  sanction  was  granted  solely  on  the  condition  that  the  errine 
^oung  people  who  had  thus  sinned  agfunst  traditional  honours  and  imperial 
etiquette  should  for  ever  reside  out  of  the  glorious  land  of  the  czars. 

But  this  only  gave  a  fresh  zest  to  the  glad,  unbounded  love  of  the 
now  wedded  hearts,  who,  in  that  intimate  union  of  souls,  so  rarely 
meeting,  found  a  never-fiedling  source  of  ecstatic  enjoyments,  above  all 
those  oi  a  mere  conventional  kind. 
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Rome,  depuis  la  mort  d*Aagiute!,  en  proie  &  det  t jrant  ttchet  et  cnieis,  toor^- 
tonr  partes  snr  le  tr6iie  et  lenTenilf  par  le  meurtre,  sooplndt  aprte  la  ^tamfimttmi 
paiBible  d'un  prince  vertaeuz.  Vespasien  parrint  k  Fempire^  et  lendit  awe  BcH 
mainB  dee  joun  de  paiz  et  de  bonheur. 

Vie  de  YBSPiAXxv. 

H18TOSIAH8  unanimously  agree  in  admitting  that  the  Emperor  Ves- 
pasian was,  indeed,  one  of  those  godlike  men  who  appear  to  be  espedall^r 
created  for  the  felicity  of  those  over  whom  they  are  destined,  bj  m  bene- 
ficent Providence,  to  reign,  and  who  seem  intended,  by  that  same  Phm- 
dence,  to  re-establish  the  empires  which  have  been  shaken  to  their  very 
foundations  by  the  crimes  and  follies  of  their  guilty  and  immoral  prede- 
cessors. Hence,  his  death  was  generally  bewailed ;  but  the  teers  of 
anguish  and  regret  which  bedewed  almost  every  eye  in  Rome  at  this 
£fttal  event,  were  quickly  dissipated  by  the  smiles  <^  joy  and  g^adneae,  at 
the  encouraging  certainty  that,  great  and  deplorable  as  such  a  loii 
undoubtedly  was  to  the  nation  at  large,  still  it  was  not  inrepacable ;  for 
that  in  Titus,  his  son  and  successor,  each  Roman  would  assuredly  find  all 
the  virtues  of  the  lamented  Vespasian  all  his  noble  qualitiea,  all  his 
valour,  patriotism,  and  fidelity — all  his  desire  for  the  advancement  of  his 
subjects,  the  aggrandizement  of  his  kingdom ;  and  that  he  would  also 
prove  as  much  the  father  as  the  monarch  to  every  one  living  under  his 
mild  and  considerate  dominion. 

Never  once  did  the  young  emperor  bdie  these  sanguine  antkipfttioiia 
— ^never  once  did  he  abuse  the  confidence  repoeed  in  him — never  once 
did  he  disappoint  the  hopes  of  those  who  relied  on  him  for  suooom^— 
never  once  aid  he  cause  the  most  disaffected  bosom  to  murmur  that  he 
WAS  a  king.  He  conciliated  all  dispositions,  and  reconciled  all  opinions^ 
strenuously  and  conscientiously  studying  to  fulfil  the  oneroos  duties 
imposed  upon  him  by  his  high  position,  seeking  solely  the  advantage  of 
those  dependent  on  him  for  comfort,  regardless  of  his  own  peculiar  ease ; 
nether  too  arrogant  not  to  seek  advice,  nor  too  sdf-sumcient  not  to 
follow  it  when  o^ained.  One  of  his  first  acts  on  coming  to  the  throae 
was  to  consult  the  famous  philosc^ber,  Apollonius  Tyanes,  on  the  art  o£ 
good  govtfnment,  who  simply  answered,  '^  Imitate  your  father.''  Titm 
did  more — ^he  surpassed  him,  and  very  far,  in  all  that  was  grefti  and 
liberal. 

When,  early  in  his  reign,  Rome  was  desolated  by  a  fearful  eruption  of 
Mount  Vesuvius,  followed  by  the  most  decimating  pestilence  and  awfuttjf 
destructive  incendiarism,  Titus  was  most  active  in  repairing  the  mjvrj 
done  to  the  country  by  the  rivers  of  molten  lava  which  £x)ded  it»  in 
providing  becoming  funeral  rites  fi>r  the  dead,  shelter  for  the  hooaeleM^ 
sympathy  for  the  sorrowing,  and  comnnseratioa  for  all ;  showing  hbn- 
sd^  in  these  overwhelming  calamities,  as  a  second  Providence^  as  trolj 
the  vicegerent  of  Heaven — neither  Numbering  nor  sleeping  so  long  ai 
one  of  his  impoverished  subjects  required  assistance— -one  affl^^^W  hmxtf 
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in  his  vast  realm,  needed  consolation ;  being,  as  it  were,  ubiquious  in  his 
promptitude  and  anxiety  to  allay  suffering,  banish  want,  and  restore 
health  and  cheerfulness ;  he  was  seen,  almost  at  the  same  instant,  at  the 
bedside  of  pain,  or  beneath  the  lowly  roof  of  poverty ;  and  so  imiversal 
were  the  thanks  of  the  grateful,  the  prayers  of  the  righteous^  which 
followed  his  every  footstep,  that  he  could  truly  say,  in  the  emphatic 
langnage  of  Job, 

**  When  the  ear  heard  me,  then  it  blessed  me;  and  when  the  eye  saw 
me,  it  gave  witness  to  me ;  because  I  delivered  the  poor  that  cried,  and 
the  fiidieriesB,  and  him  that  hath  none  to  help  him.  The  blessing  of  him 
timt  was  ready  to  perish  came  upon  me :  ana  I  caused  the  widon^s  heart 
to  sing  for  joy.** 

Tet  this  so  warmly  blessed,  this  so  devoutly  prayed-for,  this  so  reve- 
reatially-homag^  monarch,  this  generous  benefactor,  this  most  adored 
Titos — ^he  who  obtained  the  glorious  distinction  of  being  acknowledged 
"tile  love  and  delight  of  the  human  species" — he  who  conJFerred  unalloyed 
happiness  on  all  around,  was  a  stranger  to  happiness  himself.  Some  secret 
cankerworm  of  grief  was  insidiously  preying  on  the  spring  blossoms  of  his 
heart,  and  the  oppressive  weight  of  some  undeiinable,  but  most  appalling 
fear,  held  down  the  aspiring  spirit,  and  chilled  the  ardour  of  tnat  fine 
ambition,  glowing  to  achieve  tnose  deeds  which  shine  in  the  glory  of  a 
chrooided  and  emblazoned  fnture.  ^ 

Titus,  with  a  prescience  almost  superstitious,  almost  prophetic,  felt 
secretly  convinced  that  the  absolute  present  was  alone  his — that  for  him 
would  scarcely  be  a  morrow — that  the  hour  of  doom  was  actually  impend- 
ing over  him  in  the  mid -career  of  his  brilliant  destiny ;  he  was  literally 
haunted  by  the  spectral  image  of  approaching  death ;  and  that  painfully 
distressing  thought  depressed  his  soul  and  enervated  his  body,  so  as  to 
render  him  incapable  of  enjoyment,  unable  to  control  his  emotions,  or 
appear,  as  was  naturally  expected  of  him,  cheerfiil  and  happy  on  all  occa- 
sions.    So  far  from  this,  alas!  to  the  disappointment  of  ms  devoted  sub- 
jects, he  frequently  seemed  to  be  the  most  melancholy  and  miserable 
amongst  them;  once  especially,  it  is  recorded,  that  in  the  very  midst  of  a 
gorgeous  spectacle,  such  as  Rome  only  conld  exhibit  in  its  most  luxurious 
days,  when  he  was  "  the  observed  of  all  observers,  the  cynosure  of  every 
eye,**  the  idol  of  every  heart,  overpowered  by  the  ever-recurring  presen- 
timent,— the  transitoriness  of  thb  splendour,  this  admiration  for  him — ^he 
tamed  firom  the  enchanting  scene  and  wept.     When,  in  a  few  short 
months  af^rwards,  those  sad  forebodings  were  too  truly  realised,  and  he 
was  extended  on  the  bed  of  death,  he  could  not  conceal  his  regret  at 
quitting  the  worid  so  young,  complaining  bitterly  at  the  inevitable  decree 
>rhtch  summoned  him  to  eternity,  ere  he  had  accomplished  half  the 
projects  formed  for  TrvE — fulfilled  half  the  anticipations  indulged  in  for 
caith,  ere  recaQed  to  heaven;  then  raising  his  languid  eves  above,  and 
SfHng  up  his  enfeebled  hands,  in  attestation  of  the  truth  of  his  dyin^ 
ssaertion,  he  solemnly  protested,  that  there  was  but  one  sinele  act  of  his 
Sfe  of  which  he  repented,  but  one  single  secret  hidden  in  nis  bosom  for 
the  grave  to  receive  unrevealed. 
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II. 

And  when  ye  shall  see  Jerusalem  encompassed  with  armies,  then  know  that 
the  desolation  therefore  is  nigh.    21  St  Luke,  y.  20. 

But  one  single  act  to  repent  of  in  a  life  of  one-and-forty  years'  duration  I 
But  ONE,  how  marvellous!  But  one  for  an  absolute  king  to  commit^  for 
an  expiring  king  to  deplore. 

Alas !  alas !  which  of  his  meanest  subjects  could  have  made  such  ft 
confession  ?  Alas !  alas  I  which  of  us  can  ^'  lay  the  flattering  unction  to 
our  souls"  that  we  have  only  one  crime  to  repent  of,  only  one  secret  to 
conceal  ?  Do  we  not  sin  daily  and  hourly?  Does  not  a  never-slumbering 
conscience  incessantly  importune  us  to  ejaculate  with  fear  and  tremblingi 
**  Have  mercy  upon  me,  O  Grod,  according  to  thy  loving  kindness :  ac- 
cording unto  the  multitude  of  thy  tender  mercies  blot  out  my  transgres- 
sions ?"  Yet  Titus  could  protest  that  he  had  but  once  offended  in  the 
sight  of  Heaven,  but  once  grieved  the  Holy  Spirit  of  his  Maker.  And 
yet  he  was  a  king ;  sovereign  of  the  gay,  the  dissipated,  the  immoral 
dty  of  Rome ;  exposed  to  all  its  temptations ;  obedient  to  no  will  save  his 
own ;  and  at  a  time,  too,  when  the  passions  allure  and  mblead  the  judg- 
ment, seduce  the  reason,  and  beguile  the  senses ;  when  the  candied  lips  of 
eloquence  persuade  ihit  even  abhorrent  crimes  show  b^t  as  venial  errors 
in  princes,  and  sycophants  aver  that  kings  can  do  no  wrong! 

What,  then,  was  this  one  tremendous  act  which  disturbed  the  otherwise 
tranquil  end  of  Rome*s  most  virtuous,  most  heroic,  most  deplored  em- 
peror ?  What  was  the  one  single  act  which  was  too,  TOO  criminal  to  be 
declared  ?  What  was  the  one  single  secret  consigned  to  the  oblivion  of 
the  tomb  ?  Was  it  the  devastation  which  he  had  wrought  on  that  Holy 
City ;  that  Zion,  which  God  loved ;  that  Jerusalem,  over  which  Christ 
wept ;  that  earthly  kingdom  to  which  the  blessed  Jesus  was  triumphantly 
approaching,  to  fulfil  ius  heavenly  Father's  will?  unheeded  then  the 
glory  which  surrounded  him ;  unregarded  then  the  garments  which  car- 
peted his  way,  the  palm-branches  which  strewed  his  path,  the  Hosannas 
which  rent  the  skies.  Absorbed  in  the  sorrow  which  passes  man's  sorrow, 
in  contemplating  the  doomed  but  yet  smiling  city,  nestling  in  the  loveli- 
ness of  its  overshadowing  hills,  he  burst  into  tears,  and  soliloquised  it  in 
language  which  spoke  to  every  heart,  which  still  speaks  to  every  heart, 
and  will,  until  time  shall  be  no  more :  "  O  Jerusalem !  Jerusalem ! 
thou  that  killest  the  prophets,  and  stonest  them  which  are  sent  unto  thee, 
how  often  would  I  have  gathered  thy  children  together,  even  as  a  hen 
gathereth  her  chickens  under  her  wing,  and  ye  would  not !"  Did  Titus, 
m  the  solemn  hush  of  coming  dissolution,  when  he  was  left  to  commune 
with  the  silence  of  his  own  heart,  hear  the  echo  of  those  pathetic  lamen- 
tations resounding  to  its  innermost  depths,  for  the  predicted  destruction 
of  his  invincible  but  terribly  scourging  sword?  Did  he  then  remember 
with  a  shudderinfir  remembrance  that  he  had  walked  about  Zion,  that  he 
had  g^ue  round  her,  marked  well  her  bulwarks,  considered  her  palaces, 
told  the  towers  thereof;  and  that  he  had  razed  all  this  grandeur  to  the 
ground,  liud  all  this  honour  in  the  dust?  Did  he  behold  with  the  mind's 
eye,  whose  vision  is  so  acute,  the  dazzlingly-white  marble  of  the  holy 
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ietnple  of  the  Lord  becoming  clouded  by  the  dense  yolumes  of  smoke 
issuing  from  it,  ere  the  spiral  flames  biu^t  simultaneously  forth,  with  a  red 
and  fiery  glare,  to  consume  it  for  ever  ?  Did  he  mentally  exclaim,  as, 
conscience-stricken,  he  reviewed  the  past  and  sickened  at  the  false  glory 
of  the  conqueror,  '^  How  has  the  fine  gold  become  dim !"  as  it  melted  in 
the  seven-times  heated  crucible  of  destruction,  fused  by  the  hands  of  the 
infuriated  and  infidel  soldiery  ? 

Did  he  hear,  with  a  heart-piercing  distinctness,  the  agonising  screams 
of  the  tortured  wretches,  whom  his  plundering  Roman  army  actually 
disembowelled,  to  recover  the  treasures,  imagined  to  be  swallowed  by 
them. 

Or,  oh !  horror  of  horrors,  did  he  catch  the  even  wilder,  more  frantic 
ihiieks  of  that  maniac  mother — that  unnatural  fury — that  barbarous 
monster — ^that  delicately-nurtured  lady — ^that  once  idolising  and  self- 
sacrificing  woman,  who,  when  the  rapacious  guards  again  invaded  her 
dwelling,  in  seuch  of  that  food  they  insisted  on  was  concealed  in  it  by 
her,  with  a  white,  wasted,  but  quaking  hand,  lifted  off  the  massive  silver 
cover  from  the  richly-embossed  gold  salver,  and  bade  them,  with  a 
mocking  hysterical  laugh,  partake  of  her  hospitality, — revealing,  to  their 
horrified  and  startled  gaze,  the  remnant  of  a  child  ;  her  own,  her  only 
child — killed  by  her,  cooked  by  her,  and  partly  devoured  by  her? 

Did  he,  [in  those  last  brief  but  eventful  moments,  when  all  the  past 
sweeps  over  the  brain  with  the  impetuous  rapidity  of  a  swollen  torrent's 
£aroe,  recal  the  predictions  of  the  prophet— predictions  verified  by  his 
iriolence  and  atrocity  ? 

^  The  tongue  of  the  sucking  child  cleaveth  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth 
for  thirst.** 

^^The  young  children  ask  bread,  and  no  man  breaketh  it  unto 
them." 

**  They  that  did  feed  delicately  are  desolate  in  the  streets  ;  and  they 
that  were  brought  up  in  scarlet  embrace  dunghills." 

Oh !  did  he,  when  turning  with  loathing  and  disgust  from  the  far- 
sought  dainties  profusely  heaped  around  him  to  tempt  the  appetite, 
^hose  healthful  relish  was  for  ever  lost,  bethink  him  of  those  famished 
and  despairing  creatures  who  tore  the  oflal  from  the  mouths  of  their 
'wives  and  inlets — who,  regardless  of  affection  or  ceremony,  nay,  even 
common  decency,  too  fearfully  found  the  truth  of  Isaiah's  prophecy — 
**  And  he  shall  snatch  on  the  right  hand  and  be  hungry  ;  and  he  shall 
eat  on  the  lefb  hand,  and  they  shall  not  be  satisfied  :  they  shall  eat  every 
man  the  flesh  of  his  own  arm?" 

Was  this  the  one  single  act  to  be  repented  of  ere  he  could  die  ?  Was 
the  sorrow  for  this  most  awful  siege,  this  wide-spread  desolation,  the  oke 
single  secret  to  be  buried  with  him  in  the  tongueless  sepulchre  ? 

Did  he  feel,  with  that  deep  contrition  which  alone  worketh  out  repent- 
ance, that  he  mourned  "  Because  the  ways  of  Zion  do  mourn,  because 
none  come  to  the  solemn  feasts  :  all  her  gates  are  desolate,  her  priests 
sigh,  her  virgins  are  afflicted,  and  she  is  in  bitterness  ?" 

Hiis  was*  enough  to  delay  the  spirit's  flight,  pausing  in  the  very  dread 
of  that  retribution  which  awaited  it  beyond  the  clouds. 
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ni. 

On  Boine  fond  breast  the  parting  sonl  reUefl, 
Some  pions  drops  the  dosing  ^e  requires; 

£'en  from  the  tomb  the  Toice  of  nature  cries. 
E'en  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

Geat. 

Was,  then,  the  downfal  of  Jerusalem  the  one  dire  act — ^the  one  great 
BBCxet  of  tke  dying  emperor  ?  or  did  the  fainting  soul  of  Titua  diasohre 
beneath  a  more  tender,  a  more  affecting  recoUeotion — a  more  aofteoiQg 
anguish  than  even  the  agony  endured  for  those  miserahle  Israelites  ? 

Did  the  remembrance  of  his  beautiful,  his  adcuring  fierenice  flash 
across  his  adiing  brain?  Did  he  then  recal  her  affection — her  oon- 
stancy — ^her  cruel  banishment — H£B  sacrificed  felicity — his  own  saen- 
fioed  hai^Mness? 

Surely,  surely,  when  the  pride  of  place  yielded  to  natural  fee}iBga,aiid 
the  heart  would  be  heard,  the  plaintive  wail  of  the  dove  of  blighted  but 
never-dying  love  arose  mournfully  on  the  ear,  and  blent  m  unison  with 
the  sad  reverberadons  of  the  dulling  midnight  winds,  bieatfaiBg  a  toee 
melancholy  as  the  requiem-diant  of  tne  dead  1 

Surely,  surely,  when  the  gorgeous  sun  of  earthly  grandeur  was  £s8t 
setting ;  when  the  dim  twilight  of  cold  reality  was  fast  stealing  over  the 
grey  horizon,  perceptibly  darkening  into  the  obscurity  of  intensest  gloom ; 
when  the  kikg  was  forgotten,  and  the  hav  alone  remembered ;  man, 
with  all  his  fond  and  frail  dependencies  ;  his  cravings  for  sympathy  ;  his 
reliance  on  others ;  his  helplessness  of  self ;  his  yearning  of  spirit ;  for 
the  spirit-love  only  bestowed  by  woman  ;  he  must  have  bethought  him 
of  the  gentle  being  who  would  have  so  soothed,  so  alleviated  the  pangs 
of  that  final  hour ;  he  must  have  sighed  for  her  radiant  presence ;  longed 
to  bask  in  her  beaming  eye ;  fainted  to  hear  her  melodious  voice,  whis- 
pering to  his  lonely  heart  the  words  of  spontaneous  devotion,  the  prayer 
£or  his  peace,  the  vow  of  eternal  rem^nbrance  I 

Surely,  surely,  he  must  have  £elt— felt  widi  all  the  poignancy  of  that 
regret  which,  when  utterly  hopeless,  is  so  much  more  acute — that  if  it 
be  possible  to  live  without  wonuui*s  tenderness  and  reciprocity  in  the 
brient  and  vigorous  day  of  ambition;  in  the  flush  of  pride;  in  the  tor- 
mod  and  intrigue  of  state;  in  the  hei^t  of  splendour,  and  the  intonea- 
tion  of  power;  it  is  impossible  to  die  without  such  beatific  consolation, 
when,  in  the  night  of  suffering,  the  brightness  has  vanished  firom  the 
overshadowed  heavens;  when  the  frame  is  enfeebled,  the  mind  rendered 
inert,  by  the  long  and  mortal  struggles  it  has  at  last  been  prostrated  by; 
when  the  effort  to  raise  even  one  finger  to  gain  a  kingdmn  is  too  ex- 
hausting; when  that  kingdom  would  be  disdained,  if  thus  easily  obtained; 
when  the  ambition  so  trusted  in  is  found  a  deception,  and  tne  station, 
which  cliumed  imperative  obedienoe  from  all,  is  found  an  empty  finn ; 
when  the  soul's  strength,  hope^  and  piety  are  discovered  to  have  been 
expended  on  a  false  idol ;  and  when  only  the  tniUi  which  teaches  man's 
NOTHINGNESS  is  held  of  any  account ;  then,  when  his  dying  gase  rested 
on  the  frigid  and  repulsive  countenances  ai  the  time-serving  oovotien 
assembled  round  his  bed,  with  every  hard-lined  feature  tutored  to  obse- 
quious adulation  and  simulated  commiseration,  he  must  have  turned  from 
their  stony  looks  to  that  sweet  face  enshrined  within  his  heart,  and. 
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wirmMtg  Uf  «y€8  ham.  all  outward  and  tveadiomu  thingfi  commoned 
mth  fab  BUMt  finoere,  nott  bekyved,  betothed,  and  lamented  hade ! 

SorelyY  aurely,  in  thoee  sdent,  those  almost  tacred  musingii^  he  moat 
have  marvdled  at  his  etoieal  fi>rtitiide ;  hk  calloiu  firmneai  in  resisting 
her  teaoj^  in  resisting  h&t  snpplicatiops; — the  tean^  the  supplications  ^ 
hoK,  who^  ibr  five  years^  he  had  daily  beheld,  and  only  the  more  to  love 
and  adnure ;  of  h«r,  whom  it  had  become  a  daily  necessity  to  bdiold ; 
of  her,  fiir  whom  a  thousand  times  aday  he  thanked  the  gods! 

Snrely,  surelyi  he  must  have  recollected  the  ecstasy  of  that  daOy  inter- 
eonrse^  thei^ny  it  cost  to  resi^  it ; — ^the  pathetic  acknowledgment  of 
that  agony,  when  urged  by  his  dissatisfied  ministers  to  part  with  all  that 
''^^*^^!^  to  him,  the  dopamng  i^jony  die  saffei«d  in  tht  in- 
cioraUe  decree. 

TITUS. 

Je  me  sols  fait  on  plaitir  necessaire 

De  la  T(nr  chaque  jour,  de  Taimer,  de  loi  plaire. 

J'ai  fiut  plus, 

J'ai  pour  elle  cent  fins  rendu  graces  auz  diemc, 

lyaToir  choisi  mon  p^re  au  fond  de  lldnmee^ 

I>*avoir  range  sous  lui  TOrient  et  Tarm^ 

Oh  ddl  puis-je  le  declarer? 
Pour  jamais  je  vais  m*en  siparer. 
£Ue  pasie  ses  jours,  Paulin,  sans  rien  pr^tendre, 
Que  quelque  heure  k  me  Toir,  et  le  reste  k  m'atteDdre; 
£icor,  si  quelque  fois,  un  peu  moins  assidu 
Je  passe  le  moment  oH  je  suis  attendu, 
Je  la  reTois  bientdt  de  pleurs  toute  tremp^: 
Mm  main  i  les  s^cher  est  long-temps  occup^e. 
Snfin,  tout  oe  qu*amoiir  a  de  ncsiids  plus  puissants, 
Donx  reproches,  transports,  sans  c^sse  renaissants, 
Soin  de  pldre  sans  art,  crainte  tonyours  noavelle, 
Bc«ut6,  gioire,  yertu,  je  trouTe  tout  en  elle. 
Depuis  dnq  ans  entiers  chaque  jour  je  la  yois 
£t  crois  toujours  la  voir  pour  la  premiere  fois. 

Un  sonpir,  un  regard,  un  |not  de  Totre  bouche, 
Voili  I'amlutiond'mi  ooBur  oomme  le  mien: 
Vojez-moi  plus  souTent,  et  ne  me  donnez  rien. 
Ce  o<Bur  apr^s  liuit  jours  n'a-t-H  rien  k  me  dire? 
Mais  parlies-TOOs  de  moi  quand  je  tous  ai  surpris? 
Dans  Tos  secrets  disoours  Itois-je  interessee, 
Seigneur?  ^tois-je  au  moins  presente  k  la  pens^e? 

TITUS. 

HdasI  querousmed^ohirez! 

B^BEKICE. 

VoQS  dtes  empereur  Seigneur,  et  tous  pleurez! 

TITUS. 

Madame,  apr^s  tout,  me  croyez-Tous  indigne 

De  laisser  un  ezemple  k  la  post^rit^ ; 

Qui  sans  de  grand  ^orts  ne  puisse  etre  imit^? 

Non,  je  crois  tout  facile  k  Totre  barbarie : 

Je  tous  crois  digne,  ingrati  de  m'arracher  la  Tie. 

TITUS. 

Non;  je  suis  un  barbare: 

Moi-mSme  je  me  hais.    Neron  tant  d^test^, 

N'a  point  &  cet  excds  pouss^  sa  cruaut^. 
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Surely,  surely,  he  felt,  when  too,  too  late  to  redeem  the  fatal  error,  that 
he  had  bartered  the  priceless  pearl  of  the  one  true  heart,  which  would 
have  clung  to  him  in  weal  and  woe  the  same,  for  the  tinsel  imitatioa 
that  glitters  on  the  puppet-brow  of  stage-dignified  majesty!  Yet  if 
with  the  magic  wand  of  the  enchantress,  Creusa,  he  could  haye  sum- 
moned the  still  most  adored,  most  reg^retted  Berenice  from  the  shades  of 
oblivion, — if  she  could  suddenly  have  appeared  at  his  earnest  objuration,-— 
would  Titus  have  been  able  to  recognise  in  the  worn  and  wasted  form, 
in  the  pale  and  anxious  hce^  the  beauty  he  so  much  admired — the 
woman  he  so  much  deplored  ?  Years  had  passed  since  they  had  been 
mercilessly  torn  asunder  by  state  policy,— tears  !  yet,  oh  I  the  awfid 
ravages  wrought  by  one  single  day  of  real  intense  woe  in  ^e  hmnan 
frame !  Some,  through  it,  have  grown  grey  in  a  night ;  some,  through 
it,  have  become  idiotic  in  an  hour;  the  raven  tresses  have  blanched 
instantaneously,  not  with  the  slowly- advancing  snows  of  many  winters  of 
age,  but  prematurely,  in  the  summer's  prime  of  youth,  from  anguish ;  the 
high  and  lofty  mind  sank  prone  into  tne  abyss  of  despair  by  one  mortal 
stroke,  as  the  oak  of  the  forest  falls,  in  its  fullest  foliage,  beneath  the  Uaat 
of  the  lightniog's  scathing  flash.  Grief  does  not  often  kill ;  the  heart  too 
rarely  breaks  with  its  down-weighing  blow,  but  it  withers  gradual^ 
away ;  it  is  blighted,  and  only  waits  a  sad  season  to  perish  entirely ! 

The  expandmg  blossom,  nipped  by  the  early  frost,  still  lingers  on  thd 
parent-tree  for  a  while,  blackening  and  shrivelling  beneath  that  very  sun- 
ray  which  would  have  matured  it  to  perfection  but  for  that  timeless 
injury ;  and  so  with  the  heart— the  heart  of  woman  especially ;  so  with 
the  heart  of  the  forsaken  Berenice, — it  hung  for  a  while,  like  that  £EuUng 
blossom,  on  the  tree  of  Hope,  awaiting  for  the  quickening  ray  of  repentant 
love  to  revivify  it ;  but  as  time  stole  on,  and  brought  only  disappointment^ 
it  died  with  all  the  other  frail  and  lovely  things  that  deck  toe  grave  of 
Autumn. 

And  Titus  died — died,  without  ever  beholding  her  again;  died, 
without  revealing  the  mystery  which  so  embittered  deatL  Doubtiesi^ 
he  knew  that  they  should  meet  again  in  those  happy  realms  where  there 
is  no  more  separation ;  and  so  he  bore  it  inviolate  to  heaven,  to  tell  to 
Berenice  alone,  as  an  atonement  for  the  cruelty  which  had  destroyed 
them  both.  Whichever  was  the  one  single  act,  the  one  single  secret  of 
the  young  and  valiant  emperor,  can  never  now  be  known ;  the  above 
sketch  of  his  too  prematurely-ended  life  details  the  two  most  remaricable 
incidents  in  it ;  whether,  then,  it  was  remorse  for  the  horrors  he  behdd 
and  occasioned  in  overthrowing  Jerusalem,  or  contrition  for  the  banish- 
ment of  her  he  never  ceased  to  love,  must  be  left  to  vag^e  and  fnutlesa 
conjecture.  The  humane  and  reflective  will  trust  most  piously  that  ife 
was  the  former ;  the  romantic  and  inexperienced  will  hope,  witn  all  tbo 
blind  belief  of  hope,  that  it  was  the  latter. 
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A    BIOGRAPHY. 

Chapter  X. 

The  first  whom  I  encountered  on  reaching  my  hotel  was  Ippolito. 
His  joy  at  my  return  was  as  great  as  if  I  had  been  absent  for  years.  He 
hsd  neard  of  my  arrest;  the  mtelligence,  indeed,  had  difiused  itself  over 
the  city.  The  countess,  on  hearing  the  news,  was,  no  doubt,  alarmed 
lest,  as  my  companion,  she,  too,  might  be  implicated  in  an  affair  thus 
grave,  and  had  left  Parma  precipitately,  as  was  supposed  to  make  good 
her  retreat,  for  Bologna. 

The  next  morning  I  resumed  my  journey,  with  Ippolito,  towards 
Milan,  scarcely  knowing  my  object  in  proceeding,  yet  unwilling  to  return. 
The  events  of  the  night  had  saddened  my  temper;  I  seemed  to  be 
struggling  onwards  to  the  attainment  of  some  object  distant  and  un- 
defined, and  the  further  I  advanced  the  more  did  my  difficulties  increase. 
At  every  step  of  my  progress  I  encountered  new  impediments,  and,  in- 
stead of  seeing  as  I  once  had  seen,  a  halo  of  glory  in  the  horizon,  all 
things  seemed  real;  death  itself  enforcing  its  uolaureled  brow  on  my 
mental  sight  as  the  sole  end  of  ambition.  Already  my  fame  had  spread 
over  the  republic  of  letters,  but  the  homage  which  in  earlier  life  I  had 
pined  for,  had  lost  its  charm ;  it  was  now  within  my  reach,  but  the  excite- 
ment was  over;  the  means  had  absorbed  within  itself  the  end,  and  the 
one  being  exhausted,  the  other  shared  its  fate.  The  pleasures  of  life 
were  extinct,  and  though  revived  in  pain,  they  still  proved  only  mortal! 
Alas !  the  excitable  nature  of  man  is  soon  benumbed ;  its  first  bright 
ecstasies  vanish  like  morning!  The  sober  mood,  the  philosophic  hour, 
refuse  their  simple  blessing  to  him  who  sails  over  the  troubled  waves  of 
passion  in  pursuit  of  a  too  lofty  content ;  such  a  one  is  destined  ever  to 
wander — ever  to  look  afisir.  He  communes  not  with  the  day,  but  the 
morrow;  earth  contains  not  sufficient  beauty  to  please!  Thus  the  intel- 
lect, become  too  refined  to  endure  attainable  things,  mourns  after  un- 
embodied  perfection; — betrayed  by  the  ideal,  and  preferring,  in  its  high 
estrangement,  the  works  of  Phidias  to  those  of  God ! 

In  such  a  nature  pleasure  and  youth  disappear  together,  and  a  past- 
penetrating  reflection  succeeds.  The  joyous  old  hours  arranged  in 
melancholy  array  are  viewed  but  as  classical  recollections  of  what  once 
teemed  lasting.  The  lights  of  memory  are  out<,  the  eye  turns  away  horn, 
thepicture. 

Tnough  joy  has  departed  for  ever,  excitement  may  still  be  found 
among  we  elements  of  pain,  which  it  is  the  care  of  the  sensualist  to  adapt 
to  the  cravings  of  a  perverted  nature.  At  first  the  pernicious  qualities  of 
the  poison  are  met  by  gradual  adoption,  and  a  grateful  substitute  for 
pleasure  is  gained,  one  which  is  too  soon  found  to  possess  most  fascinating 
powers.  But  this  abuse  of  nature  leads  inevitably  to  ruin!  Great  is  the 
sacrifice  which  it  necessitates !  When  the  charmed  potion  has  sucked  up 
ftll  that  is  holy  and  exalted  in  the  soul,  and  the  dried-up  bed  of  what  was 
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not  mortal  cries  aloud  for  one  more  sip  of  the  elixir  of  immortality,  how 
little  between  this  and  death  remains  to  revive'the  glow  !  The  insertion 
of  the  stiletto's  point,  the  sight  of  blood,  the  thought  of  self-destruction, 
dreadful  as  they  are,  will  at  last  cease  to  arouse  the  feelings,  and  suicide 
itself  is  only  left  as  a  means  of  exciting  emotion.  It  succeeds,  and  the 
last  awful  pleasure  which  it  awakens  crowns  the  history  of  a  wretched 
being! 

These  were  my  reflections  as  the  white  heads  of  the  Apennines  melted 
gradually  from  yiew,  and  were  succeeded  in  the  moving  landscape  by  the 
Alps.  Then  appeared  the  rapid  flood  of  Eridanus,  and  at  tne  distant 
termination  of  uie  plain  was  Piacenza.  The  scene  rapidly  shifM;  next 
the  town  drew  near,  its  distant  beauty  resolved  into  the  tame  reality 
which  eyerywhere  marks  the  haunts  of  men.  We  entered  its  rugged 
streets,  ana  continued  our  journey  amid  rice-flelds,  irrigated  by  numerous 
canals,  and  enclosed  with  hedges  of  willow.  The  narrow  wa'ers  reflected 
a  calmly-descending  twilight,  forming  a  bright  contrast  with  the  face  of 
nature.     We  reached  Lodi  before  night 

While  yet  in  my  chamber,  seated  alone  before  a  blazing  hearth,  and 
unvrilling  to  retire  to  rest,  my  thoughts  ran  rapidly  over  late  events, 
and  impressed  me  with  a  clear  conviction  that  new  troubles  were  at  hand. 
I  dwelt  chiefly  on  Giuditta ;  her  beauty,  owing  to  my  neglect,  had  been 
exposed  during  sickness  to  a  ruffian's  gaze.  I  had  seduced  her  soul;  and 
as  if  Nature  desired  to  avenge  herself  on  me  by  being  iiilly  wronged,  the 
sister  had  flung  her  sacred  body  into  my  arms,  ^thra,  sacred  to  virtue 
and  to  Marsino.  I  had  willed  the  flrst  crime;  its  sequel  was  sponta- 
neous. And  what  was  to  happeof  next  ?  Other  recent  misfortunes  had 
occurred  independently  of  my  will,  and  were  greater,  especially  as  relating 
to  my  sister^s  death,  than  those  which  I  had  invoked.  This  truth  hung 
over  me  in  terror;  heretofore  I  had  practised  my  science  at  leisure,  not 
suspecting  that  1  was  establishing  precedents  for  doom,  and  that  I  was 
to  be  visited,  in  peaceable  moments,  with  unlooked  for  evils.  I  felt 
myself  unsafe ;  I  longed  to  resist  this  tyranny ;  but,  alas !  where  were 
my  arms ;  and  how  could  mortal  oppose  uie  enactments  of  fate  ?  While 
thus  madly  argfuing  within  myself  I  suddenly  believed  that  I  was  en- 
dowed with  defensive  powers  sufficient ;  I  bethought  me  of  my  origin, 
and  felt  more  than  ever  that  I  could  anticipate  events,  and  that  wiui  a 
degree  of  certainty  which  my  forefathers  would  have  deemed  prophetic 
All  created  beings  which  are  designed  by  nature  to  become  a  prey  to 
each  other,  are  provided  with  the  means  of  escape ;  one  has  swifhiess 
given  it  to  elude  its  pursuers ;  it  is  light  of  foot,  or  swifl  of  wing ;  the 
other  is  encased  in  natural  armour,  or  else  supplied  with  the  talon,  or  the 
forked  tongue;  and  all,  if  but  on  their  guard,  may  evade  the  greedy 
law  of  nature — that  life  shall  live  on  life. 

I  was  not  ordained,  then,  to  become  a  lawful  prey  to  evil,  vrithout 
having  been  first  endowed  with  the  means  of  defence.  But  the  law,  as 
affecting  me,  was  high  in  the  scale  of  effect  and  cause ;  my  weapons  wer6 
spiritual,  consisting  in  that  penetrating  vision,  which  is  called  prophetic^ 
from  its  power  of  regarding  the  future.  Having  discovered  this,  and 
felt  its  truth,  it  was  not  difficult  to  believe  once  more  that  the  germs  of 
prescience  had  existed  in  me  from  my  childhood.  I  had  been  under  thi^ 
operation  of  it  at  the  time  when  a  sense  of  future  greatness  nrged  me  t^ 
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leek  distiiiction ;  and  what  was  manifested  in  my  aspirations  then,  was 
confirmed  in  my  later  triomphs. 

But  is  there  no  faculty  of  the  pnmhetic  kind  that  can  reach  the  warn- 
ings which  issue  from  the  past?  That  period,  like  the  future,  has  an 
interest  in  the  affairs  of  time,  difficult  to  fathom  and  impossible  to 
predict.  I  could  often  see  the  future  through  the  present ;  but  the  past 
IS  obsolete.  I  had  no  clue  to  its  resurrectionary  movements,  as  the 
history  of  that  night  taught  me  too  plainly. 

While  seated  in  my  chamber,  and  gazing  on  an  old  armchair,  I  was 
surprised,  indeed  horrified  to  find  it  occupied  by  the  tremendous  being 
who  had  presided  over  the  infernal  Inquisition.  There  were  fixed  his 
£m-orbed  eyes,  and  there  his  terrible  featiures;  and  he  sat  with  the  tran- 
quillity of  one  who  was  in  solitude,  and  as  unconsdous  of  external  things, 
and  of  me,  as  if  his  nature  were  meditative  alone.  There  sat  the  monster 
in  reflection,  and  his  thoughts  seemed  dangerous  to  my  peace.  He 
moved  not,  but  was  as  still  as  a  landscape.  I  addressed  him  in  a  whisper, 
with  no  effect ;  I  called  to  him,  and  was  unanswered ;  I  drew  near  nim 
with  my  sword,  and  tried  even  to  probe  him  with  my  weapon,  but  its 
point  penetrated  only  an  aiiy  phantom.  I  rose,  and,  with  forced  courage, 
seated  myself  on  the  chair  of  the  spectre.  I  met  with  no  resistance 
when  seated  in  my  new  place  ;  however,  I  found  him  still  before  me  in 
possession  of  the  chair  I  had  vacated,  and  still  in  deepest  thought.  Stricken 
with  terror,  I  turned  round  to  avoid  the  gloomy  spectacle  of  a  pensive  fiend, 
whose  thoughts  were,  perhaps,  on  themes  no  less  than  the  destruction  of 
theocracy,  whose  hopes  were  atheistic,  but  whose  belief  was  the  same  as 
that  of  apostles  and  saints.  I  moved,  but  he  was  before  me  yet;  and,  by 
turns,  every  comer  of  the  chamber  contained  his  thoughtful  and  appalling 
figure. 

At  length  I  grew  accustomed  to  his  presence.  No  change  ensued  in 
his  aspect,  no  sign  of  outward  consciousness.  His  sole  object,  as  respected 
me,  was  to  be  visible.  I  asked  him  several  questions,  some  in  a  satirical, 
some  in  a  familiar  tone,  hoping  to  move  him  into  conversation,  or  banish 
bis  presence. 

"  Art  thou  not  tired,"  said  I,  "  of  thy  mode  of  life  ?  Thou  hast  now 
been  at  the  head  of  thy  degraded  administration  for  ages,  thwarted  in  all 
thy  schemes  by  superior  powers,  thy  glory  perpetually  eclipsed,  thy  plots 
exposed,  thy  reputation  blasted,  thy  name  despised,  and  still,  for  the  love 
of  dishoBOYunble  distinction,  clinging  to  what  seems  power — the  power 
only  of  inciting  thy  opponents  to  successful  resistance — and  all  to  confer 
the  fleeting  benefits  of  iniquity,  if  any  there  be,  on  the  fallen  satellites 
which  surround  thy  throne.  Verily  there  is  greatness  in  thy  endurance, 
for  who,  except  thyself,  is  insensible  to  contempt?  Thy  companions 
give  thee  praise;  but  thou,  who  couldst  deign  to  assume  the  serpent's 

dress  in  order  to  seduce  a  woman '* 

At  these  words  he  started,  and  the  form  of  Giuditta  sprang  up  in  his 
place  before  my  eyes,  holding  in  her  arms  the  infant  Sorrow.  O !  my  God ! 
feh  I  not  wretched,  more  tiied  than  ever  of  existence,  when  I  thought  of 
the  base  position  I  occupied  in  thy  world  1  No  other  refuge,  except 
retirement  was  open  to  ray  choice.  My  solitary  castle,  or  the  monastic 
fife,  either  would  have  afforded  me  shelter  fix>m  temptation.  Into  the 
depths,  then,  of  seclusion  should  I  have  sunk !     But  the  pious  sentiment 
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thus  insinred  was  unaTailing;  I  had  lived  too  long;  ihe  monotany  d 
peace  was  too  terrible  for  a  moment's  consideration.  Onward  womd  I 
go  with  one  hope  left — to  recover  the  lost  Adora! 


Chafteb  XI. 

I  SOON  reached  the  city  of  Milan.  It  is  a  strange  fact,  and  one  worthy 
of  notice,  that  I  could  not  set  about  perfonmng  any  office  until  I  felt  diat 
the  right  time  was  come.  There  are  men  who  find  occupation  for  every 
hour ;  but  these  are  the  patrons  of  detail,  whose  acts  are  fast  forgotten. 
It  is  different  when  principles  only  occupy  the  mind :  then  days  may  be 
passed  in  apparent  negligence,  wnile  the  mental  process  is  proceeding 
apace,  and  the  object  is  advanced  by  the  aid  of  time  alone.  Where  the 
necessity  to  act  is  urgent,  the  feelings  are  enlivened ;  but  where  a  result 
is  to  be  determined  by  the  course  of  events,  these  prepare  the  way  to  suc- 
cess without  human  effort 

Adora,  like  myseli^  was  journeying  on.  She  had  started  first.  I  need 
not  hurry ;  the  time  must  come  when  I  should  overtake  her,  and  my 
future  success  in  the  pursuit  seemed  to  acquire  dignity  by  delay.  And, 
respecting  Marsino,  ne  might  be  eager  for  news  of  his  countess ;  but 
what  had  I  to  say  ?  Again,  I  felt  no  hurry ;  the  time  might  come  when 
I  should  be  obliged  to  explain  all  matters  to  him :  but  let  that  arrive  in 
the  ordinary  course  of  things. 

Under  these  influences,  I  one  morning  sallied  forth  into  the  streets,  and 
told  Ippolito  to  foUow  me  to  the  cathedral,  within  whose  precincts  1 
desired  to  inspect  the  sarcophagus  of  Gian-Giacomo  de'  Medici,  a  work 
by  Michael  Angelo.  While  standing  in  front  of  the  unfinished  edifice, 
and  surveying  its  vast  proportions,  I  was  addressed  by  a  messenger,  and 
presented  with  a  packet  On  bursting  the  seal,  I  found  myself  in  pos- 
session of  a  challenge  from  the  Count  di  Marsino.  He  proposed  to  meet 
me  at  the  Forum  within  an  hour,  and  added,  that  he  should  then  be 
ready  to  receive  any  explanation  of  my  late  conduct  How  I  dreaded 
the  encoimter !  Having  inquired  the  distance  to  the  Forum,  I  sent  a 
verbal  acceptance  of  the  chidlenge,  and,  entering  the  cathedral,  awaited 
Ippolito's  arrival  at  the  sarcophagus  of  Gian-Giacomo. 

It  was  not  long  ere  the  youth  arrived.  I  dismissed  him  to  the  inn  for 
my  daggers,  and  told  him  to  follow  me  to  the  Forum,  toward^  which  I 
then  leisurely  pursued  my  way. 

"  Am  I  overtaken  at  tliis  distance  ?"  thought  I.  ^*  Is  Orazio  to  be  thus 
avenged  ?     Does  Destiny  thus  indirectly  challenge  her  rivals  T* 

Though  the  day  was  bright,  it  was  cold  and  ungenial.  The  Alpine 
wind  by  turns  whispered  and  howled  in  a  strain  of  dismal  foreboding.  I 
believed  myself  to  have  fallen  within  the  mesh  of  Doom  I  *^  But  is  shey** 
thought  I,  *'  infallible  ?"  I  endeavoured  to  analyse  her  meaning,  and,  on 
considering  her  source,  I  found  that,  however  potent,  her  utmost  power 
rose  only  out  of  a  preponderance  of  adverse  events,  and  that  she  might  be 
thwarted  by  intelligent  beings,  like  myself,  able  to  resolve  her  forces,  and 
avoid  the  awful  impression  of  her  presence.  But  though  I  might  triumph, 
my  feelings  brought  with  them  warnings  of  so  dark  a  kind,  that  I 
trembled  for  more  than  the  result  of  the  coming  combat     Beyond  it  aU 
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was  mystery,  and,  in  the  darkness  which  enveloped  me,  some  inevitable 
evil,  it  not  death  itself,  lay  concealed. 

Ippolito  overtook  me,  and  delivered  up  my  weapons  with  looks  of 
sorrow.  We  proceeded  together  to  the  proposed  place  of  meeting.  The 
Comit  of  Marsino  was  there,  attended  by  another.  We  saluted  each 
other,  and  proceeded  to  a  field  close  at  hand,  and,  reaching  a  group  of 
acacia  and  tulip-trees,  we  halted. 

**  This  is  the  time  for  thee  to  explain  thy  conduct  towards  my  family, 
or  to  die  !**  exclaimed  Marsino.     And  he  drew  his  sword. 

Seeing  that  I  maintained  silence,  my  antagonist  started  from  his 
tranquil  posture,  and,  expressing  victory  in  every  limb,  commenced  the 
attadc.  His  activity  and  courage  threw  me  instantly  on  my  defence,  and 
I  long  retained  the  advantage  over  my  opponent.  My  anger,  which  had 
been  suddenly  roused,  subsided  as  we  fought,  and  left  behind  it  a  cool, 
determined  resolution  to  conquer.  More  than  once  I  could  have  pierced 
my  opponent,  but  resisted  the  temptation,  in  order  to  obtain  my  triumph 
only  after  a  hard  conflict.  I  reflected  as  I  fought,  still  deeming  myself 
o|^osed  to  Doom.  I  cared  not  for  victory  until,  after  sparing  his  life 
repeatedly,  Marsino  should  at  length  sink  under  the  weight  of  his 
destiny.  With  this  insane  feeling  1  suddenly  sacrificed  every  advantage, 
and  ceased  to  fight. 

"  Marsino,"  I  called  out,  '^  thy  time  is  come,  and,  if  thou  hast  no 
request  to  make,  or  no  fond  message  to  thy  kindred,  prepare  thy  thoughts 
to  die." 

He  was  deeply  offended  at  my  address,  and  sprang  at  me  with  the 
fierceness  of  a  savage.  I  beat  his  sword  from  his  grasp,  and  made  a  sign 
to  him  with  my  own  to  resume  his  weapon.  The  feat  I  had  performed 
was  victory,  but  the  struggle  was  not  over.  The  pride  of  my  adversary 
was  too  great ;  he  would  not  stoop  for  his  sword,  but  must  pursue  the 
ixmtest  breast  to  breast.  ''  It  was  thus,"  thought  I,  "  that  Orazio  de- 
meaned himself.  Fate  approves  the  precedent.  Does  she  adopt  it  to 
avenge  my  brother's  fall,  or  to  encourage  me  ?  This  steel  slew  Orazio, 
this  arm  directed  the  blow;  and  even  thus  do  I  offer  up  Marsino  as 
another  victim !"  Saying  this,  I  communicated  a  fatal  impulse  to  my 
dagger ;  the  point  entered ;  the  Count  di  Marsino  fell,  and,  drawing  his 
cloak  around  him,  gathered  himself  unto  his  Others. 

My  prospects  were  for  a  moment  brightened,  but  I  subdued  my 
Iriumph  in  the  presence  of  the  dead.  I  felt  reg^t,  indeed,  and  whispered 
the  sacred  word,  that  ''  He  who  sheddeth  man's  blood,  by  man  shall  his 
blood  be  shed." 

To  Ippolito  I  said,  '^  Depart,  my  cluld,  and  I  will  return  home  alone. 
Leave  me  to  my  meditations."  And  to  the  friend  of  the  dead  my  only 
word  was,  "Farewell!" 

I  wandered  from  the  field  in  sadness:  the  preservation  of  my  life  was 
no  boon  to  me — I  had  numbered  another  with  the  dead.  It  no  longer 
seemed  to  me  that  I  had  conquered  fate,  but  rather  that  I  was  in  the 
hands  of  that  irresistible  power  who  had  betrayed  me  to  the  lord  of  my 
late  companion.  What  would  be  ^thra's  emotion  when  she  heard  of  her 
husband's  death  and  the  name  of  his  destroyer?  Yet,  what  did  that 
ngnify — was  there  not  another  name  who  must  hear  that  I  carried  at  ray 
side  a  bloody  hand?     Could  I  not,  for  her  sake,  have  remained  spotiess  : 
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I  bad  seen  her  image  in  the  caverns  before  Orazio's  death ;  and  now  bad 
I  committed  another  crime  in  the  presence  of  him  who,  in  parity  of  heart 
and  in  face,  was  another  Adora ! 

'^O  Marsino!"  thought  I,  ''hadst  thpu  been  a  thinker,  instead  of  an 
actor,  in  the  events  of  time;  hadst  thou  anatomised  the  impulse  which 
hurried  thee  into  this  snare  of  death,  an  impulse  which  seemed  natural 
and  just,  thou  hadst  seen  that  mortals  may  escape  with  credit  and  honour 
that  self-immolation  into  which  they  are  often  blindly  hurried  by  passion. 
But  thy  heart  was  of  that  spongeuke  texture  which  can  swell  oidy  with 
pride.  Was  thy  blood  too  pure  to  irrigate  the  broad  expanse  of  reason ; 
was  there  nobility  and  honour  only  in  the  flood  of  anger?  It  is  true  that 
emotion,  while  it  lasts,  seems  just  and  incapable  of  deceiving;  it  is  true 
that  its  instalment  nves  the  soul  a  sense  of  power  before  which  all  nature 
seems  to  quake,  and  man  appears  truly  punishable.  Alas!  that  it  should 
be  too  late  for  thee  to  learn." 

My  thoughts  next  reverting  to  the  Inquisition,  brought  Thanatos  to 
my  mind  in  colours  most  diabolical.  Could  he  have  pursued  his  hatred  to 
Sfilan,  and  armed  Marsino  against  me?  It  could  be  no  other.  I  had 
inflicted  a  mortal  wound  in  his  vanity,  and  on  my  death  he  sought  a  cure. 
For  vengeance  has  medicinal  power ;  it  removes  the  disease  of  hatred;  it 
repairs  the  hurts  of  vanity  and  pride,  where  forgiveness  has  no  virtue,  and 
philosophy  is  unknown. 

While  thus  troubled  in  mind,  I  was  struck  to  the  ground  by  a  sharp 
blow  with  a  stiletto.  1  felt  the  hot  blood  flow  down  my  back,  and  my 
senses  were  dimmed  by  the  cold  chill  of  death:  ere  long  I  was  deprived  of 
consciousness.  When  I  think  of  the  condition  in  which  I  existeo,  I  seem 
to  gain  some  knowledge  by  negative  means  of  the  state  of  death.  Sleep 
is  a  condition  which  is  understood  when  over,  for  when  consaousness 
slumbers  life  proceeds  in  its  office  and  preserves  its  impressions — at  the 
waking  hour  the  soul  knows  that  she  has  slept.  So  wnen  the  sleep  of 
death  thus  comes  and  goes,  we  learn  something  of  the  tomb. 

I  was  discovered,  and  conveyed  to  an  inn  in  the  Forum.  The  insend- 
bility  of  my  &ame  continued;  my  wounds  were  examined,  and  deemed 
mortal,  and  I  was  eiven  up  for  dead.  The  people  were  allowed  to  enter 
the  apartment  in  the  hope  that  some  one  might  identify  the  body;  crowds 
came  and  departed;  I  was  unknown  to  aU.  It  was  about  ihfi  hour  of 
twilight  when  I  awoke  from  this  apparent  sleep  of  death,  feeling  as  well 
acquainted  with  the  dull  silence  of  the  grave,  as  in  better  days  I  had  been 
with  the  sweets  of  slumber.  Through  my  eyelashes  I  saw  a  dense  crowd 
round  me.  I  opened  my  eyes  widely ;  I  beheld  Thanatos ;  he  was  in  the 
act  of  examining  my  face!  All  started  back;  I  pointed  oat  my  mortal 
enemy,  and  whispereo,  ^^  He  is  the  murderer  V* 

My  eyes  closed  again,  I  heard  some  one  cry, — a  miracle ;  a  scuffle  en- 
sued.    Relapsing,  I  heard  no  more. 

For  days  1  continued  in  a  state  of  unconsciousness,  except  at  moments 
when  roused  by  thirst,  and  the  torture  of  my  wounds.  The  first  person  I 
saw  when  my  eyes  met  the  light  again  was  Ippolito.  I  smiled  on  him, 
and  pressed  his  hand  approvingly;  his  eyes  swam  in  tears  of  affection 
and  delight  to  find  that  at  last  there  were  symptoms  of  recoveiy,  and 
that  in  die  first  moments  of  returning  life  I  was  sensible  of  his  vigilance. 

During  a  period  of  several  weeks  I  lay  feeble  as  a  chOd^  and  at  th& 
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mercy  of  all  mankind.  Let  the  fanatic  swear  that  evil  is  dominant  in 
the  world;  let  misanthropes  iJenounce  their  species;  but,  judging  by  my- 
self I  would  maintain  t^at  benevolence  is  diffused  through  the  earth.  It 
is  more  equally  distributed  than  riches,  for  all  men  share  nearly  alike,  and 
thence  it  seldom  surprises  by  its  greatness  or  splendour.  But  it  exists  in 
every  dwdling,  it  dwells  in  every  breast;  and  though  sometimes  hoarded 
instead  of  being  spent ;  though  sometimes  put  out  at  usury  by  the  nuser  of 
good  that  its  fruits  may  return,  it  circulates  through  empires  like  the 
money  of  the  land,  and  protects  the  sick  and  wounded  in  times  of 
trouble. 

This  truth  I  learned  on  a  bed  of  pain,  and  to  this  hour  it  has  never 
been  forgotten.  Yes,  it  pleased  the  Arbitrator  of  my  lot  to  notice  me  in 
my  affliction ;  to  teach  me  sound  doctrines  in  the  hour  of  sickness,  which 
1  remembered  when  I  was  sick  again.  Though,  in  the  candour  of  my 
confessions,  I  relate  the  vilest  acts  and  the  most  revolutionary  doctrines ; 
though  oftentimes  the  fiendish  joy,  which  in  other  days  I  felt  in  doing 
wrong,  starts  into  expression,  and  seems  still  to  linger  round  the  memory 
of  crime,  I  have  changed  for  the  better,  and  am  ever  chan^ng ! 

I  called  not  the  shaven  priest  to  my  bedside,  for  I  loved  not  the  class 
which  owns  not  love  for  woman,  and  boasts  not  paternal  ties.  Nature  is 
dried  up  in  the  heart  of  priests ;  the  glow  of  affection  cherishes  not  that 
soil ;  the  tear  irrigates  it  not ;  the  seed-time  never  comes ;  thei-e  is  no 
harvest;  but  life  is  like  a  river  flowing  without  an  ebb  through  a  sandy 
desert  into  the  cold  ocean  of  eternity.  No,  I  summoned  not  the  priest. 
"When  I  prayed  I  addressed  my  supplication  to  the  Priest  who  is  on  high; 
not  in  sentences  which  need  translation  ere  obtruded  on  the  all-harmo- 
nious ear,  but  in  thought,  which  is  in  itself  immortal,  and  is  the  language 
of  the  Trinity  and  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

Start  not  at  my  boldness,  but  be  content  to  hear.  All  that  I  have 
conceived  and  done  must  be  recorded ;  all  that  can  be  elicited  from  the 
mind,  that  fountain  of  all  nature's  types,  must  be  preserved;  for  the 
period  win  arrive  for  One  to  weigh  all  tacts,  and  all  ideas ;  then  will  all 
truth  be  proved.  Not  on  earth  alone,  which  is  so  small  a  portion  of  the 
^hole !  Every  star  is  inhabited,  intellect  pervades  the  systems,  the  mys- 
teries of  each  world  are  to  be  separately  solved,  and,  as  the  mental 
powers  get  larger,  and  are  evolved  under  novel  forms,  sympathy  is  to  be 
extended,  and  worlds  will  have  to  learn  the  truth  of  worlds.  The  earths  all 
have  their  historians.  Time  is  the  recorder  of  all.  To  collect  truths,  to 
weigh  them  in  scales,  to  decide  their  import,  to  write  it  on  his  scintillat- 
ing brow,  that  finally  the  eyes  of  man  may  decipher  the  wondrous  inscrip^ 
tion — such  is  the  work  of  Time. 

In  this  vast  system  I  have  been,  indeed,  a  mean  actor,  but  it  is  not  in 
himself  that  man  must  glory,  but  in  his  relation  to  the  whole. 
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BT  MISS  JULIA  ADDISON. 

[This  Tale,  commenced  seyeral  months  a$^,  has  been  unayoidabljr  intemipted, 
but  will  henceforth  be  regularly  continued  until  completion. — Ed."] 

Chapter  VI. 

The  dinner  was  very  splendid ;  good  spirits  and  gaiety  seemed  to 
prevul  amongst  the  company  :  the  archers  talked  over  their  various  feats, 
and  every  one  seemed  inclined  to  please  and  be  pleased,  except  Sir 
Robert  Craven,  who,  as  he  sat  at  table  surrounded  by  every  luzur}*, 
was  silent,  sullen,  and  evidently  ill  at  ease. 

Florence  was  next  to  him,  and  good-naturedly  addressed  him  several 
dmes,  but  he  answered  even  her  abruptly,  and  seemed  to  have  no  wish  to 
converse. 

Florence,  disgusted  with  his  unamiable  temper  and  manners,  soon 
ceased  to  take  any  notice  of  him,  and  in  the  conversation  of  Wentworth, 
who  was  seated  on  the  other  side  of  her,  before  long  forgot  even  the 
presence  of  the  sulky  baronet. 

In  the  mean  time,  Craven's  dislike  to,  and  jealousy  of,  Wentwortli 
increased  every  moment 

<<  To  see  how  that  fellow  takes  the  lead  in  the  conversatdon,"  he  solilo- 
quised, ''  and  how  every  one  listens  to  and  admires  him !  And  above  all, 
what  business  has  he  to  talk  so  much  to  Florence?  Who  is  he,  I 
wonder  ?  A  hauehty  upstart,  of  whom  no  one  knows  anything,  and  who 
yet  bears  himself  as  if  he  were  a  lord  at  least  Then  the  confounded 
coolness  and  self-possession  which  he  maintains  on  every  occasion!  It 
was  an  unlucky  day  when  he  and  I  first  came  in  contact." 

These  feelings  were  not  softened  by  observing  that  Wentworth's  talents 
and  intellectual  powers,  which  were  of  the  highest  order,  seemed  to  be 
fully  appreciated  by  the  assembled  guests,  among  whom  were  many 
eminent  for  refined  and  cultivated  taste,  and  many  severally  distinguished 
in  science,  literature,  and  art 

When  the  ladies  retired  to  the  drawing-room,  they  could  speak  of 
nothing  but  Captain  Wentworth.  All  pndsed  lum  with  enthusiasm ;  all 
joined  m  admiration  of  his  handsome  person,  his  brilliant  conversation, 
and  fiascinating  manners,  excepting  one,  who  had  been  the  object  of  his 
especial  attention,  and  she  stood,  nlent  and  thoughtful,  at  some  distance 
from  any  of  the  lively  groups. 

'* Florence,"  sud  Lady  Louisa  Tufton,  advancing  towards  her,  "you 
are  now  as  perfect  a  personification  of  ^  II  Penseroso,'  as  you  were  a  httle 
while  since  of  '  L'AUegro.'  But  I  cannot  allow  you  to  be  melancholy 
amidst 

The  joyous  revel,  and  gay  festive  scene, 

as  Mr.  Silverdale  says,  in  his  last  poem." 

Florence  smiled,  and,  as  she  joined  in  the  sportive  conversation  going 
on  around  her,  endeavoured  to  forget  the  disagreeable  subject  which  had 
just  before  occupied  her  mind. 

This  subject  was  her  guardian's  earnest  wish  for  her  union  with  Sir 
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Robert  Craven,  whom  it  seemed  to  her  she  had  never  disliked  so  much  as 
to-night,  when  he  was  contrasted  with  a  man  so  superior  to  any  one  she 
had  ever  seen  before. 

**  He  has  told  Lady  Seagrove  that  he  loves  me,*'  she  said  to  herself. 
"  Had  he  but  an  amiable  temper  and  estimable  character,  however  dis- 
agreeable he  might  be  in  other  respects,  I  could — at  least  I  think  I 
could — make  the  sacrifice;  but  as  it  is,  I  feel  that  I  had  rather  die 
than  consent  to  a  marriage  with  him." 


Chaftee  VII. 

Unknown  to  them,  when  sensual  pleasures  cloy, 
To  flU  the  lang^d  pause  with  finer  joy; 
Unknown  those  powers  that  raise  the  soul  to  flame, 
Catch  every  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame; 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  smouldering  fire. 

Goldsmith. 

SiLVERDALE  and  Pemberton  were  among  the  first  to  join  the  ladies  in 
the  drawing-room.  A  discussion  was  being  carried  on  as  to  the  advan- 
tages and  disadvantages  of  solitude,  and  the  opinions  of  the  new  comers 
were  asked. 

^^  To  me,"  said  Pemberton,  "  there  is  nothing  so  horrible  as  feeling 
solitary  anywhere,  or  at  any  time,  and  I  deem  it  a  great  misfortune  ever 
to  be  alone  for  many  hours  together." 

'*  What!"  exclaimed  Silverdale,  <'  when  you  are  surrounded  with 

Hedge-row  elms,  and  hillocks  green; 
with 

Babbling  brooks,  and  silver  streaming  floods; 
with 

Hills  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  and  spires?" 

**  Charming,"  said  Pemberton.  "  When  I  go  into  the  country  to  ruralise 
entirely  by  myself,  I  am  always  delighted  with  solitude  for  a  week  or  so, 
but  after  that  I  begin  to  want  music,  and  literature,  and  society." 

**  Well,**  rejoined  Silverdale,  "  is  there  not  the  music  of  the  spheres  ? 
cannot  you  find 

Books  in  the  runnmg  brooks, 
or 

Hold  high  converse  with  the  mighty  dead?" 

**  I  would  rather  hear  the  music  of  the  Italian  Opera  than  that  of  tlic 
spheres,**  said  Pemberton ;  ''  and  if  you  give  me  a  good  novel,  you  may 
keep  all  the  books  you  can  find  in  the  running  brooks.  As  to  the  mighty 
dead,  they  are  delightful  when  one  is  studious,  now  and  then ;  but,  in 

fmeral,  I  own  that  the  converse  of  the  intellectual  living  pleases  me  better, 
believe  that  many  people  rave  about  the  charms  of  the  country,  and 
abuse  London,  because  they  think  it  sounds  sentimental  and  uncommon- 
pUce." 

'*  fiuty  Mr.  Pemberton,"  said  Lady  Louisa  Tufton,  '^  you  generally  pass 
half  the  year  in  the  country  yourself.'* 

**  1  do.  But  pray  understand  that  none  of  my  observations  apply 
to  a  place  like  this,  where  the  charms  of  woods  and  lawns  are  combined 
with  delightful  society,  and  which  is  also  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  a 
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large  and  important  town.  No  one  can  like  this  better  than  I  do;  it*a 
your  dismal,  lonely,  world's  end  places  that  I  detest;  where  the  grass 
grows  up  in  the  roads,  wh^re  the  nearest  neighbours  live  five  miles  apart, 
and  where  a  strange  carriage  passing  through  the  village  excites  sur- 
prise.** 

**  You  give  a  droll  description,"  said  the  poet ;  '^  but  I  will  answer  for 
it»  you  do  not  speak  from  experience.** 

*'  Indeed/'  said  Pemberton,  '^  I  w|m  a  whole  loc^  week  last  summ^  at 
exactly  such  a  place  as  1  describe.  1  can  appeal  to  Miss  Hamilton  to  cor- 
roborate my  statements,  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  she  has  also  been  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Witsboume,  of  which  place  a  cousin  of  mine  has  the 
living.'* 

"  Yes,  1  have  had  that  misfortune,"  said  Florence,  smiling,  '^  and  never 
in  my  life  did  I  spend  so  dull  a  fortnight." 

*^  My  cousin,"  resumed  Femberton,  **  had  invited  me  so  often,  that  I 
could  refuse  no  longer,  though  1  dreaded  the  visit  extremely,  and  I  found 
the  reality  worse  than  my  worst  anticipations.  1  did  my  best,  too,  to  be 
delighted,  and  set  out  the  very  day  I  arrived  to  take  a  three  hours'  walk 
alone." 

**  And  where  did  your  footsteps  lead  you?*'  inquired  Lady  Louisa,  who 
affected  poetic  phraseology. 

^*  Why,  my  footsteps  led  me,  for  my  inclination  certainly  did  not,  down 
a  lane  most  truly  called  *  Long-lane,'  and  1  walked  on,  and  on,  fuid  on, 
without  coming  to  a  turning,  or  seeing  a  building  or  a  human  being,  till 
1  began  to  consider  seriously  whether  the  days  of  enchantment  had  not 
returned,  and  I,  spell-bound,  condemned  to  wander  on  for  ever  in  the  same 
unvarying  track.'' 

''  However,  you  found  that  the  lane  had  an  end  ?" 

^'  1  suppose  it  had,  though  1  did  not  stay  to  investigate,  but,  striking 
out  of  the  road,  made  my  way  through  a  hedge,  reckless  of  brambles  and 
briars,  and  over  dreary-looking  marshy  fields,  boimded  by  an  eternal 
succession  of  hedges  and  ditches,  on  to  a  desolate  common,  where  one 
might  be  murdered  fifty  times  over  without  any  living  creature,  ex- 
cept some  dozen  geese  and  two  or  three  half- starved  donkeys,  being  any 
the  wiser.  I  retraced  my  steps  with  a  depression  of  spirits  such  as  I  never 
experienced  before,  and  1  trust  may  never  experience  again.  It  was  the 
utmost  I  could  do  to  prevent  myself  from  committing  suicide." 

"  Pray,"  asked  Lady  Seagrove,  "  how  do  the  Witsboume  ladies  con- 
trive to  fill  up  their  time?" 

"  My  cousin's  wife,'*  said  Pemberton,  "  passes  her  days  in  cutting  out 
baby*s  frocks  and  pinafores,  and  giving  away  broth  and  medicine^  and 
coab  and  clothing,  and  tracts  and  gruel ;  keeping  accounts  of  sick  clubs, 
friendly  societies,  parochial  lending  libraries,  and  penny  savings-banks ; 
and  superintending  national,  infant,  and  Sunday  schools.'* 

"  Well,  Mr.  Pemberton,**  said  Miss  Craven,  "could  she  be  better  em- 
pbyed?" 

"  Certainly  not.  But  after  she  has  devoted  eight  or  ten  hours  a  day  to 
these  occupations,  surely  that  is  enough,  and  she  ought  to  have  a  little 
music,  or  society,  or  amusement;  but  t^bere  are  no  such  things  at  or  near 
Witsboume.  The  only  way  in  which  she  can  now  employ  her  musical 
talents  is  in  teaching  the  infants  at  the  infant  school  to  sing  psalms  and 
hymns  and  multiplication  tables." 
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**  Were  yon  fbriunate  ienough,"  asked  Florence^  <'  to  aee  a  specimeii  o£ 
Witsboume  society,  such  as  it  is  ?" 

"  Yes.  We  went  a  distance  of  eight  miles,  to  the  house  of  a  family, 
my  cousin's  best  neighbours,  who  invited  us  to  go  and  dine  with  them  in  a 
'  niendly  way.'  Now,  to  me,  there  is  nothing  in  life  more  stupid  than  visit* 
ing  in  a  friendly  way.  When  people  don't  want  to  take  the  least  trouble  to 
amuse  you,  or  to  ask  a  soul  worth  meeting  to  meet  you,  they  invite  you  to 


IfuUy  slow,"  said  Pemberton;  **  but  what  can  you  expect 
they  associate  only  with  the  most  borne  intellects,  and  never  bave  the 
opportunity  of  acquiring  a  new  idea?" 

'^  But  you  speak  as  if  the  inhabitants  of  a  retired  village  must  neces- 
sarily be  borne;  as  if  it  were  impossible  for  them  to  have  a  fine  taste  for 
literature  and  the  arts ;  or  capacities  and  intellects  of  a  high  order," 
said  Mr.  Silverdale. 

**  And  surely  it  is  so,"  observed  Florence,  "  for  by  constantly  living  in  a 
remote  country  place,  and  eternally  associating  with  the  same  set  of 
people,  the  mind  degenerates,  and  becomes  incapable  of  feeling  or  under- 
standing anything  beyond  the  common  routine  of  every-day  affairs,  just  as 
xnoch  as  it  enlarges  and  improves  by  an  extended  acquaintance  with  and 
knowledge  of  the  world  and  society  in  general.  The  people  of  Witsboume, 
£or  example,  would  much  rather  near  any  commonplace  ballad,  no  matter 
its  being  a  little  out  of  time  and  a  good  deal  out  of  tune,  than  one  of 
<yrisi*s  or  Mario's  finest  solos  ;  and  will  listen  to  the  most  indifferently- 
played  waltz  or  polka  with  attention,  whilst  a  fine  performer,  exerting 
all  his  talents  and  energies  in  executing  Weber's  '  Concert  Stiick,' 
cr  Thalberg's  *  Mose  in  Eg^tto,'  would  not  be  able  to  hear  himself  for  the 
Sabel  of  tongues  which  would  immediately  ensue." 

"  It  is  true,"  said  Wentworth,  who  had  entered  during  the  last  part  of 
this  conversation,  *'  that  many  such  places  as  Witsboume  are  still  to  be 
found;  but  when  we  consider  that  a  few  centuries  ago  half  England  was 
little,  if  at  all,  more  civUised,  it  seems  not  unreasonable  to  expect  that  a 
liundred  years  hence  there  will  not  be  a  single  spot  in  our  land,  however 
Temote,  shut  out  from  the  progress  of  enlightenment  and  reform." 


Chapteb  VIII. 

I  am  invisible, 
And  I  will  overhear  their  conference. — Tempest 

As  Miss  Trimmer  was  going  up-stairs  to  make  some  slight  alteration 
to  her  dress  previous  to  the  ball,  it  happened  that  in  threading  her  way 
through  a  labyrinth  of  passages,  she  lost  herself,  and  came  out  into  a  long 
dark  gallery  situated  in  a  part  of  the  house  but  seldom  used.  She  had 
not  gone  far,  when  her  attention  was  attracted  by  the  sound  of  voices;  and 
looking  in  the  direction  whence  they  proceeded,  she  could  just  discern 
Lady  Louisa  Tufton  standing  in  a  recess  with  her  handkerchief  to  her 
eyes,  and  her  back  towards  Mr.  Silverdale,  who  was  trying  in  vain  to 
make  her  attend  to  him. 

Being  curious  to  know  what  was  the  matter.  Miss  Trimmer  concealed 
herself  quickly  within  the  folds  of  an  old.  crimson  curtain  which  hung  most 
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coDTenientlj  near  the  recess,  aud  looked  through  a  rent  in  the  damask  at 
the  objects  of  her  curiosity. 

^  Oh!  could  bitter  tears  ayail  me. 
Then  would  my  heart's  fount  o'eiflow!" 

she  heard  Mr.  Silverdale  exclum.  '^  At  least,  jou  might  tell  me  my 
offence." 

*'  To  pretend  not  to  know  it  is  worse  than  all,"  said  Lady  Louisa.  ^  I 
came  here  to  weep  alone.     Why  did  you  follow  me?" 

^'  Because  I  could  not  hear  your  displeasure. 

Oh!  too  lovely,  too  unkmd! 

If  my  lips  no  credit  find, 

Fierce  my  breast,  my  heart  shall  prore- 


He  paused  abruptly,  then  resumed,  ''Really  you  make  me  the  most 
wretched  of  mortals.  Upon  my  honour  I  know  not  how  I  have  offended 
you.*' 

"  Not  know !"  repeated  Lady  Louisa.  **  Have  you  not  the  whole  day 
slighted  me  for  Miss  Hamilton?  It  is  useless  to  deny  it.  You  bad  eyes 
or  ears  for  no  one  else." 

« Indeed! — indeed  you  mistake,'*  stammered  the  poet,  rather  confused. 
'<  I  was  struck  with  her  beauty — remember,  this  is  the  first  time  I  have 
ever  seen  her — nothing  more.  I  love — I  will  never  love  but  you,  unless 
you  drive  me  from  you  by  your  unkindness." 

''  I  do  not  believe  you,"  said  Lady  Louisa,  sulkily.  ''  I  have  long 
doubted  whether  you  love  me  as  I  ougnt  to  be  loved,  and  now  I  am  sure 
of  it  You  really  make  me  repent  that  I  ever  listened  to  your  protesta- 
tions of  affection." 

"  If  you  go  on  thus  you  will  make  me  repent  that  I  ever  uttered  them," 
smd  the  poet,  as  a  change  came  over  his  countenance  and  manner.  "  I 
will  not  be  always 

To  bitter  scorn  a  sacrifice; 
nor 

Adore  a  creature,  and,  devout  in  vain. 
Win  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 

Some  day,  perhaps  sooner  than  you  think,  you  will  find  that  I  take  you 
at  your  word." 

Lady  Louisa  started  at  this  speech,  or,  rather,  at  the  manner  in  which  it 
was  uttered. 

'*  A  little  while  ago,"  continued  the  poet, ''  you  desired  me  to  leave  you. 
You  shall  be  obeyed." 

He  turned  to  depart. 

''Stay!"  exclaimed  Lady  Louisa,  seized  with  sudden  contrition.  "I 
forgive  you  with  all  my  heart — I  did  not  mean  to  be  unkind.  Cyn- 
thius,  dear  Cynthius " 

She  burst  into  tears.  Silverdale  hesitated  a  moment;  the  next  he 
was  kneeling  at  her  feet.  Before  long  he  drew  her  to  the  low  couch  that 
went  round  the  recess,  and  the  reconciled  lovers  sat  down  side  by  side. 

"  Dear  Louisa,"  murmured  the  poet,  "  as  my  heroine,  To^ia,  says  in 
the  first  scene  of  the  second  act  of  my  tragedy. 

Does  not 
One  hour,  one  blissfiU  hour  like  this. 
Passed  in  sweet  converse,  compensate 
For  agonising  ages  of  soul-rending  wretchedness?** 
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There  was  a  pause,  and  then  Lady  Louba  exclaimed, 
''Hush  I  do  you  not  hear  that  rustline?*' 
""Rsbut 

The  breath  of  gently  whispering  winds, 

iweet  oney**  said  Mr.  Silverdale,  in  a  rhapsody  of  love  and  poetry. 

**  No,  no,**  said  his  companion,  turning  pale,  and  drawing  nearer  to 
him.     Look  at  that  curtain;  1  thought  I  saw  it  move !" 

^*  My  dearest  creature,  do  not  he  afraid,"  said  the  poet  ''  Danger 
cannot 

Approach  you — ^no, 
'TIS  safety  to  be  near  thee  sure,  and  thus 
To  clasp  perfection." 


He  suited  the  action  to  the  words.  ' 

*'  There!  look  now  where  I  point,"  whispered  Lady  Louisa.  "  I  would 
not  for  the  world  that  any  one  overheard  our  conversation.  Did  you  not 
see  the  curtain  move  then  ?" 

"  I  could  almost  think  I  did,"  said  her  lover.  '<  I  will  give  it  a  good 
shake." 

On  hearing  this,  Miss  Trimmer,  who  had  been  absorbed  in  the  scene, 
l>ecame  greaUy  frightened.  She  repressed  a  scream  with  difficulty,  and, 
making  her  way  out  of  her  hiding-place,  crept  along  close  to  the  wall.  In 
a  few  moments  she  heard  Silverdale  say,  as  he  shook  the  drapery, 

''  You  see  there  is  nothing,  dearest  Louisa.     Shall  we  go  ?" 

Shrinking  back  a^ain,  in  an  agony  of  fear  lest  she  should  be  discovered, 
the  listener  again  sheltered  herself  m  the  curtain,  and  the  lovers  passed 
close  by  without  observing  her.  As  the  sound  of  their  retreating  foot- 
steps died  away,  she  once  more  emerged,  but,  entangling  her  foot  in  the 
damask,  fell  with  great  yiolence  on  the  floor. 

In  terror  lest  SUyerdale  and  Lady  Louisa  should  not  be  out  of  hearing, 
and  return  to  see  what  the  noise  was,  she  lay  still  for  some  moments.  On 
rising,  she  presented  a  deplorable  figure.  Her  delicate  pink  muslin  robe 
was  torn  and  tumbled,  the  flowers  were  shaken  out  of  her  dishevelled 
hair,  and  one  of  her  arms  was  severely  bruised.  Her  face  looked  pale,  and 
she  trembled  all  over. 

"  And  for  what,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  stood  before  a  looking- 

flass  in  Miss  Craven's  dressing-room,  '*  have  I  incurred  all  this  pain  and 
ight  and  discomfort?  It  will  be  a  good  while  before  I  take  the  trouble 
of  listening  to  private  conversation  again." 

But  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  when  she  had  re-arranged  her  dress, 
applied  £au  de  Cologne  to  her  injured  elbow,  and  recovered  from  her 
alarm,  her  soliloquies  were  of  a  different  character. 

**  I  should  indeed  despise  myself,"  she  thought,  "  if  such  a  trifling  ac- 
ddent  could  deter  me  from  so  useful  and  amusing  a  practice.  No,  I 
ought  rather  to  be  encouraged  at  the  good  fortune  which  preserved  me 
from  discovery,  and  consider  it  as  a  favourable  omen  of  the  success  of  more 
daring  manoeuvres." 

Thus  musing,  with  a  smiling  £Eu:e  she  sought  the  dancing-room. 

The  ball  passed  off  with  spirit,  though  not  much  to  the  satisfaction  of 
the  host,  who,  though  he  led  off  Florence  in  the  first  dance,  having  re- 
quested her  hand  a  week  before,  had  the  mortification  to  perceive  that 
during  the  whole  evening  Wentworth  was  her  favourite  partner;  and 
with  feelings  ofill-xepressed  anger  and  resentment^  heard  them  more  than 
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once  called  the  haDdsoroest  couple  in  the  room.  When,  disregarding liis 
aunt's  request  that  he  would  conduct  the  Dowager  Vicountest  of  Swell- 
ington  to  supper,  to  which  he  answered  rudely  that  he  was  not  going  to 
bore  himself  with  old  women  with  rouged  cheeks  and  red-velvet  gowns, 
and  that  the  Dowager  Vicountess  of  S Wellington,  and  all  the  other 
dowager  vicountesses  in  the  world,  might  go  to  a  certain  individual,  not 
mentioned  in  polite  society,  for  what  he  cared — when,  disregarding  her 
entreaties,  he  hurried  through  the  rooms  in  search  of  Florence,  and  found 
her  leaning  on  Wentworth's  arm,  and  proceeding  with  him  to  the  supoer- 
room,  his  displeasure  and  ill-humour  knew  no  bounds;  and  he  vowed  to 
find  out,  if  possible,  some  means  of  annoying  his  rival,  as  he  considered 
Wentworth,  and  to  make  Florence  repent  her  partiality  for  him. 

« 

Chapter  IX. 

Wlule  blooming  youth  and  gay  delight 
Sit  on  thy  rosy  cheek  confest. 

Pbior. 

"  I  AM  sorry  to  hear,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  a  week  after  the  archeiy- 
meeting,  **  that  poor  Captain  Wentworth  has  been  suffering  considerably 
from  the  effects  of  the  wound  he  got  in  defending  you  and  Florence." 

"  It  thtrikth  me,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  whom  she  addressed,  "that  very 
probably  he  egtherted  himthelf  too  muth  at  the  archery-meeting,  thooting 
£^1  the  morning,  and  dan  thing  all  the  evening.  Florenth,  you  thonldn't 
have  let  him  danth  tho  muth.  I  think  you  mutht  have  dantbed  with  him 
thick th  or  theven  timth !" 

Florence  replied  that  she  did  not  feel  herself  called  on  to  advise 
Captain  Wentworth  as  to  how  much  he  ought  to  dance,  and  that  he 
probably  would  not  have  attended  to  her  if  she  had. 

**  I  was  thinking,'*  resumed  Lady  Seagrove,  "  of  inviting  him  to  spend 
a  week  here,  when  he  is  well  enough.  We  can  do  no  less,  I  think. 
Bring  me  my  note-case,  Wilhelmina;  I  will  write  the  letter  immediately.'* 

She  accordingly  despatched  a  kind  and  friendly  invitation,  which  the 
young  man  accepted  with  much  pleasure ;  and  two  or  three  days  after- 
wards found  himself  on  his  road  to  Seagrove  Hall. 

As  he  came  within  sight  of  the  noble-looking  mansion,  rising  amidst 
stately  woods  and  fine  park-like  scenery,  our  hero  slackened  his  horse's 
pace,  that  he  might  gaze  at  and  admire  the  beauty  of  the  view. 

He  thought  of  Florence  Hamilton,  and  wondered  whether  he  should 
find  her  as  agreeable  at  home  as  she  appeared  in  society. 

*'  Many  b^utifiil  girls,"  he  said  to  himself,  **  are  charming  in  a  ball* 
room — and  in  a  ball-room  alone ;  but  I  shall  be  greatly  surprised  and 
disappointed  if  this  is  the  case  with  Florence.  However,  it  b  impossible 
to  tell  beforehand.  I  shall  have  a  good  opportunity  of  judging.  At  all 
events,  it  will  be  extreme  pleasure  to  see  her  face  and  hear  her  Toiee 
agam. 

When  Wentworth  entered  the  drawing-room,  he  found  no  one  there  but 
a  little  girl  about  nine  years  old,  whom  he  remembered  to  have  seen  with 
Florence  at  the  archery-meeting.  She  was  sitting  in  an  armchair,  with 
One  arm  round  the  neck  of  a  large  black  spaniel,  and  a  book  in  the  other 
hand,  which  she  was  reading  intently.  She  raised  her  head,  and  shook 
back  the  gulden  curls  that  nearly  Covered  her  face,  to  look  at  Wentworth; 
taid  then  starting  tip,  ran  forward  to  meet  him,  asking  if  he  recdlected  her. 
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Wentwortb,  who  was  fond  of  children,  talked  with  the  little  girl,  and 
admired  her  favourite. 

**  Look  here,"  said  the  child ;  "  I  will  show  you  my  dog's  picture,  which 
FloreDce  has  just  done  for  me.     Is  it  not  pretty  ?" 

Wentworth  praised  the  drawing,  and  the  little  girl  added, 

"  Even  Sir  Rohert  Craven  likes  that,  and  be  seldom  seems  to  care  for 
piCMires. 

Lady  Seagrove  and  Florence  now  entered  the  room.  The  former 
received  Wentworth  with  much  kindness  and  courtesy,  and  Florence  did 
not  disguise  her  pleasure  at  seeing  him  again. 

When  he  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  after  dressing  for  dinner,  he 
found  Florence  alone.  She  had  a  drawing  in  her  hand,  which,  on  his 
^proach,  she  hastily  replaced  on  the  table,  with  its  face  downwards. 

'*  I  have  seen  one  of  your  drawings  this  morning,'*  said  Wentworth, 
^  which  pleased  me  so  much,  that  I  am  desirous  of  seeing  further 
specimens." 

^  I  will  fetch  my  portfolio,"  said  Florence,  rising. 

"  May  I  look*  at  that  one  before  you  ?" 

Florence  coloured,  and  did  not  reply ;  and  Wentworth,  observing  her 
embarrassment,  changed  the  subject.  But  Florence  uncovered  the  draw- 
ing, and  moved  towards  him  Sir  Robert  Craven's  portrait. 

**  I  congratulate  you  on  having  made  such  an  excellent  likeness.  Miss 
BamiHon,'*  said  Wentworth,  rather  coldly. 

**  It  is  not  my  doing,"  said  Florence,  eagerly.  "  Sir  Robert  has  just 
•ent  it  for  us  to  look  at." 

**  Does  Captain  Wentworth  think  the  portrait  a  good  one?"  asked  Lady 
Seagrove,  who  now  entered  with  Miss  Trimmer.  '^  You  will  be  sorry  to 
liear,  Florence,  that  the  original  cannot  dine  here  to-day." 

Wentworth  watched  Florence's  countenance  as  Lady  Seagrove  spoke, 
and  observed  that  she  looked  down,  while  the  colour  in  her  cheeks  deep- 
ened. Dinner,  however,  was  at  this  moment  announced,  and  no  more  was 
said  on  the  subject. 

After  dinner  the  party  walked  in  the  garden,  and  on  their  return  to  the 
house  Florence  sung  and  played. 

Her  voice,  a  rich  mezzo-soprano,  was  beautiful  and  highly  cultivated, 
and  she  possessed  not  only  great  taste,  but  a  thorough  Imowledge  of 
miKic.  The  song  she  selected  was  not  one  of  those  requiring  mere  flexi- 
bility of  voice  and  brilliancy  of  execution,  but  one  which  called  for  pathos 
and  deep  feeling ;  and  her  singing  did  justice  to  the  composition. 

Wentworth  listened  to  her  with  delight.  With  a  fine  ear,  and  a  mind 
formed  to  understand  the  highest  and  most  intellectual  order  of  music, 
be  bad  devoted  much  time  to  the  study  of  this  delightful  art,  for  which, 
from  a  child,  he  had  evinced  a  dedded  talent. 

On  Lady  Seagrove's  asking  him  whether  he  sung ;  and  Miss  Trimmer's 
lamarking  that  she  "  wath  thure  he  did  by  hith  fathe ;"  while  Florence 
begged  him  to  sing,  he  rephed  that  he  would  be  happy  to  do  so  if  she 
wonid  accompany  him.  Florence  gladly  assented,  and  requested  him  to 
aelect  a  song,  which,  as  she  had  a  great  deal  of  music  b^des  what  was 
calculated  to  suit  her  own  voice,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  doing-.  She  was 
MWiuch  charmed  with  his  performance  as  he  had  been  with  hers ;  and 
evitti  Lady  Seagrove,  who  had  very  little  feeling  or  love  for  music— 
although,  like  many  with  whom  tins  is  the  case,  she  a£fected  to  have  a 
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great  deal — ^was  struck  with  the  beauty  of  his  Toice,  which  was  a  low 
tenor,  remarkably  sweet,  and  full  in  quality. 

She  then  expressed  a  desire  to  hear  Florence  and  Wentworth  sinp  a 
duet,  which  was  immediately  complied  with;  and  she  pronounced  that 
their  ycnces  harmonised  beautifully ;  in  which  opinion  better  judges  and 
more  serere  critics  might  have  agreed  with  her. 

"Really,  Captain  Wentworth,"  ssad  Miss  Trimmer,  in  her  sweetest 
lisp,  "  you  do  thing  motht  delightfuUy.  I  declare,  when  you  and  Florenth 
were  thinging  that  duet,  I  fanthied  m ythelf  at  the  Itauan  Opera.  Do 
you  ever  condethend  to  thing  Englith,  or  do  you,  like  a  great  many 
people,  make  a  point  of  thinging  nothing  but  foreign  languageth  ?" 

**  No,  indeed,**  replied  Wentworth.  **  I  am  very  fond  of  smging  Eng- 
lish songs  when  I  am  fortunate  enough  to  meet  with  one  that  is  a  fine,  or 
even  a  moderately  fine  composition ;  but  the  reason  that  I,  and  1  have  no 
doubt  many  t)thers,  sing  but  few  English  songs  is,  that  there  are  so  veiy 
few  English  songs  worth  singing." 

"  Do  you,  then,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  "  forget  Balfe,  Bishop,  Ame, 
Wallace,  Severn,  and  other  composers  of  that  class?  Surely  some  of  their 
songs  are  very  pretty." 

"  So  they  are,**  said  Wentworth ;  "  they  are  very  pretty  trifles ;  things 
which  one  is  pleased  with  bearing  two  or  three  times  and  then  grows 
weary  of,  which  will  enjoy  a  degree  of  popularity  for  a  few  years,  and  then 
be  forgotten  for  ever.  There  are  brilliant  exceptions,  I  g^rant,  for  each 
of  the  composers  you  have  mentioned,  and  several  of  the  same  class  you 
have  not  mentioned,  have  written  melodies  of  which  even  the  best  Itauan 
masters  need  not  be  ashamed.*' 

*^  And  does  not  tliis  prove,**  said  Florence,  "  that  the  want  of  classical 
compositions  in  the  English  school,  which  like  yourself  I  have  oflen 
lamented,  does  not  proceed  so  much  from  a  deficiency  of  talent  as  firom  a 
wrong  direction  of  that  talent  ?*' 

Wentworth  said  that  he  was  quite  of  her  opinion ;  and  Florence  re- 
marked, "  Some  people  object  that  the  English  language  is  so  ill-adapted 
for  singing,  as  to  be  a  great  drawback  to  composers  of  vocal  music ;  but 
I  do  not  agree  with  them." 

"  Nor  do  I,*'  said  Wentworth.  "  I  query  whether  our  language,  con- 
sidered in  reference  to  singing,  is  not  superior  both  to  French  and 
Grerman,  for  it  has  a  boldness  and  energy  which  the  French  wants,  and 
is  free  from  the  guttural  sounds  of  the  German.** 

*'  Well,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  "  when  we  were  in  London  this  season 
we  heard  an  English  version  of  the  '  Puritani,'  and  I  could  not  help  think- 
ing the  words  sounded  disag^reeably.*' 

^'Our  language,"  said  Wentworth,  ^^  never  sounds  to  greater  disad- 
vantage than  in  translations  of  Italian  operas.  The  languages  are  80 
utterly  dissimilar,  that  the  translator  has  more  than  the  ususd  difficulties  to 
contend  with.  An  English  version  of  '  Freischutz,*  or  '  Jessonda,'  is  fiur 
more  harmonious,  from  there  being  some  general  resemblance  in  the 
words  and  construction  of  the  English  and  German.  But  it  is  not  by 
translations  that  we  should  judge  of  the  capabilities  of  our  own  lan- 
guage for  singing.     Take  poetry,  written  without  the — as  one  might 


think — almost  insuperable  obstacles  a  translator  and  adapter  of  the  wMb 
of  vocal  music  has  to  contend  with,  and  then  say  if  ours  is  not  bow  a 
fine-sounding  and  a  musical  language." 
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THE  BUINED  CONVENTUAL  CHTJBCH. 

Beneath  a  wild  cherry-tree,  planted  by  chance  in  the  abbey  gardens, 
«nd  of  such  remarkable  size  that  it  almost  riyalled  the  elms  and  lime- 
trees  surrounding  it,  and  when  in  bloom  resembled  an  enormous  garland, 
stood  two  young  maidens,  both  of  rare  beauty,  though  in  totally  different 
styles:  the  one  being  fair-haired  and  blue-eyed,  with  a  snowy  skin 
tinged  with  delicate  bloom,  like  that  of  roses  seen  through  milk,  to 
l)orrow  a  simile  from  old  Anacreon ;  while  the  other  £eu:  eclipsed  her  in 
the  brilliancy  of  her  complexion,  the  dark  splendour  of  her  eyes,  and  the 
luxuriance  of  her  jetty  tresses,  which,  unbound  and  knotted  with  ribands, 
£owed  down  almost  to  the  ground*  In  age,  there  was  little  disparity 
l)etween  them,  though  perhaps  the  dark-haired  girl  might  be  a  year 
xearer  twenty  than  the  other,  and  somewhat  more  of  seriousness,  though 
sot  much,  sat  upon  her  lovely  countenance  than  on  the  other's  laughing 
features.  Different  were  they,  too,  in  degree,  and  here  social  position 
was  infinitely  in  favour  of  the  fairer  girl,  but  no  one  would  have  judged 
it  so  if  not  previously  acquainted  with  their  history.  Indeed,  it  was 
rather  the  one  havino^  least  title  to  be  proud  (if  any  one  has  such  title) 
who  now  seemed  to  look  up  to  her  companion  with  mingled  admiration 
and  regard ;  the  latter  being  enthralled  at  the  moment  by  the  rich  notes 
of  a  thrush  poured  from  a  neighboiuing  lime-tree. 

Pleasant  was  the  garden  where  the  two  ^Is  stood,  shaded  by  great 
trees,  laid  out  in  exquisite  parterres,  with  knots  and  figures,  quaint 
flower-beds,  shorn  trees  and  hedges,  covered  alleys  and  arbours,  terraces 
and  mounds,  in  the  taste  of  the  time,  and  above  all  an  admirably  kept 
bowling-green.  It  was  bounded  on  the  one  hand  by  the  ruined  chapter- 
house and  vestry  of  the  old  monastic  structure,  and  on  the  other  by  the 
stately  pile  of  buildings  formerly  making  part  of  the  abbot's  lodging,  in 
which  the  long  gallery  was  situated,  some  of  its  windows  looking  upon 
the  bowling-green,  and  then  kept  in  excellent  condition,  but  now  roofless 
and  desolate.  Behind  them,  on  the  right,  half-hidden  by  trees,  lay  the 
desecrated  and  despoiled  conventual  church.     Reared  at  such  cost,  and 
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with  so  much  magnificence,  hy  thirteen  abbots — the  great  work  having 
been  commenced,  as  heretofore  stated,  by  Robert  de  Topcliffe,  in  1330, 
and  only  completed  in  all  its  details  by  John  Paslew — ^this  splendid 
structure,  surpassing,  according  to  Whitaker,  "  many  cathedrals  in  ex- 
tent," was  now  abandoned  to  the  slow  ravages  of  decay.  Would  it  never 
encountered  worse  enemy !  But  some  half  century  later,  the  hand  of 
man  was  called  in  to  accelerate  its  destruction,  and  it  was  then  almost 
entirely  rased  to  the  ground.  At  the  period  in  question,  tliough  parfaally 
unroored,  and  with  some  of  the  walls  destroyed,  it  was  still  beautiful  and 
picturesque — more  picturesque,  indeed,  than  in  the  days  of  its  pride  and 
splendour.  The  tower  with  its  lofty  crocketed  spire  was  still  standing, 
though  the  latter  was  cracked,  and  tottering,  and  the  jackdaws  roosted 
within  its  windows  and  belfry.  Two  ranges  of  broken  columns  told  of 
the  bygone  glories  of  the  aisles ;  and  the  beautiful  side  chapels  having 
escaped  injury  better  than  other  parts  of  the  fabric,  remained  in  tolerable 
preservation.  But  the  choir  and  high  altar  were  stripped  of  all  their 
rich  carving  and  ornaments,  and  the  rain  descended  through  the  open 
rood-loft  upon  the  now  grass-grown  graves  of  the  abbots  in  the  pres- 
bytery. Here  and  there  the  ramified  mullions  still  retaiued  their  wealth 
of  painted  glass,  and  the  grand  eastern  window  shone  gorgeously  as  of 
yore.  All  else  was  neglect  and  ruin.  Briers  and  turf  usurped  the  place 
of  the  marble  pavement ;  many  of  the  pillars  were  festooned  with  ivy ; 
and,  in  some  places,  the  shattered  walls  were  covered  with  creepen,  aiid 
trees  had  taken  root  in  the  crevices  of  the  masonry.  Beautii^l  at  all 
times  were  these  magnificent  ruins ;  but  never  so  beautiful  as  when  seeo 
by  the  witching  li^t  of  the  moon — the  hour,  according  to  the  best 
authority,  when  all  ruins  should  be  viewed — when  the  long  lines  of  broken 
pillars,  the  mouldering  ardies,  and  the  still  glowing  panes  over  the  altai^ 
had  a  magical  effect, 

In  front  of  the  maidens  stood  a  square  tower,  part  of  the  d^enoes  of 
the  religious  establishment  erected  by  Abbot  Lyndelay,  in  the  reign  of 
Edward  III.,  but  disused  and  decaying.  It  was  sustained  by  high  and 
richly-groined  arches,  crossing  the  swifc  mill-race,  and  faced  the  river. 
A  path  led  through  the  ruined  chapter-house  to  the  spacious  cloister 
quadrangle,  once  used  as  a  cemetery  for  the  monks,  but  now  converted 
into  a  kitchen-garden,  its  broad  area  being  planted  out,  and  fruit  trees 
trained  against  the  hoary  walls.  Little  of  the  old  refectory  was  left* 
except  the  dilapidated  stall's  once  conducting  to  the  gallery  where  the 
brethren  were  wont  to  take  their  meals,  but  die  inner  wall  still  served  to 
inclose  the  g^arden  on  that  side.  Of  the  dormitory,  formerly  constituting 
the  eastern  angle  of  the  cloisters,  the  shell  was  still  left,  and  it  was  used 
partly  as  a  grange,  partly  as  a  shed  far  cattle,  the  farm-yard  and  tene- 
ments lying  on  tms  side. 

Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  the  garden  and  g^unds,  filling  vp  the  niiiis 
of  Whalley  Abbey,  offered  abundant  points  of  picturesque  attraction ;  all 
of  which,  with  toe  exception  of  the  ruined  conventual  church,  had  been 
visited  by  the  two  girls.  They  had  tracked  the  labyrinths  of  passi^;ei^ 
scaled  the  broken  staircases,  crept  into  the  roofless  and  neelected  chain* 
bers,  peered  timorously  into  the  black  and  yawning  vaults^  and  now^ 
having  finished  their  investigations,  had  paused  for  awhile,  previous  to 
extending  their  ramUe  to  the  church,  beneath  the  wild  cherry-tfee  to 
listen  to  the  warbling  of  the  birds. 
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^  You  ahoold  hear  the  nightingales  at  Middkton,  Alison,"  observed 
Dorothj  AaBheton,  breaking  silence ;  '^  they  sing  even  more  exquisitely 
tbaa  TOO  thrash.  You  must  come  and  see  me.  I  should  like  to  show 
yon  the  old  house  and  gardens,  though  they  are  very  difierent  from  these, 
and  we  have  no  ancient  monastic  ruins  to  ornament  them.  Still,  they 
are  yerj  beautiful ;  and,  as  I  find  you  are  fond  of  flowers,  I  will  show  you 
some  1  have  reared  myself  for  I  am  something  of  a  gardener,  Aliion. 
IVomiae  you  will  come." 

^  I  wish  I  dared  promise  it,"  replied  Alizon. 

^  And  why  not,  then?"  cried  Dorothy.  <'  What  should  prevent  yoa? 
Do  yoa  know,  Alizon,  what  I  should  like  better  than  all?  You  are  so 
amiahle,  and  so  good,  and  so— so  very  pretty;  nay,  don't  Uush — there  is 
no  one  by  to  hear  me — ^you  are  so  charming  altogether,  that  I  should  like 
joa  to  come  and  live  with  me.     You  shall  be  my  handmaiden  if  you 

**  I  should  desbe  nothing  better,  sweet  young  lady,"  replied  Alizon ; 

*'  But  what  ?"  cried  Dorothy.  *'  You  have  only  your  own  consent  to 
obtain." 

*' Alas!  I  have,"  reidied  Alizon. 

^*  How  can  that  be!  cried  Dorothy,  with  a  disappointed  look.  '^  It  is 
not  likely  your  mother  will  stand  in  tibe  way  of  your  advancement,  and 
yoa  have  not,  I  suppose,  any  other  tie?  Nay,  forgave  me  if  1  i^pear 
too  inquisitive.  My  curiosity  only  proceeds  mm  the  interest  I  take  in 
yoo. 

^  I  know  it — ^I  feel  it,  dear  kind  young  lady,"  replied  Alizon,  with  the 
eokmr  again  mounting  her  cheeks.  ''I  have  no  tie  in  the  world  except 
my  £unily.  But  I  am  persuaded  my  mother  will  never  allow  me  to  qmt 
liar,  however  great  the  advantage  might  be  to  me." 

*^  Well,  though  sorry,  I  am  scarcely  surprised  at  it,"  said  Dorothy. 
^<  She  nmst  love  you  too  dearly  to  part  with  you." 

''I  wish  I  could  think  so,"  sighed  Alizon.  ^' Proud  of  me  in  some 
sort,  though  with  little  reason,  she  may  be,  but  love  me,  most  assuredly, 
die  does  not.  Nay,  more,  1  am  persuaded  she  would  be  glad  to  be  freed 
from  my  presence,  which  is  an  evident  restraint  and  annoyance  to  her, 
were  it  not  for  some  motive  stronger  than  natural  affection  that  binds  her 
tome." 

^  Now,  in  good  sooth,  you  amaze  me,  Alizon!"  cried  Dorothy.  '^  What 
poaaiMe  motive  can  it  be,  if  not  of  affection  ?" 

^*  Of  interest,  I  think,"  replied  Alizon.  ^'  I  speak  to  you  without  re- 
aerve,  dear  young  lady,  for  the  S3rmpathy  you  have  shown  me  deserves  and 
demands  confidence  on  my  part,  and  there  are  none  with  whom  I  can 
heefy  converse,  so  that  every  emotion  has  been  locked  up  in  my  own 
faoaom.  My  mother  fancies  I  shall  one  day  be  of  use  to  her,  and,  there- 
fote,  keeps  me  vrith  her.  Hints  to  this  effect  she  has  thrown  out,  when 
indniging  in  the  uncontrollable  fits  of  passion  to  which  she  is  liable.  And 
yet  I  have  no  just  reason  to  complain,  for  though  she  has  shown  me  little 
maternal  tenderness,  and  repelled  all  exhibition  of  affection  on  my  part, 
eke  has  treated  me  very  differently  from  her  other  children,  and  with  much 
greater  consideration.  I  can  make  slight  boast  of  education,  but  the  best 
the  village  could  afford  has  been  given  me ;  and  I  have  derived  much  reli- 
gions ei&ne  from  g^ood  Doctor  Ormerod.  Thekindladiesof  the  vicarage 
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proposed,  as  you  have  done,  that  I  should  live  with  them,  hut  my  mother 
lorhade  it;  eDJoining  me,  on  the  peril  of  incurring  her  displeasure,  not  to 
leave  her,  and  remin^ng  me  of  all  the  benefits  I  have  rec^ved  from  her, 
and  of  the  necessity  of  making  an  adequate  return.  And,  ungrateful  in- 
deed, I  should  be,  if  I  did  not  comply ;  for  though  her  manner  is  harsh 
and  cold  to  me,  she  has  never  ill-used  roe,  as  she  has  done  her  fiivourite 
child,  my  little  sister  Jennet,  but  has  always  allowed  me  a  separate 
chamber,  where  I  can  retire  when  I  please,  to  read,  or  meditate,  or  pray. 
For  alas!  dear  young  lady,  I  dare  not  pray  before  my  mother.  Be  not 
shocked  at  what  I  tell  you,  but  I  cannot  hide  it.  My  poor  mother  denies 
herself  the  consolation  of  religion — never  addresses  nerself  to  Heaven  in 
grayer — ^never  opens  the  Book  of  Life  and  Truth — never  enters  church, 
n  ner  own  mbtaken  way  she  has  brought  up  poor  little  Jennet,  who  has 
been  taught  to  make  a  scoff  at  religious  truths  and  ordinances,  and  has 
never  been  suffered  to  keep  holy  the  Sabbath-day.  Happy  and  thankful 
am  I,  that  no  such  evil  lessons  have  been  taught  me,  but  rather  that  I 
have  profited  by  the  sad  example.  In  my  own  secret  chamber  I  have 
prayed,  daily  and  nightly,  for  both — prayed  that  their  hearts  might  be 
turned.  Onen  have  I  besought  my  mother  to  let  me  take  Jennet  to 
church,  bat  she  never  would  consent.  And  in  that  poor  misguided  child, 
dear  young  lady,  there  is  a  strange  mixture  of  g^ooa  and  iU.  AiBicted 
with  personal  deformity,  and  delicate  in  health,  the  mind,  perhaps,  sym- 
pathising with  the  body,  she  is  wayward  and  uncertain  in  temper,  but 
sensitive  and  keenly  alive  to  kindness,  and  with  a  shrewdness  beyond  her 
years.  At  the  risk  of  offending  my  mother,  for  I  felt  confident  I  was 
acting  rightly,  I  have  endeavoured  to  instil  religious  principles  into  her 
heart,  and  to  inspire  her  with  a  love  of  truth.  Sometimes  she  has  listened 
to  me;  and  I  have  observed  strange  struggles  in  her  nature,  as  if  the  good 
were  obtaining  mastery  of  the  evU  principle,  and  I  have  striven  the  more 
to  convince  her,  and  win  her  over,  but  never  with  entire  success,  for  my 
efforts  have  been  overcome  by  pernicious  counsels  and  sceptical  sneers. 
Oh,  dear  young  lady,  what  wotdd  I  not  do  to  be  the  instrument  of  her 
salvation !" 

''  You  pain  me  much  by  this  relation,  Alizon,"  said  Dorothy  Asshetoo, 
who  had  listened  with  profound  attention,  ''and  I  now  wish  more  ardently 
than  ever  to  take  you  from  such  a  family." 

"  I  cannot  leave  them,  dear  young  lady,**  replied  Alizon ;  ^'for.  I  feel 
I  may  be  of  infinite  service — especially  to  Jennet — by  staying  vritfa 
them.  Where  there  is  a  soul  to  be  saved,  especially  the  soul  of  one  dear 
as  a  sister,  no  sacrifice  can  be  too  g^eat  to  make — no  price  too  heavy  to 
pay.  By  the  blessing  of  Heaven  I  hope  to  save  her  1  And  that  is  the 
great  tie  that  binds  me  to  a  home  only  so  in  name.'* 

*^  I  will  not  oppose  your  virtuous  intentions,  dear  Alizon,*'  replied 
Dorothy ;  ^*  but  I  must  now  mention  a  circumstance  in  connexion  with 
your  mother,  of  which  you  are  perhaps  in  ignorance,  but  which  it  is  right 
you  should  know,  and  therefore  no  false  delicacy  on  my  part  shall  restraia 
me  from  mentioning  it.  Your  grandmother,  old  Demdike,  is  in  yeiy  ill 
repute  in  Pendle,  and  is  stig^matised  by  the  common  folk,  and  even  by 
others,  as  a  witch.  Your  mother,  too,  shares  in  the  opprobrium  attaching 
to  her." 

^  "  I  dreaded  this,"  replied  Alizon,  turning  deadly  pale,  and  tremblii^ 
violently ;  <«  I  feared  you  had  heard  the  terrible  report.     But  oh,  bdiere 
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it  not*    My  poor  mother  is  errii^  enough,  but  she  is  not  so  bad  as  that 
Oh,  bdieie  it  not !" 

^*  I  nEitt  not  iMliefv  it/'  said  I>oroth7,  "  since  she  is  blessed  with  such 
a  diiigfalBr  as  jou.  But  what  I  fear  is  that  jou — ^you,  so  kind,  so  good, 
so  beautiful— ^may  oome  under  the  same  ban." 

^  I  musi  run  this  risk  also,  in  the  good  work  I  have  appointed  myself," 
sepUed  AHzon.  ^  If  I  am  ill  thought  of  by  men,  I  shall  have  the 
appiovl  af  mj  own  conseienoe  to  uphold  me.  Whatever  betide,  and 
vmiEiteTer  be  said,  do  not  you  think  ill  of  me,  dear  young  lady." 

«  Fear  it  not,"  returned  Dorothy,  earnestly. 

While  thus  Cflnveninff,  they  gradually  strayed  away  from  the  cherry- 
iKB^  and,  taldng  a  win&o^  path  leading  in  that  direction,  entered  the 
comreBtnal  dmooh,  :dbout  'the  middle  of  the  south  aisle.  After  gaang 
with  wonder  and  delight  at  the  s^  majestic  pillars,  that,  like  ghosts  of 
die  d^pactod  AnAfaren,  seemed  to  protest  against  the  desolation  around 
Aflm,  tfiej  took  dieir  w»)r  along  the  nave,  through  broken  arches,  and 
over  prostrate  fragments  of  .stone,  to  the  eastern  extremity  of  the  fiuie, 
asd  Iwving  admired  ihe  light  shafis  and  clerestory  windows  of  the  choir, 
as  well  as  the  magnificent  painted  glass  aver  the  altar,  they  stopped 
laftnm  an  arched  doarway  on  the  right,  with  two  Gothic  niches,  in  one  of 
wAidk  was  a  amall  atone  atatne  of  Saint  Agnes,  with  her  lamb,  and  in 
the  other  a  similar  representation  of  Saint  Maigaret,  crowned,  and 
fisrang  ifae  dragon,  with  a  cross.  Both  weie  sculptures  of  much  merit, 
and  it  nas  wonderfnl  iiuy  had  escaped  destruction.  The  door  was 
rinsed,  hat  it  easily  opened  when  tned  by  Dorothy,  and  they  found 
ihpmaiflvBB  in  a  smaM.  but  beautiful  chapeL     What  struck  them  chiefly 

it  waB  a  jnagmfioent  monument  of  white  marble,  enriched  witli 
small  •shields,  painted  and  gilt»  supporting  two  recumbent 
paeseBting  Henry  de  Lacy,  one  of  the  founders  of  the  abbey, 
and  his  consort  The  knieht  was  cased  in  plate  armour,  covered  with  .a 
flOBDoat,  emUaioaed  with  nis  arms,  and  his  feet  resting  upon  a  hound. 
Uiifl  anpeA  monument  was  wholly  uninjured,  the  painting  and  gilding 
being  aiUl  fteA  and  biighL  Behmd  it  a  flag  had  been  removed,  disco- 
mittg  a  flight  of  steep  stone  steps,  leading  to  a  vault,  or  other  subter- 
ranean chamber. 

After  ilooking  xonnd  this  chapel,  Dorothy  remarked, 

^  Tkeape  is  sometfaing  else  thtkt  has  just  occurred  to  me.  When  a 
diild,  a  strange  dads  tale  was  told  me  to  the  effect  that  the  last  ill-feited 
Abbot  of  Wballey  laid  his  dying  curse  upon  your  graodmother,  then 
an  infimt,  -predicting  :lhat  ahe  should  be  a  witch,  and  the  mother  of 


'^  I  have  heard  the  dread  tradition,  too,"  rejoined  Alizon ;  "  but  I 
•cannot,  will  not  believe  it.  An  all-benign  Power  will  never  sanction  such 
terrible  imprecations." 

**  Far  be  it  from  me  ito  affirm  the  contrary,"  replied  Dorothy ;  ^^  but  it 
is  undoubted  that  aome  -families  have  been,  and  are,  under  the  influence 
of  an  inevitable  fatality.  In  one  respect,  connected  also  with  the  same 
mfiortonate  pKlate,  I  might  instance  our  own  family.  Abbot  Paslew  is 
.■aid  to  'be  unlud^  to  us  even  in  his  grave.  If  euch  a  curse  as  I  have 
^described  Changs  over  the  head  of  your  £Eunily,  all  your  efforts  to  remove 
kwillJbejne&elnal." 

-''I  tnut  sot,*  said  AUaon.     <^  Ok!  dear  young  lady,  you  have  now 
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penetrated  the  secret  of  my  heart  The  mystery  of  my  life  is  laid  open 
to  you.  Disguise  it  as  I  may,  I  cannot  hut  helieve  my  mother  to  be 
under  some  baneful  influence.  Her  imholy  life,  her  strange  actions,  all 
impress  me  with  the  idea.    And  there  is  the  same  tendency  in  Jennet.** 

"  You  have  a  brother,  have  you  not  ?"  inquired  Dorothy. 

"  I  have/'  returned  Alizon,  slightly  colouring ;  "  but  I  see  little  of 
him,  for  he  lives  near  my  grandmother  in  Pendle  Forest,  and  always 
avoids  me  in  his  rare  visits  here.  You  will  think  it  strange  when  I  tell 
you  I  have  never  beheld  my  grandmother  Demdike." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  exclaimed  Dorothy^ 

'^  I  have  never  even  been  to  Pendle,"  pursued  Alizon,  ^'  though 
Jennet  and  my  mother  go  there  frequently.  At  one  time  I  much  wished 
to  see  my  aged  relative,  and  pressed  my  mother  to  take  me  with  her ; 
but  she  refused,  and  now  I  have  no  desire  to  eo." 

*'  Strang^!"  exclaimed  Dorothy.  '^  Everyming you  tell  me  streng^ens 
the  idea  I  conceived  the  moment  I  saw  you,  and  which  my  brother  also 
entertained,  that  you  are  not  the  daughter  of  Elizabeth  Deyice." 

''Did  your  brother  think  this?"  cried  Alizon,  eagerly.  But  she  im- 
mediately cast  down  her  eyes. 

''  He  did,'*  replied  Dorothy,  not  noticing  her  confusion.  '^ '  It  is  im- 
possible,' he  said,  '  that  that  lovely  girl  can  be  sprung  from' — but  I  will 
not  wound  you  by  adding  the  rest." 

''  I  cannot  disown  my  kindred,"  said  Alizon.     ''  Still,  I  must  confess 
that  some  notions  of  the  sort  have  crossed  me,  arising,  probably,  frooM^ 
my  mother's  extraordinary  treatment,  and  from  many  other  circumstances^ 
which,  though  trifling  in  themselves,  were  not  without  weight  in  leading 
me  to  the  conclusion.     Hitheito,  I  have  treated  it  only  as  a  passinf  fiEUicy  s 
but  if  you  and  Master  Richard  Assheton" — and  her  voice  slightly  fal- 
tered as  she  pronounced  the  name — "  think  so,  it  may  warrant  me  in 
more  seriously  considering  the  matter." 

"  Do  consider  it  most  seriously,  dear  Alizon,"  cried  Dorothy.  "  I  hafe 
made  up  my  mind,  and  Richard  has  made  up  his  mind,  too,  that  you  are 
not  Mother  Demdike*s  granddaughter,  nor  Elizabeth  Device's  daughter, 
nor  Jennet*s  sister — nor  any  relation  of  theirs.  We  are  sure  of  it,  and 
we  will  have  you  of  our  mind." 

The  fair  and  animated  speaker  could  not  help  noticing  the  blushes 
that  mantled  Alizon's  cheeks  as  she  spoke,  but  she  attributed  them  to 
other  than  the  true  cause.  Nor  did  she  mend  the  matter  as  she  pio» 
ceeded. 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  well  bom,  Alizon,"  she  said,  ''and  so  it  will  be 
found  in  the  end.  And  Richard  thinks  so,  too,  for  he  said  so  to  me^  and 
Richard  is  my  oracle,  Alizon." 

In  spite  of  herself,  Alizon's  eyes  sparkled  with  pleasure ;  bat  she 
speedily  checked  the  emotion. 

"  I  must  not  indulge  the  dream,"  she  said,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Why  not?"  cried  Dorothy.  "I  will  have  strict  inquiries  made  as  to 
your  history." 

"  I  cannot  consent  to  it,"  replied  Alizon.  "  1  cannot  leave  one,  wbo^ 
if  she  be  not  my  parent,  has  stood  to  me  in  that  relation.  Neither  csd 
I  have  her  brought  into  trouble  on  my  account.  What  vrill  she  think  of 
me,  if  she  learns  I  have  indulged  such  a  notion  ?  She  will  say,  and 
with  truth,  that  I  am  the  most  ungrateful  of  human  beings^  as  well  ss 
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the  most  unnatural  of  children.  No,  dear  young  lady,  it  must  not  be. 
These  fancies  are  brilliant,  but  fallacious,  and,  like  bubbles,  burst  as  soon 
88  formed." 

^  I  admire  your  sentiments,  though  I  do  not  admit  the  justice  of  your 
reasoning,"  rejoined  Dorothy.  ''  It  is  not  on  your  own  account  merely, 
though  that  is  much,  that  the  secret  of  your  birth,  if  there  be  one,  ought 
to  be  cleared  up;  but,  for  the  sake  of  those  with  whom  you  may  be  con- 
nected. There  may  be  a  mother,  like  mine,  weeping  for  you  as  lost — a 
brother,  like  Richard,  mourning  you  as  dead.  Think  of  the  sad  hearts 
your  restoration  will  mak^oyful.  As  to  Elizabeth  Device,  no  considera- 
tion should  be  shown  heA  If  she  has  stolen  you  from  your  parents,  as  I 
suspect,  she  deserves  no  pity.'* 
"  All  this  is  mere  surmise,  dear  young  lady,**  replied  Alizon. 
At  this  juncture,  they  were  startled  by  seeing  an  old  woman  come 
from  behind  the  monument  and  plant  herself  before  them.  Both  uttered 
a  cry,  and  would  have  fled,  but  a  gesture  from  the  crone  detained  them. 
Very  old  was  she,  and  of  strange  and  sinister  aspect,  almost  blind,  bent 
double,  with  frosted  brows  and  chin,  and  shaking  with  palsy. 

"  Stay  where  you  are,"  cried  the  hag,  in  an  imperious  tone.  ^^  I  want 
to  speak  to  you.  Come  nearer  to  me,  my  pretty  wheans, — nearer — 
nearer." 

And  as  they  complied,  drawn  towards  her  by  an  impulse  they  could 
not  resist,  the  old  woman  caught  hold  of  Alizon's  arm,  and  said,  with  a 
chuckle,  ^*  So,  you  are  the  wench  they  call  Alizon  Device,  eh?*' 

"Ay,"  repUed  Alkon,  trembling  like  a  dove  in  Uie  talons  of  a 
hawk. 

"  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?"  cried  the  hag,  grasping  her  yet  more 
tightly.  **  Do  you  know  who  I  am,  I  say  ?  If  not,  I  will  tell  you. 
I  am  Mother  Chattox,  of  Fendle  Forest,  the  rival  of  Mother  Demdike, 
and  the  enemy  of  all  her  accursed  brood.  Now,  do  you  know  me, 
wench  ?  Men  call  me  witch.  Whether  I  am  so  or  not,  I  have  some 
power,  as  they  and  you  shall  find«  Mother  Demdike  has  often  defied 
me— often  injured  me,  but  1  will  have  my  revenge  upon  her — ^ha!  ha !" 
"  Let  me  go,"  cried  Alizon,  g^reatly  terrified. 

'^  I  will  run  and  bring  assistance,"  cried  Dorothy.  And  she  flew  to  the 
door,  but  it  resisted  her  attempts  to  open  it. 

'^  Come  back,"  screamed  the  hag.  ^'  You  strive  in  vain.  The  door  is 
&st  shut — £ut  shut.  Come  back,  I  say.  Who  are  you  ?"  she  added,  as 
the  maid  drew  near,  ready  to  sink  with  terror.  ^'Your  voice  is  an 
Assheton's  voice.  I  know  you  now.  You  are  Dorothy  Assheton — whey- 
ikinned,  blue-eyed  Dorothy.  Listen  to  me,  Dorothy.  I  owe  your 
£unily  a  grudge,  and  if  you  provoke  me  I  will  pay  it  off  in  part  on  you. 
Stir  not^  as  you  value  your  hfe." 

The  poor  girl  did  not  dare  to  move,  and  remained,  as  if  fascinated  by 
^e  terrible  old  woman. 

*^  I  will  tell  you  what  has  happened,  Dorothy,"  pursued  Mother  Chat- 
tox. <*  I  came  hither  to  Whalley  on  business  of  my  own;  meddling  with 
no  one ;  harming  no  one.  Tread  upon  the  adder  and  it  will  bite,  and 
when  molested  I  bite  like  the  adder.  Your  cousin,  Nick  Assheton,  came 
in  my  way,  called  me '  witch,'  and  menaced  me.     I  cursed  him — ^ha  1  ha! 

And  then  your  brother  Richard ** 

"  What  of  him,  in  Heaven*s  name  ?"  aknost  shrieked  Alizon. 
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*'  How's  this  ?"  exclaimed  Mother  Chattox,  placing  her  hand  on  iJie 
heating  heart  of  the  girl. 

"  What  of  Richard  Assheton  ?"  repeated  Alizon. 

"  Toa  love  him,  I  feel  you  do,  wench,"  cried  the  old  crone,  with  fierce 
exultation. 

*^  Release  me,  wicked  woman,"  cried  Alizon% 

"Wicked,  am  I?  ha!  ha!"  rejoined  Mother  Chattox,  chuckling  ma- 
liciously, ''  because,  forsooth,  I  read  thy  heart,  and  betray  its  secrets. 
Wicked,  eh!  I  tell  thee,  wench,  again,  Richard  Assheton  is  lord  and 
master  here.  Eveiy  pulse  in  thy  bosom  bea^  Ibr  him — for  him  alone. 
But  beware  of  his  love.  Beware  of  it,  I  say.  ■■  It  shall  bring  thee  ruin 
and  despair." 

"  For  pity's  sake,  release  me,"  implored  Alizon. 

**  Not  yet,"  replied  the  inexorable  old  woman — "  not  jet  My  tale  is 
not  half  told.  My  curse  fell  on  Richard's  head,  as  it  did  on  Nicholas's. 
And  then  the  hell-hounds  thought  to  catch  me ;  but  they  were  at  £ault. 
I  tricked  them  nicely — ha!  ha!  However,  they  took  my  Nance — ay 
pretty  Nance — they  seized  her,  bound  her,  bore  her  to  the  Calder — and 
there  swam  her.  Curses  light  on  them  all! — all! — but  chief  on  him  who 
did  it!" 

"  Who  was  he?"  inquired  Alizon,  tremblingly. 

"  Jem  Device,"  replied  the  old  woman — "  it  was  he  who  bound  her — 
he  who  plunged  her  in  the  river,  he  who  swam  her.  But  I  will  pindi 
and  plague  mm  for  it.  1  will  strew  his  couch  with  nettles,  and  all  whole- 
some food  shall  be  poison  to  him.     His  blood  shall  be  as  water,  and  hia 

flesh  shrink  from  his  bones.     He  shall  waste  away  slowly-— slowty 

slowly — till  he  drops  like  a  skeleton  into  the  grave  ready  digged  for  fainu 
All  connected  with  him  shall  feel  my  fury.     I  would  kill  thee  now,  i£ 
thou  wert  aught  of  his." 

^^  Aught  of  his  !     What  mean  you,  old  woman?"  demanded  Alison. 

'<  Why  this,"  rej(»ned  Mother  Chattox,  ''and  let  the  knowledge 
in  thee,  to  the  confusion  of  Bess  Device.     Thou  art  not  her  dai^^hter." 

<*  It  is  as  I  thoii^ht,"  cried  Dorothy  Assheton,  roused  l^  the  intelli— 
gence  from  her  terror. 

**  I  tell  thee  not  this  secret  to  pleasure  thee,"  continued  Mother* 
Chattox,  "  but  to  confound  Elizabeth  Device.  I  have  no  other  motive* 
8he  hath  provoked  my  vengeance,  and  she  shall  feel  it.  Thou  art  noC 
her  chfld,  I  say.  'The  secret  of  thy  birth  is  known  to  me,  but  tke  timi^ 
is  not  yet  come  for  its  disclosure.  It  shall  out,  one  day,  to  the  confusMi 
of  those  who  offend  me.  When  thou  goest  home,  tell  thy  reputed  mo^ 
tiMr  what  I  have  said,  and  mark  how  she  takes  the  infonnation.  Hal 
'wha  comes  here  ?" 

The  hag's  last  exclamation  was  occasioned  by  the  sudden  appeacniaee 
of  Mistress  Nutter,  who  opened  the  door  of  the  diapel,  and  staring  in 
astonishment  at  the  group,  came  quickly  forward. 

^'  What  makes  you  here,  Mother  Chattox?"  she  cried. 

**  I  came  here  to  avoid  pursuit,"  replied  the  old  hag,  with  a  cowed 
sanner,  and  hi  accents  sounding  strangely  submissive  af^  her  late  infs- 
rioted  tone. 

'*  What  have  yon  been  saying  to  these  girls  ?"  demanded  Mistrev 
Nutter,  authoritatively. 

''  Ask  then;'  thefaag  replied. 
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"  She  declares  that  Alizoa  is  not  the  daughter  of  Elizabeth  Device/' 
cried  Dorothy  Assheton. 

^  Indeed !'  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter,  qtdckly,  and  as  if  a  spring  of 
extraordinaiy  interest  had  been  suddenly  touched.  '^  What  reason  hast 
thou  for  this  assertion  ?" 

"  No  good  reason,"  replied  the  old  woman,  evasively,  yet  with  evident 
apprehension  of  her  questioner. 

^  Good  reason  or  bad,  I  .will  have  it,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter. 

**  What  you,  too,  take  an  interest  in  the  wench  like  the  rest  ?"  returned 
Mother  Chattox.     "  Is  she  so  very  winning?" 

''  That  is  no  answer  to  my  question,"  said  the  lady.  ^^  Whose  child  is 
die?* 

''  Ask  Bess  Device,  or  Mother  Demdike,"  replied  Mother  Chattox ; 
"thgr  know  more  about  the  matter  than  me." 

'^  I  will  have  thee  speak,  and  to  the  purpose,"  cried  the  lady,  angrily. 

"  Many  an  one  lias  lost  a  child  who  would  gladly  have  it  back  again," 
said  the  old  hag,  mysteriously. 

"  Who  has  lost  one  ?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter. 

'*  Nay,  it  passeth  me  to  tell,"  replied  the  old  woman,  with  affected 
Ignorance.  '^  Question  those  who  stole  her.  I  have  set  you  on  the 
track.     If  you  fail  in  pursuing  it,  come  to  me.     You  know  where  to 

^  You  shall  not  go  thus,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.     "  I  will  have  a  direct 


answer  now." 


And  as  she  spoke  she  waved  her  hands  twice  or  thrice  over  the  old 
woman.  In  doing  this  her  figure  seemed  to  dilate,  and  her  countenance 
vnderwent  a  marked  and  feaiful  diange.  All  her  beai^  vanished,  her 
eyes  biased,  and  terrtur  sat  on  her  wrinkled  brow.  Tne  hag,  on  the 
contrary,  crouched  lower  down,  and  seemed  to  dwindle  less  than  her 
Ofdinary  siae.  Writhing  as  from  heavy  blows,  and  with  a  mixture  o£ 
malice  and  fear  in  her  countenance,  she  cried,  '*  Were  I  to  speak,  you 
woold  not  thank  me.     Let  me  go." 

^  Answer,"  vociferated  Mistress  Nutter,  disregarding  the  caution,  and 
speaking  in  a  sharp  piercing  voice,  strangely  contrasting  with  her  ordinary 
utterance.     '^  Answer,  I  say,  or  I  will  beat  thee  to  the  dust" 

And  she  continued  her  gestures,  while  the  sufferings  of  the  old  hag 
endently  increased,  and  she  crouched  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  ground, 
moaning  out  the  words,  '*  Do  not  force  me  to  speak.  You  will  repent 
it! — you  will  repent  it!" 

^'  Do  not  torment  her  thus,  madam,"  cried  Alizon,  who  with  Dorothy 
looked  at  the  strange  scene  with  mingled  apprehension  and  wonderment. 
"  Mudi  as  I  desire  to  know  the  secret  of  my  birth,  I  would  not  obtain  it 


As  she  uttered  these  words,  the  old  woman  contrived  to  shuffle  ofi^  and 
disappeared  behind  the  tomb. 

^  Why  did  you  interpose,  Alison,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  somewhat 
angzily,  and  dropping  her  huids.  **  You  broke  the  power  I  had  over  her. 
I  would  have  compelled  her  to  speak.*' 

"  I  thank  you,  gracious  lady,  for  jrour  consideration,"  replied  Alison, 
gratefully ;  ^  hot  Uie  sight  was  too  painfiiL" 

''What  has  become  of  her— where  is  she  Rone?"  cried  Dorothy,  peep- 
ing behind  the  tomb.     *'  She  has  crept  into  this  vaults  I  suppose. 
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'*  Do  not  trouble  yourself  about  her  more,  Dorothy,"  sud  Mistress 
Nutter,  resuming  her  wonted  voice  and  wonted  looks.  ''  Let  us  return 
to  the  house.  Thus  much  is  ascertained,  Alizon,  that  you  are  no  child  of 
your  supposed  parent.  Wait  a  little,  and  the  rest  shall  be  found  out  for 
you.     And,  meantime,  be  assured  that  I  take  strong  interest  in  you." 

"  That  we  all  do,**  added  Dorothy. 

^*  Thank  you !  thank  you  !'*  exclsdmed  Alizon,  almost  overpowered. 

With  this  they  went  forth,  and  traversing  the  shafted  aisle,  quitted 
the  conventual  church,  and  took  their  way  along  the  alley  leading  to  the 
garden. 

"  Say  not  a  word  at  present  to  Elizabeth  Device  of  the  information  you 
have  obtained,  Alizon,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter.  "I  have  reasons  for 
this  counsel,  which  I  will  afterwards  explain  to  you.  And  do  you  keep 
silence  on  the  subject,  Dorothy." 

**  May  I  not  tell  Richard?"  said  the  young  lady. 

"  Not  Richard — not  any  one,"  returned  Mistress  Nutter,  "  or  you  may 
seriously  affect  Alizon *s  prospects." 

"  You  have  cautioned  me  m  time,"  cried  Dorothy,  **  for  here  comes  my 
brother  with  our  cousin  Nicholas." 

And  as  she  spoke  a  turn  in  the  alley  showed  Richard  and  Nicholas 
Assheton,  advancing  towards  them. 

A  strange  revolution  had  been  produced  in  Alizon's  feelings  by  the 
events  of  the  last  half  hour.  The  opinions  expressed  by  Dorothy  As- 
sheton, as  to  her  birth,  had  been  singularly  contirmed  by  Mother  Chat- 
tox;  but  could  reliance  be  placed  on  the  old  woman's  assertions?  Might 
they  not  hare  been  made  with  mischievous  intent?  And  was  it  not 
possible,  nay,  probable,  that,  in  her  place  of  concealment  behind  the 
tomb,  the  vmdictive  hag  had  overheard  the  previous  conversation  with 
Dorothy,  and  based  her  own  declaration  upon  it  ?  All  these  suggestions 
occurred  to  Alizon,  but  the  previous  idea  having  once  gained  admission  to 
her  breast,  soon  established  itself  firmly  there,  in  spite  of  doubts  and  mis- 
givings, and  began  to  mix  itself  up  with  new  thoughts  and  wishes,  with 
which  other  persons  were  connected ;  for  she  could  not  help  fancying  she 
might  be  well-bom,  and  if  so  the  vast  distance  heretofore  existing  between 
her  and  Richard  Assheton  might  be  greatly  diminished,  if  not  altogether 
removed.  So  rapid  is  the  progress  of  thought,  that  only  a  few  minutes 
were  required  for  this  long  train  of  reflections  to  pass  through  her  mind, 
and  it  was  merely  put  to  flight  by  the  approach  of  the  main  object  of  her 
thoughts. 

On  joining  the  party,  Richard  Assheton  saw  plainly  that  something 
had  happened;  but  as  both  his  sister  and  Alizon  laboured  under  evident 
embarrassment  he  abstained  from  making  inquiries  as  to  its  cause  for  the 
present,  hoping  a  better  opportunity  of  doing  so  would  occur,  and  the 
conversation  was  kept  up  by  Nicholas  Assheton,  who  described  in  his 
wonted  lively  manner  the  encounter  with  Mother  Chattox  and  Nance 
Redfeme,  the  swimming  of  the  latter,  and  the  trickery  and  punishment 
of  Potts.  During  the  recital  Mistress  Nutter  often  glanced  uneasily  at 
the  two  girls,  but  neither  of  them  offered  any  interruption,  uutil  Nicholas 
had  finished,  when  Dorothy  taking  her  brother's  hand,  said,  wi|;h  a  look 
of  affectionate  admiration,  ^  You  acted  like  yourself,  dear  Richard." 

Alizon  did  not  venture  to  give  utterance  to  the  same  sentiment,  but  her 
looks  plainly  expressed  it. 
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"  I  only  wished  you  had  punished  that  cruel  James  Device  as  well  as 
saved  poor  Nance,    added  Dorothy. 

<'  Hush  !*'  exclaimed  Richard,  glancing  at  Alizon. 

*'  You  need  not  he  afraid  of  hurting  her  feelings/'  cried  the  young  lady. 
*'  She  does  not  mind  lum  now." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Dorothy?"  cried  Richard,  in  surprise. 

"  Oh,  nothing — nothing,*'  she  replied,  hastily. 

<<  Perhaps  you  will  explsdo,"  said  Richard  to  Alizon. 

''  Indeed  I  cannot,"  she  answered,  in  confusion. 

"  You  would  have  laughed  to  see  Potts  creep  out  of  the  river,"  said 
Nicholas,  turning  to  Dorothy ;  **  he  looked  just  like  a  drowned  rat — ha! 
—ha!" 

"  You  have  made  a  hitter  enemy  of  him,  Nicholas,"  observed  Mistress 
Nutter;  "  so  look  well  to  yourself." 

^*  I  heed  him  not,"  rejoined  the  squire ;  '*  he  knows  me  now  too  well  to 
meddle  with  me  again,  and  I  shall  take  good  care  how  I  put  myself  in 
his  power.  One  thing  I  may  mention,  to  show  the  impotent  malice  of 
the  knave.  Just  as  he  was  setting  off,  he  said,  '  This  is  not  the  only  dis- 
covery of  witchcraft  I  have  made  to-day.  I  have  another  case,  nearer 
home.'     What  could  he  mean?" 

'*  I  know  not,"  repHed  Mistress  Nutter,  a  shade  of  disquietude  passing 
over  her  countenance.  '*  But  he  is  quite  capable  of  bringing  the  charge 
against  you  or  any  of  us." 

**  He  is  so,"  said  Nicholas.  **  After  what  has  occurred,  I  wonder 
whether  he  will  go  over  to  Rough  Lee  to-morrow." 

^*  Very  likely  not,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter ;  '^  and  in  that  case  Master 
Roger  Nowell  must  provide  some  other  person  competent  to  examine  the 
boundary-line  of  the  properties  on  his  behalf." 

^  Then  you  are  confident  of  the  adjudication  being  in  your  favour?" 
said  Nicholas. 

"  Quite  so,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  with  a  self-satisfied  smile. 

*'  liie  result,  I  hope,  may  justify  your  expectation,"  said  Nicholas ; 
*'but  it  is  right  to  tell  you,  that  Sir  Ralph,  in  consenting  to  postpone  his 
decision,  has  only  done  so  out  of  consideration  to  you.  If  the  division  of 
the  properties  be  as  represented  by  him,  Master  No  well  will  unquestion- 
ably obtain  an  award  in  his  favour." 

"  Under  such  circumstances,  he  may,"  said  Mistress  Natter ;  "  but  you 
will  find  the  contrary  turn  out  to  be  the  fact.  I  will  show  you  a  plan  I 
have  had  lately  prepared,  and  you  can  then  judge  for  yourself." 

While  thus  conversing,  the  party  passed  through  a  door  in  the  high 
stone  wall  dividing  the  garden  from  the  court,  and  proceeded  towards  the 
principal  entrance  of  the  mansion.  Built  out  of  the  ruins  of  the  abbey, 
which  had  served  as  a  very  convenient  quarry  for  the  construction  of  this 
edifice,  as  well  as  for  Portneld,  the  house  was  large  and  irregular,  planned 
chiefly  with  the  view  of  embodying  part  of  the  old  abbot's  lodging,  and 
consisting  of  a  wide  front,  with  two  wings,  one  of  which  looked  into  the 
court,  and  the  other,  comprehending  the  long  g^eiy,  into  the  garden* 
The  old  north-east  gate  of  the  abbey,  with  its  lofty  archway  and  em- 
battled walls,  served  as  an  entrance  to  the  great  coiut-yard,  and  at  its 
wicket  ordinarily  stood  Ned  Huddlestone,  the  porter,  though  he  was 
absent  on  the  present  occasion,  being  occupied  with  the  May-day 
festivities.     Immediately  opposite  the  gateway  sprang  a  flight  of  stone 
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fteps,  with  a  double  landing-plaoe  and  a  broad  balustrade  of  the  same 
material,  on  the  lowest  pillar  of  which  mis  placed  a  large  escntcfaeon 
sculptured  with  the  arms  of  the  family— argent,  a  mullet  sable— with  a 
lebos  on  the  name— an  ash  on  a  tun.  The  gfreat  door  to  whioii  these 
steps  conducted  stood  wide  open,  and  before  it,  on  the  upper  landing- 
place,  were  collected  Lady  Assheton,  Mistress  BraddyU,  Mistress  Nicho- 
las Assheton,  and  some  other  dames,  laughing  and  couTersing  togedier. 
Some  long-eared  spaniels,  fayourites  of  the  lady  of  ihe  house,  were 
chasing  each  other  up  and  down  the  steps,  -disturbing  the  slumbers  of  a 
eonple  of  fine  bloodhounds  in  the  court-yard;  or  persecuting  the  proud 
peafowl  that  strutted  about  to  display  their  g^orgeous  plumage  to  ihe 
spectators. 

On  seeing  the  party  iq>proach,  Lady  Assheton  came  down  to  meet 
them. 

^  Yon  haye  been  long  absent,"  she  smd  to  Dorothy;  *':bnt  I  simpose 
you  bave  been  exploring  the  ndns?'' 

^*  Yes,  we  have  not  left  a  hole  or  comer  unyinted,"  was  the  reply. 

'^  That  b  right,''  said  Lady  Assheton.  **  I  knew  you  would  nudce  a 
good  guide,  Dorothy.  Of  course  you  have  often  seen  the  old  conymtual 
church  before,  Alizon  ?" 

*^1  am  ashamed  to  say  I  haye  not,  your  ladyship,"  she  replied. 

*^  Indeed!"  exclaimed  Lady  Assheton;  ''and  yet  you  haye  lived  aM 
your  life  in  the  village  ?" 

''  Quite  true,  your  ladyship,"  answered  Alizon ;  ''but  iihese  tuiob  have 
been  prohibited  to  me." 

^  Not  by  us,**  said  Lady  Assheton-;  ^  they  are  open  to  every  ooe.^ 

*'  I  was  forbidden  to  visit  them  by  my  mother,"  said  AliaoB.  Aod  bt 
the  first  time  the  word  "  mother"  seemed  strange  to  her. 

Lady  Assheton  looked  surprised,  but  made  no  remaric,  and  monntinf 
the  steps  led  the  way  to  a  spacious  though  not  very  lofty  cfaanftMr,  mm 
huge  uncovered  rafters,  and  a  floor  of  polished  oak.     Over  a  gveat  fire- 
plaoe  at  one  side,  furnished  with  immense  andirons,  hung  a  noble  pair  of 
antlerB,  and  similar  trophies  of  the  chase  were  afl&xed  to  other  parts  of 
tlie  waUs.     Here  and  there  were  likewise  hung  rusty  skull-ci^  faieast- 
plates,  two-handed  and  single-handed  swords,  maoes,  halberts,  and  arms- 
busses,  with  chain-shirts,  buff-jerkins,  matchlocks,  and  other  warlike  im- 
plements, amongst  which  were  sever^  shields  painted  with  t^  arms  of 
the  Asshetons  and  their  alliances.     High-backed  chairs  of  gilt  leather 
were  ranged  against  the  walls,  and  ebony  cabinets  inlaid  with  ivory  were 
set  between  them  at  intervals,  supporting  rare  specimens  of  glass  and 
earthenware.     Opposite    the    fireplace  stood  a  large  clock,  curioady 
painted  and  decorated  with  emblematical  devices,  with  the  signs  of  w^ 
'sodiac,  and  provided  with  movable  figures  to  strike  the  hours  on  Sr 
•liell ;  while  from  tiie  centre  of  the  roof  hung  a  g^reat  chandelier  oF 
stag's  horn. 
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In  one  of  my  solitary  rambles  in  a  distant  comity  of  England,  I 
chanced  to  find  myself  on  the  borders  of  a  lonely  wood,  as  evening  felL 
As  I  stood  hesitatinc^  whether  I  should  retrace  my  steps  or  penetrate 
into  the  mass  of  pathless  forest,  a  figure  crossed  my  way.  It  was  one 
of  those  wanderers  who  may,  at  times,  be  seen  in  remote  country  roads; 
an  old  man,  tall  and  gaunt,  with  a  flowing  beard,  a  turban  on  his  head, 
and  his  limbs  clothed  in  the  loose  garments  common  to  the  inhabitants  of 
Oriental  dimes.  He  carried  before  him  a  small  box,  hanging  by  leathern 
straps  from  his  shoulders,  containing  cinnamon  and  myrrh,  safiron 
and  clores,  and  other  grateful  spices  of  the  Indies  and  the  Leyant,  with 
other  ware  of  little  value.  The  expression  of  his  countenance,  his 
brilliant  eye,  his  aquiline  profile,  declared  him  to  be  a  Jew.  The  rich 
blood  of  the  children  of  Israel  flowed  beneath  the  dark  complexion  of 
eastern  origin.  He  had  wandered  from  a  distant  country,  a  very  lovely 
dime,  than  which  there  are  few  so  fair  beneath  the  sun — from  u^atolia. 

He  stopped  as  he  approached  me,  and  turning  towards  me  a  counte- 
nance deeply  lined  by  care  and  fatigue,  he  said,  gently, 

'*  Haye  you  any  wish  to  buy  the  wares  I  carry  ?  Here  are  drugs,  dried 
fruits,  and  pleasant  spices.  I  have  coffee  from  Mecca,  gall  from  Sinoub, 
and  figs  from  Aleppo.   I  have  pretty  trinkets  ~  chains  and  rings." 

I  shook  my  hesul,  and,  as  I  was  passing  on,  I  fancied  I  noticed,  in  the 
dim  light,  that  a  tear  trembled  in  the  wanderer's  eye.  I  stopped  again, 
and  said, 

**  You  are  ill  and  tired.'* 

^*  1  am  poor,"  answered  he,  '*  but  I  was  not  always  so.  I  am  unhappy, 
but  once  was  not;  this  is  the  eve  of  a  festival  held  holy  by  the  people  of 
whom  I  am;  I  must  pass  it  beneath  the  hedges  or  in  the  lone  fields,  for  I 
am  near  none  of  my  brethren." 

"  Your  brethren  f 'I  I  asked,  inquisitively. 

"  My  fellow  believers,  I  mean,"  he  replied;  ^'  I  am  a  Jew." 

'^  They  say,"  I  observed,  anxious  to  testify  an  interest  in  the  solitary 
wanderer,  "  that  your  brethren  are  kind  one  to  the  other." 

**  Sir,"  replied  the  Israelite,  *'  the  tie  of  common  faith  is  a  password  be- 
tween us ;  Uie  rich  will  give  food  to  his  poor  brother,  the  strong  will 
lend  an  arm  to  the  feeble,  the  happy  will  console  the  wretched.  When 
I  had  wealth  and  strength  and  happiness,  I  hope  I  acted  generously 
to  my  people." 

**  1  ou  were  rich,  once,"  I  said,  endeavouring  to  prove  that  my  motive 
for  inquiry  was  no  impertinent  sentiment 

**  I  was,"  he  said,  '*  but  I  have  fallen." 

^*  Your  story  has,  perchance,  been  a  strange  one,"  I  remarked;  **  1 
should  like  to  hear  it." 

Suddenly,  his  maimer  chauged.  A  thousand  emotions  seemed  to  be 
struggling  in  his  breast  and  to  check  the  current  of  his  voice.  At  length, 
after  a  pause,  he  said, 

'*  Sir,  I  will  tdl  it — at  all  times,  it  does  me  good.  It  matters  not  how 
&r  I  go  on  my  journey  to-night.  Let  us  walk  on,  however,  and  I  will 
tell  you  all. 

VOIi.  ziz.  8 
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**  My  nmne,'*  he  began,  "is  EUezer,  the  son  of  Reuben.  In  the  coimtiy 
whence  I  come,  we  are  called  by  our  father's  name,  added  to  our  own,  in 
lieu  of  surname.  From  time  almost  immemorial  my  ancestors  dwelt  in  a 
little  house  a  few  paces  within  the  gates  of  the  Jewish  quarter  of  Smyrna. 
Here  mv  ftither  followed  his  ftither's  trade,  and  dealt  in  spices  and  dirags, 
for  wbioh  he  was  fiamous  even  beyond  the  precincts  of  the  Ghetto;  and 
here  I  dwelt  with  him. 

When  but  a  mere  boy,  I  desired  to  marry  a  beautiful  maiden  living 
near  us:  my  father,  from  prudent  motives,  opposed  my  wishes.     For 


hif  coffin  clumped  together,  scarcely  had  the  thirty  days  of  mouminp* 
expired,  when  I  went  to  my  neighbour's  house  and  demanded  his 
daughter  hi  marriage. 

You  will  see  that  the  disobedience  of  the  son  was  avenged  aeventy* 
fold! 

My  wife,  after  some  few  years  of  marriage,  brought  me  but  one  diild, 
in  giving  life  to  whom,  she  sacrificed  her  own.  This  cluld,  my  daughter 
(whose  entrance  in  this  valley  of  the  shadow  was  embittered  by  the  loss 
of  one  whom  I  had  so  fondly  cherished),  was,  as  you  may  well  believe, 
very  dear  to  me.  I  tended  her  when  she  was  a  feeble  baoy;  I  watched, 
with  uncasing  care,  her  progress  firom  infancy  to  womanhood;  I 
w^hed  her,  Hei^ven  only  knows  how  fondly !  and  every  summer  that 
passed  fiboye  her  head,  taught  me  how  to  love  her  more  and  more. 

8he  had  no  wish  ungratified ;  every  girlish  fancy  was  anticipated.  I, 
and  all  about  me,  made  the  great  object  of  our  lives  to  give  her  pleasuie. 

But|  in  this  world,  I  have  learned  that  no  joy  lasts  for  ever. 

It  chanced  one   day — the  very  day  that  she  had  completed   her 
^hteepth  y^^t  ^^^  ^^  on®  of  tne  most  graceful  and  beautiful  of  ihm 
women  of  Smyrna — it  chanced  that  I  approached  her  room  unexpeot- 
edly.     What  was  my  astonishment,  on  entering,  to  perceive  thai  sh^ 
held  in  her  han4  a  portnut!     A  portrait! — ^whose  could  it  be?     I  knew^ 
that  such  taifles  were  forbidden  amongst  Mussulmans.     I  sprang  foiward, 
excitedly,  to  examine  the  picture.     She  made  an  effort  to  cqnce^  it ;  bufe 
I  tore  it  &om  l^er,  and  I  beheld  the  likeness  of  a  young  Christiaa — a 
merchant  who  lived  near  to  us,  without  the  Ghetto.     It  was,  I  say,  the 
likenpss  of  a  French  Christian,  an  alien  to  her  country,  an  alien  to  h^ 
brethren,  ai^  alien  to  her  feith.     Transported  by  my  fiiry,  I  asked  the 
meaning  of  this.     The  trembling  girl  threw  herself  at  my  feet,  and^ 
bu^rsting  into  tears,  endeavoured  to  assuage  my  anger,  and  tol4  me— 
horrible  tale  for  a  Jewish  father's  ears — told  me   that  she  loved  the 
Gentile  I     Yes,  she  told  me  she  loved  him ;  that  for  three  years  she  had 
cherishe4  her  love  in  secret ;  and  that  the  young  Christian  loved  her, 
tenderly,  in  return. 

Then,  when  I  heard  all — when  I  knew  all — I  cursed  the  Gentib 
aloud ;  I  cursed  him  ruthlessly;  and  I  had  also  cursed  my  child,  had  not 
the  sight  of  her  touching  and  tearfol  beauty  checked  my  voice ;  an4  the 
memory  of  her  dead  mother,  who  perished  to  give  me  my  d^u^^hter, 
s(§ye4  the  torrent  of  my  rage. 

I  tried  every  means — persuasions,  commands,  advioe,  appeal  Ito  hsv 
hearti  menace  of  onforgivrng  wrath — to  induce  her  to  abanaon  this  feuh 
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tii  AttNicbineatf  In  Tabiw-ui  vain  i  she  was  immovable  i  she  was  reso- 
lute Iq  lief  adherenoe  \o  her  unholy  a£Feetion.  At  last,  having  long 
itnigvled  to  ooxnbat  this  trouble,  I  resolved  on  taking  a  great  measure. 
I  8^  off  my  business,  quickly  and  therefopre  disadvantageously;  and 
tbfu,  withcmt  informing  any  one  of  my  intentions,  I  quitted  Smyrna 
foddeiihr,  taking  my  daughter  with  me. 

My  mnii  halt  wa9  at  a  small  town,  a  day's  journey  from  Smyrna;  I 
hired  two  qhambers  in  a  lonely  house,  and  prepared  to  pass  the  night 
there, 

Sady  the  nest  morning  I  rose  to  recommence  my  Journey.  I  soiight 
my  4tilgbW8  ebambop,  and  bid  her  prepare  to  accompany  me. 

My  God  I  she  bad  fled — fled  in  the  night — ^no  one  in  the  hou^ 
knew  when  nor  whither. 

Fast  as  the  fleetest  horse  could  fly,  I  sped  back  to  Smyrna,  and 
leami,  as  I  bad  expeeted,  that  the  young  Christian  had  left  the  town 
ibe  previous  morning.  My  suspicions  were  confirmed.  My  child;— my 
soulr-rmy  treasure  had  fled  with  the  alien.  The  great  storm  had  broken 
ovef  my  devoted  head.  * 

I  fomid  Smyrna  hateful  to  me;  I  placed  my  bags  of  sequins  on  a  mule, 
with  a  small  bale  of  produce  of  Anatolia,  and  quitted  for  ever  the  city 
in  which  I  was  bom,  where  my  fathers  were  buried,  and  where  I  had 
hoped  to  die. 

I  cpoased  the  Dardanelles,  and  fixed  my  residence  at  Constantineple ; 
but  die  remembrance  of  my  daughter  weighed  heavily  on  my  soul.  It 
gnawed  on  my  spirit     I  could  not  rest. 

I  made  unceasing  inquiries  at  the  various  embassies  in  Pera.  At 
length  my  efibrts  met  with  some  success.  I  obtained  af  the  French 
legation  a  due.  I  was  told  that,  about  dghteen  months  or  two  years 
befope^  two  persons,  answering  to  the  description  I  had  drawn,  had 
crosaed  the  m>ntier  dividing  Turkey  from  Hungary,  professinff  their  in- 
tenticm  to  proceed  to  France.  I  flew  to  Vienna;  thence  traced  the  route 
of  the  fugitives  to  Baden ;  from  Baden  to  Aiz-la-Chapelle;  and  there 
lost  the  thread  of  their  progress  for  some  time.  At  last,  I  was  enabled 
to  trace  them  to  Strasburg ;  and,  after  a  ceaseless  and  terrible  search 
that  lasted  three  years,  I  succeeded  in  procuring  information  that  persons, 
answering  to  the  appearance  of  my  daughter  and  her  husband,  had 
arrived  some  three  months  previously  in  Paris,  and  had  taken  up  iheir 
residence  in  the  Rue  Maubuee,  a  small,  mean  street  in  one  of  the  most 
unwholeaome  quarters  of  Paris,  the  one  inhabited  by  the  lower  classes 
of  Jews. 

When  I  remember  all  I  suffered  during  my  three  years'  search — ^the 
frequently  fruitiess  expeditions,  the  sleepless  nights,  the  restiess  days ; 
when  I  remember  how  full  my  joy  was  when  I  thought  that  I  should 
again  see  my  child  and  meet  her  destroyer  face  to  fece,— »I  do  not 
wonder  that  I  knelt  down,  overpowered,  on  the  threshold  of  the  house 
where  I  learnt  the  last  intelligence,  and  gave  way — ^fov  the  first  time  for 
yean — to  frantic  tears  I 

[Here  the  Jew  paused,  and,  after  a  moment's  hedtation,  proceeded  as 
fblbws:] 

I  went  soon  to  the  Rue  Maubuee,  a  mean  and  narrow  lane,  unwhole- 
some^ as  you,  perhaps,  know  some  quarters  of  that  city  to  be.     I  entered 
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house  after  houBe,  careless  of  the  fact  that  in  some  places  I  was  ridiculed 
as  a  madman ;  in  others,  scouted  as  an  agent  of  police.  At  length,  in  one 
house,  I  was  informed  there  resided  a  lady  wno  could  speak  but  little 
French,  or  even  Grerman,  a  favourite  dialect  of  that  part  of  Paris.  I 
begged  the  porter  to  show  me  her  room ;  I  fancied  he  hesitated,  so  I 
pushed  some  gold  into  his  hand,  and  foUowed  him  up  a  filthy  and  daric 
staircase  to  an  apartment  at  the  very  top  of  the  house.  We  paused 
before  the  door ;  it  was  open.     I  was  to  see  my  child  again ! 

I  do  not  remember  how  I  entered,  or  what  f  sud  or  saw,  at  first  I 
only  know — I  only  recal  to  mind — that  I  found  myself  on  my  knees 
before  a  low  bed,  on  which  lay  a  pale,  emaciated,  feeble  creature,  who 
pressed  my  hands  in  hers,  and  said  sne  was  my  d^ijq^ter. 

She  knew  me  again,  despite  the  sorrows  and  the  toils  that  had  furrowed 
my  brow  and  blanched  my  hair.  I  think,  if  my  memory  fails  me  not, 
that  I  did  not  recognise  her ;  she  was  so  changed ;  she  was  beautiful  no 
more;  her  hands  that  held  mine  were  cold  and  numbed,  as  if  the  yeins 
that  crossed  them  were  bloodless  utterly ;  her  hair  was  g^y — not  twenty- 
five  years  old,  and  her  hair  all  grey !  Her  very  voice  had  changed  its 
tone.  Oh,  Heaven !  what  affony  I  Six  years  since  I  had  seen  her  last, 
and  the  father  did  not  know  his  child  agidn. 

But  she ! — she  looked  at  me  intently ;  she  caUed  me  by  my  name ; 
said  she  was  my  child,  and  sank  back,  speechless,  in  a  heavy  fiunt.  She 
recovered  soon,  however,  to  tell  me  that  she  was  more  wretched  than 
human  lip  had  power  to  describe,  and  that  her  life  hung  on  my  for- 
giveness. 

My  forgiveness !  poor  child !  Who,  with  a  father's  heart,  could  have 
steeled  his  spirit  against  the  daughter  who  had  been  torn  from  him  for 
six  long  years,  and  then  restored,  steeped  in  the  darkest  misery  ?  What 
father,  then,  could  have  remembered  that  she  had  erred  against  his 
honour,  ay,  or  against  his  faith  ?  What  father,  then,  could  have  coldly 
seen  her  tears  and  heard  her  plaintive  prayers  ?  What  father,  of  human 
mould,' but  would  have  done  as  I  did  in  that  awful  moment — I,  who 
clasped  my  sinning  g^rl  to  my  torn  breast,  and  laid  my  hand  g^tly  on 
her  head,  to  bless  her  as  I  blest  her  in  the  olden  days,  when  her  soul 
knew  no  impurity,  and  her  heart  no  pang  ? 

And  then,  as  she  laid  on  my  breast,  she  told  me  a  sad  story  for  a 
father's  ear.  She  said  that  she  had,  at  first,  fled  with  the  Gentile  to 
Turkey,  and  thence,  by  the  route  I  have  alluded  to,  she  went  to  Paris. 
He  had,  in  the  beginnmg,  treated  her  kindly,  and  even  lovingly ;  but 
when  they  once  touched  the  soil  of  France  his  manner  changed  graduaUy 
towards  her— his  voice  became  more  harsh,  his  conduct  more  austere,  his 
words  less  gently  chosen,  until,  at  last,  he  treated  her  with  rough 
unkindness. 

A  child  was  bom  to  her  at  Strasburg.  After  tiie  birth  of  their  baby 
he  began  to  return  to  his  former  bearing  towards  her ;  his  manner  some- 
what softened ;  he  hired  elegant  rooms  for  her,  and  rendered  her  all 
requisite  attention.  When  the  child  was  some  six  months  old,  her  seducer 
left  her  for  a  journey  of  some  weeks.  He  returned,  unexpectedly,  in  the 
middle  of  a  wintry  night,  bid  her  prepare  to  go  with  him  on  a  second 
tour,  placed  her  in  a  carriage  that  waited  at  the  door,  and  removed  her  by 
rapid  stages  to  Paris. 
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.  Amying  there,  he  drove  to  the  miserable  house  in  the  Rue  Maubu6e, 
where  she  then  stayed ;  left  her  there  with  her  baby ;  and  after  she 
had  been  a  few  hours  in  Paris,  he  quitted  her  room,  placing  in  her  hands 
a  hundred  francs,  and  a  few  words  written  on  a  slip  of  paper ;  and  she 
never  saw  him  more ! 

On  the  paper  the  heartless  ruffian  had  inscribed  these  cruel  words : 

*  The  dwighter  who  deserted  her  father,  can  have  but  little  cause  to 
blame  the  lover  who  deserts  his  mistress.' 

She  was  then  desolate — I  shudder  to  think  how  desolate !  And  now, 
in  her  cold  solitude,  remorse — which  the  voice  of  passion  had  long 
stifled — burst  on  her  soul  in  merciless  violence.  The  memory  of  the 
past  was  more  cruel  to  her  than  the  anticipation  of  the  future.  It  is  not 
so  much  the  sorrow  undeserved  that  drives  men  mad,  as. the  tortures  of 
remorse  ;  and  thus  her  agony  grew  strong,  almost  beyond  endurance. 

And  then  came  another  sorrow :  a  fearful  disease,  working  premature 
decay,  poisoned  the  currents  of  her  blood.  She  pined  mentally,  and 
wasted  bodily.     The  sword  and  its  scabbard  were  destroyed  in  unison. 

I  will  not  prolong  the  story  of  her  sufferings.  Let  it  be  enough  to 
say,  that,  as  she  finished  the  terrible  recital,  she  drew  the  last  coin  left  her 
from  beneath  her  pillow,  and,  pointing  to  her  sleeping  baby,  she  said, 
caknhr, 

^  Now  that  thou  hast  come,  my  fether,  I  shall  be  saved  one  punish- 
ment, at  least.     I  shall  not  see  my  daughter  perish  before  mine  eyes.' 

I  spoke  to  her  in  the  language  of  her  fatners,  the  language  that  she 
had  never  heard  in  the  stranger  land.  I  told  her  how  I  had  travelled 
over  weary  leagues  of  rugged  ground  to  have  the  joy  of  meeting  her  again ; 
and  how  I  readily  fore^ve  her  every  pang  her  waywardness  had  caused 
me;  and  how  I  felt  tnat,  afler  all,  perhaps  I — not  she — should  bear  the 
greater  blame,  for  not  considering  more  generously  the  impulses  of  youth : 
for,  do  you  see,  she  vras  my  daughter!  Then  I  besought  her,  by  all  the 
love  she  bore  me,  to  strive,  ^dth  pious  earnestness,  to  banish  from  her 
mind  all  memory  of  the  alien:  then,  we  might  fling  oblivion  over  all 
past  sorrows,  ana  live  as  if  trouble  had  never  fallen  on  our  dwelling. 

But  she  said  all  such  hope  was  vain ;  that  she  knew  she  was  dying, 
and  now  could  die  in  peace,  since  she  had  seen  me  again  and  had  been 
forgiven.  She  only  asked  to  leave  her  child  in  my  care ;  but,  when  she 
placed  the  smiling  haby  in  my  arms,  I  had,  for  one  moment,  a  thought 
of  casting,  from  me  that  fruit  of  an  unholy  alliance — the  o&pring  of  him 
who  had  worked  the  disgrace  of  my  daughter  and  the  dishonour  of  my 
house.  But  better  feelings  drove  the  shadow  forth ;  for,  sir,  it  was  my 
daughter's  child. 

A&st  we  had  talked  ffently  and  calmly  for  a  time,  and  she  had  told 
me  that  her  seducer  was  known  by  the  name  of  Victor  Armand  (a  name, 
I  pray  you,  sir,  never  to  forget),  I  thought  she  seemed  to  raUy ;  her  voice 
grew  more  firm,  her  spirits  cheered;  she  even  spoke  of  recovery; 
thought  that  my  presence  gave  her  new  vigour,  and  that  she  could  go 
with  me  and  lier  baby  to  some  tranquil  and  secluded  place;  fer,  far 
from  the  stranger  land  of  pollution,  beneath  the  sunny  sky  of  the 
father-home.  There  might  she  learn  forgetfulness  at  last;  so  only 
that  she  went  away — far  away — from  the  scene  of  her  misery  and  sin. 
And  so  the  night  wore  on.  But,  before  morning  broke,  she  relapsed 
fataUy.     Suddenly,  a  great  change  took  place.     Suddenly,  the  cup  of 
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hope  I  hid  dAi^  to  raise  to  my  lipe  was  dashed  {niileasly  ilwft¥.  Sud- 
denly, the  heart  that  was  pressed  to  tnine^  fluttered  and  Stdppea  its  KSt- 
less  throhs.  Suddenly,  a  horrid  instinct  told  nie  that  my  danghtei^  Gfid 
help  me!  my  daught^  was  dead! 

I  heard  a  piercing  shriek  break  £rom  her  lips,  ad  tile  sotd  WingOd  its 
course  to  Hteren.  I  looked  at  her  hoB^  and  knew  Ull  thetL  Wbaiiieed 
to  grasp  htt  pulse  or  touch  her  lips*  Ohl  sir^  my  heart  wtts  desc^Ale,  in 
truth  ;  my  child  was  dead. 

[Again  the  wanderer  paused,  and^  bending  his  bhiw  on  Ids  hftbdl^  the 
hot  tears  fell  fiMt  down  nis  furrowed  chee^.  It  \i  ttol  mMt  to  tee  H 
childless  firther's  grief,  so  I  turned  my  head  ^de,  ulitil  hd  tWun^d  his 
stoTjri] 

Sir  (he  coiitinued,  in  a  tremulous  vdice),  I  can  weep  noW|  ^^  I  hid 
no  tearsi  And  when  my  dl^ughter  was  liud  in  her  graire^  told  her  baby 
beside  her,  for  the  bud  perished  with  the  parent  floWer^  Whikt  ttd  hAd  I 
to  hold  me  to  life  ?  What  more  use  was  I  in  the  broad  Wolfld  F  Whailitll[ 
could  bind  me  to  eiistenoe?  I  had  nothing  more  to  loVe— I  had  nothing 
more  to  guard—I  had  nothing  more  to  ding  to.  No,  idr,  that  Was  trtie ; 
butlliV^still,  for  my  task  was  not  complete.  I  had  to  avenge,  to  littBng^ 
my  daughtei^*B  misety,  her  dishonour,  and  her  death  t 

[As  he  said  those  words,  if  tears  still  gushed  from  his  breast,  dM  ^ 
thM  must  hate  raged  there  had  surely  dried  tip^  etermdly^  tiie  blessed 
fount.] 

Sir  (be  went  on  to  say),  had  you  seen  yotdr  only  child  in  the  lUM  gfeat 
agony — ^had  you  heard  ner  thrilling  shriek  as  her  spirit  tuM  itkelf  kwaV 
^^had  dying  eyes  been  fixed  on  yours  with  n  glance  of  sudl  iMHttlMbfe 
angui8h--^had  you  seen  all  that  I  have  Seen,  that  t  Sli#  ill  thai 
supreme  hour t— oh!  believe  me»  you  would  have  dashed  Irdtn  ydtfr  heart 
all  gentle  thoughts  everlastingly;  you  would  have  yielded  fidth^  rdigiOdi 
charity,  all  to  the  excess  of  your  misely  t  you  Would  have  dOmd  M  Inihre 
done,  of  you  are  not  human;  you  would  have  sworn  by  the  told  ecrifise 
of  your  dead  tshild  die  oath  I  swore  |.  you  would  haVe  pl*ayed  the  ptHyifr 
I  prayed^  you  would  hate  framed  ihe  curse  I  framed;  and  ydU  Wduld 
have  asked  the  God  who  afflicted  you  never  to  let  yout  boues  t^  id  the 
grave  till  the  death-hour  of  your  child  was  avenged! 

So}  for  dreary  years — I  do  not  know  how  many,  I  never  eiHA  to 
count-^I  have  sought  the  ruffian,  for  he  dwells  in  Uiis  eountnr ;  t  hate 
sought  him  fyit  lonesome,  toiling  days;  and  I  must  Seek  him  stilL  I  tell 
you,  I  must  seek  him  till  I  die!  (continued  the  IsrA^te)  fty,  tbiMigh  I 
Uve  for  ages!  though  I  live  till  my  Very  memoty  Mis  lil^,  ftnd  I  ^ftfgelk 
all — all  the  past— except  that  one  great  agony  which  diives  lUd  fi^Ul^  S 
Wanderer  on  the  cdd  face  of  earthi  I  shdl  live  uudl  I  Uieet  him  wliom 
I  have  dutsed  in  my  soul-^and  tftrik^  him  to  the  gh)Und*'»td  ftteUgid  tbi 
dying  anguiih  of  my  lost  darling  in  her  mUrdet^'s  Uood!** 

"  Hush!"  sftid  I^  gMusfoing  his  il»U;  «<  remember  thiU  our  Q0d  Mid) 

<  VeUgeance  is  mhi^  had  I  wiU  l^y !'  ** 

<<  I  do  remombm'  it»"  he  Answered,  bitteriy ;  <<  but  He  told  us,  alsO$  to 

<  trend  the  Hon  under  foot^  imd  tear  the  teeth  from  the  mouUi  of  the 
dragon.'    This  is  my  mission.*' 

'<  But,"  I  asked,  <<  is  this  the  Sole  object  of  your  life  ?  Do  you  wander 
forth-M>ld|  pooi*!  wretched^— to  wftek  an  unholy  vengeance  on  him  who 
wronged  your  child ;  and  fiH"  nd  othel*  pui'po^  ?^ 
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^*  Do  not  call  it  unholy^  replied  the  Jew.  '^  Heaven  will  give  me  the 
power  to  fulfil  a  portion  of  the  bitter,  bitter  curse  that  burst  from  my  lips 
over  mj  girFs  dead  body.  No !  no  1  by  the  grave  of  my  father,  by  my 
hopes  of  redemption,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  never  will  forget  my  daugnter  s 
faitowell  erjr^  atsd  I  never  will  forgive  the  fiend  who  imi^hnrea  her  T 

''But  does  not  livery  memory  of  yonr  past  marow"  laskedi  **  bring 
gentler  thoughts  to  your  Duruing  breast  ?" 

<< Gentler  thoughts!''  hd  atiswefed:  ''1  tell  ytrtl  I  have  had  no  gentle 
thoughts  for  years.  All  tenderness  is  quenched  for  me  eternally.  I 
know  no  peace,  nor  hope^  nor  rest,  save  ihere  alone/^  pointing  towards 
heaven  with  his  thin  hand«  As  he  spokd  theie  meknoholy  inrtds,  he  bowed 
profoundly  and  passed  otl  his  if  ^tf  Way^-^  Idndy  wilild«M!  feeble  as  a 
mere  child  physically,  yet  morally  io  strong  in  piii'posei  A  madness,  a 
horrid  longing  that  must  be  bootless,  and  would  be  immeasurably  culpable 
if  gratified,  drove  him  on  imceasingly.  In  'the  frantic  hope  that  pos- 
SM6d  hilii,  he  hiid  dmodt  forgott^  the  intetidtv  (^  hk  IMfrcfWi  As  I 
Mid  before,  a  ragiflg  fli^  df  vdngeancd  iti^  up  thd  fotmt  df  (cMiM  fHf^ 
his  withered  breast ! 

A  few  tuanths  aflel*  thiit  iidventtM,  I  W^  driving  ihidttgh  tiia  (kranty 
town  of  L^-^  early  in  tile)  motnitig.  Thei^  tniit  A  greAt  cttmi  m  Vtm 
ttutfket-place,  with  &ces  upturned  io  whete  th«}  slfifd  giol  6fM  Un  dtUlt 
•bd  dgly  fixmt.  FdUdWlng  the  ditecfion  of  the  thotUMIild  eager  ey^  1 
mkm  tiUdetstdod  the  cJ^uis^  that  had  draWil  th6  multiiddi)  to^^ief.  A 
ttuUL  had  jiiil  Stttfefed  the  hideotls  and  disgtistln?  deilth  whidl,  de^ie 
aor  stridei  in  citilisfttion  mi  mtr  cottipreheHsion  c?  tellg^ott,  <mr  l^fgidiii* 
tdft  srill  venture  io  inflict  ob  thd  felon,  and  to  mflke  a  leMdti  (HeiiyMi 
knows  how  evil  in  effect)  ia  thelt  less  enlightened  fellows.  A  qtdv^rlng 
form  was  httUging  ^nl  a  cord  in  the  writhing  agotlles  of  death,  lOidfirom 
Ins  convtdslve  toitdtes  the  multitttde  were — to  team! — to  learn  to  respect 
the  peace  and  pity  the  sufferings  of  others.  VtotA  the  muntinr  in  the 
cftrwd  I  toon  heard  all  narticulats  of  the  culprit.  He  was  a  Frenchman ; 
i  noted  highwayman,  wno  had  had  recourse  to  that  guilty  life  ifier  losing 
lis  wealth  at  the  gambling  table.  He  was  still  young  $  his  name  was 
lector  ArtnUnd.  And  so  the  vengeance  of  Heaven  kid,  at  last,  been 
wrought,  and  the  pursuer  knew  it  not.  The  body  of  the  polliltet  Winred 
ffisgracefnlly  in  the  wind,  and  the  wronged  old  man  still  went  his  lodely 

3r,  and  still  Wotild  toil  in  pursuance  of  his  hopeless  plumose,  Until  his 
brings  shchild  cease  beneath  the  cold  sod  that  his  weary  feet  were  tfeid^ 
ing.  For,  who  shaU  deny  this  immutable  truth?  God  reserves  io  Mmself 
iloUe  the  chastisement  of  the  guilty — ^the  retribution  of  the  tnthleti; 
Vengeance  beloiigii  id  Him-^<'  Ho  will  repay." 
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BSnrO  THE  EIGHTH  CHAPTER  OF   <'lNCn>£NTS  OF  THE  ROAD;  OB, 

pasbagbs  fbom  the  life  of  a  cohmebcial  tbayslleb.'' 

Bt  Joseph  Anthony,  Jun. 

Let  me  play  the  fool ; 

With  mirth  and  Uugfater  let  old  wrinkleB  come ; 

And  let  my  liyer  rather  heat  with  wine, 

Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 

Why  should  a  man  whose  blood  is  warm  within  him. 

Sit  like  his  grandsire  cat  in  alabaster? 

Shakbpbarb. 

''  Stop,  coachman,  stop !"  exclaimed  a  yoice,  as  her  Majesty's  mail, 

wheeling  round  by  the  Talbot  Inn,  after  its  detour  to  W ^  entered 

again  the  road  to  S . 

*^  Not  a  penny,  you  blundering  dodpole;  and  as  to  the  people  at  the 
inn,  present  my  compliments,  and  ask  if  I  shall  recommend  them  to  the 
Bible  Society?  A  nice  bunch  of  ye,  truly ;  driye  on,  ooachee;  all  right. 
To  tell  me, '  continued  the  speaker,  as  he  adjusted  his  cloak  on  the  seat 
which  he  had  taken ;  '^  to  tell  me  the  mail  had  gone,  that  they  might  se- 
cure me  for  the  night  in  such  a  cut-throat  hole.  Licensed  to  deal  in  liquors, 
indeed ;  licensed  to  deal  in  lies  rather — informing  me  to  the  nicety  of  a 
second  how  long  since  the  last  coach  had  gone,  and  here  I  am.  He  that 
hath  ears  to  hear  let  him  hear,  I  say ;  but  for  the  mellifluous  notes  of 
the  guard's  horn  I  should  most  unmistakably  haye  been  booked  for  the 
night,  in  a  room  where  I  found  the  winds  playing  hide  and  seek,  and 
blue  devils  written  in  every  comer.    Too  bad,  sir,  too  bad!*' 

Sitting  on  the  box  seat,  I  had  only  obtained  a  glance  at  the  new  comer 
as  he  mounted  the  coach,  occupying  a  place  behind  me;  but  when  he  had 
thus  given  vent  to  his  spleen,  and  believing  the  '*  too  bad,  sir,'*  to  be 
addressed  to  myself,  I  turned  to  inquire  into  the  particulars,  and  to  look 
at  the  speaker. 

He  was  apparently  something  under  thirty,  and  good-looking,  intelli- 
gence and  humour  speaking  in  his  eyes  together.  He  was  well  dressed, 
and.there  was,  moreover,  that  particular  style  in  his  general  appearance, 
which,  although  aided  by,  is  still  independent  of  figtu^,  a  well-cut  coat,  or 
tie  of  the  cravat.  His  luggage  consisted  of  a  small  carpet-bag,  which, 
with  a  very  handsomely  chased  silver-headed  walking-stick,  he  carried  in 
his  hand.  From  some  place  in  the  neighbourhood,  to  the  inn  where  we 
had  taken  him  up,  it  appeared  he  had  posted,  with  the  view  of  being  in 
time  for  the  mail,  and  on  his  arrival  had  been  solemnly  assured  by  the 
people  at  the  Talbot  that  the  last  coach  had  passed  a  few  minutes  before. 
Wmlst  inspecting  the  only  spare  bedroom  which  the  place  afforded^  and 
debating  in  his  mind  which  would  be  most  desirable,  the  boards  or  the 
bed,  for  his  couch  when  he  should  retire  to  rest,  the  blast  of  a  horn  had 
caught  his  ear,  and  he  had  instantly  beat  a  retreat  from  the  place,  address- 
ing the  compound  of  waiter,  boots,  and  ostler,  who,  requesting  a  fee^ 
followed  in  his  wake,  as  we  have  already  heard. 
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I  rarely  pass  fire  minutes  in  the  company  of  aqy  indiridual  without 
forming  an  opinion  as  to  his  occupation,  profession,  and  station  in  life ;  in 
this  instance,  however,  my  speculations  were  completely  baffled.  At  one 
time  I  judged  the  stranger  to  belong  to  the  same  brotherhood  as  myself 
and  soled  the  conversation  that  ensued  between  us  as  to  test  the  correct- 
ness of  my  surmise,  and  this  soon  revealed  that  to  be  right  I  must  try 
again.  As  we  proceeded,  it  next  occurred  to  me  that  he  was,  in  all  pro- 
bability, an  attorney  or  a  surgeon,  practising  in  one  of  the  small  towns  in 
the  neighbourhood,  or,  not  unlikely,  in  S ,  the  place  of  our  destina- 
tion. This  hypothesis  was,  however,  upset  by  some  remarks  which,  in  the 
course  of  our  colloquy,  he  made,  showing  tnat  he  belonged  to  neither  of 
the  professions  named,  as  also  by  his  intimating  that  he  knew  little  or 
notmng  of  the  country  through  which  we  were  passing,  never  having 
visited  it  before. 

As  we  approached  the  end  of  our  journey  I  was  pleased  to  think  that 
my.  companionship  with  the  stranger  was  about  to  terminate,  for  calling 
to  mind  the  scantiness  of  his  luggage,  and  my  coojectures  of  his  being  a 
respectable  something  having  given  place  to  a  slight  suspicion  that  he  was 
not  unlikely  to  belong  to  that  Academy  of  Arts  whose  members  are  best 
known  as  the  '^  swell  mob,"  I  felt  not  a  little  anxious  on  our  arrival  at 
S—  in  seeing  my  luggage  safely  deposited  in  the  lobby  of  the  King's 
Arms,  under  the  immediate  care  and  superintendence  of  Mr.  Boots. 

On  descending  from  the  coach  and  about  to  bid  good  nieht  to  the 
gentleman  with  the  carpet-bag,  judge  my  astonishment,  and,  with  my 
later  impressions  of  his  character,  my  annoyance,  on  hearing  him  exclaim, 

*'  Oh !  you  are  stopping  here,  the  King's  Arms ;  a  good  house,  I  doubt 
not ;  here,  too,  will  I  pitch  my  tent,"  and  foUowing  me  into  the  commer- 
cial  room,  he  proceeded  to  ring  the  bell,  as  he  said,  that  he  might  see  a 
bed-chamber  at  once.  For  a  moment  I  hesitated  whether  or  not  to  beat 
a  retreat  from  the  place;  it  then  occurred  to  me  that  I  could  not  with 
justice  quit  a  house  which  I  had  visited  for  years,  merely  because  the 
stranger  had  chosen  to  avail  himself  of  the  accommodation  it  afiForded. 
Besides,  I  had  only  to  intimate  to  him  that  not  being  '^  one  of  us"  he  was 
sot  privileged  to  use  the  room  into  which  he  had  followed  me,  and  so  get 
rid  of  him.  But  again,  my  suspicions  might  be  wrong ;  we  had  been  ex- 
ceedingly chatty  during  our  journeying  together ;  he  was  exceedingly 
amusing.  I  might  in  my  suspicion  be  doing  bun  injustice,  and  by  so  acting 
deprive  myself  of  a  very  agreeable  companion.  Whilst  the  subject  of 
these  speculations  was  up-stairs  seeing  a  bedroom,  I  interrogated  mine 
host  whether  or  not  he  knew  the  stranger  who  had  arrived  with  me  by 
the  maiL  Boniface  was  somewhat  surprised  at  the  question:  he  thought 
that  the  gentleman  with  ihe  little  luggage  was  a  friend  of  mine;  and  I 
verily  beheve  my  question  was  the  cause  of  a  communication  being  made 
by  toe  landlord  to  all  the  functionaries  of  the  establishment,  to  keep  an 
eye  on  the  silver  spoons  and  the  stranger. 

I  was  engaged  looking  over  a  newspaper  when  my  coach  companion 
again  entered  the  room.  Advancing  to  the  mirror  over  the  fireplace,  to 
contemplate  the  tie  of  his  cravat,  in  a  tone  of  voice  as  though  he  had 
known  me  as  many  years  as  we  had  been  together  hours,  he  addressed  me 
with  something  like  the  following : 

"  Ha!  deep  in  the  Times  I  ooo    what  says  the  Thunderer  to-day? 


806  tfiifi  tmftirowir. 

By-tiid-way,  hftte  ydu  dbdei^  difiDef  ?    Yoti  httto )  that's  Well-^ft  joifit 
ftt  th6  fire  ready  in  ten  minntes ;  that'i  beiter^sball  be  hAppj  to  jekl 

ydti?" 

<'  Most  hap^,"  I  rcturtied,  Wondering  who  tb«  detil  ih«  felldw  MM 
be.  There  was  a  frankness  about  him^  a  buoyincy  and  spirit  in  hii 
language,  and  his  looks  quite  iitesistible^  lind  hf  the  time  tiiat  we  M 
doWD  to  dinner  I  h^  banished  all  ii^serv^  and  we  diatted  and  laughed 
agftln  like  old  friends  met  together^  I'he  sf raiiget  seemed  td  6t^  lik 
dmner. 

<<  Ye^rday,"  said  he,  <<  I  dined  witil  an  fttatiqne }  nne  of  the  did  M^bddl 

<— how  diffbrent  to  this ;  nothing  lik6  enjoying  bne^i  t;ase  at  an  itxtu   Of 

formal  dinn^  Fm  heartily  sick.     Ate  yon  familiar  With  Pope's  deMrip- 

tion  of  one: 

A  fiolemn  Mutflflde  performed  in  istMt 
Ton  drink  l^  measure^  and  to  mUiutes  eat. 
Bo  quick  retires  each  flyinff  coufse,  you'd  swear 
Sancho's  dread  doctor  and  his  wand  were  there ; 
In  plenty  starving,  tantalised  in  state; 
And  complaisantiy  help'd  to  all  t  hate/' 

To  prolong  onf  sittings  after  dinnei-  I  proposed  desert  and  another 
bottle.  What  was  it  that  my  lively  companion  did  not  know?  What 
was  the  snbjeet  with  which  he  was  not  qmte  at  home  ?  What  the  theme 
around  which  his  wit  did  not  illumingly  play?  He  was  eridently  enjoy- 
ing a  fhll  flow  of  animal  spirits  |  and  I  doubt  not,  that  finding  I  appreciAted 
the  many  ended  things  he  gave  utterance  td,  was  an  additional  induce- 
ment for  him  to  show  me  the  extent  of  the  store  from  whieh  he  ao  pro- 
digally drewi 

He  was  a  strange  compound,  and  puzaled  me  not  a  little. 

*'  Fm  not  a  commercial  man/'  said  he,  "  but  I  like  the  commercial 
body  and  ^e  commercial  room.'' 

<*  You  ate  aware,  then,"  I  returned  with  a  smile,  '*  that  dur  table  alwa^ 
commands  the  pick  of  the  larder  and  the  best  bin." 

<<  I  know  it  weU ;  but  that  is  not  the  inducement,  beliete  ms  |  no,  it  is 
the  variety  of  character  one  meets  with.  I  have  passed  very  agtdeaUe 
hours  in  tne  commercial  room,  and  met  with  many  v^  pleasanli  fine*' 
hearted  fellows  amongst  the  body — some,  it  is  true,  rather  the  revene, 
but  I  must  confess  they  appear  to  be  very  few/' 

I  need  scarcely  say,  that  I  was  pleased  to  hear  my  cotepanioii  ilnis 
speak  of  Our  brotherhood  i  and  I  told  him,  in  return^  that  he  did  but 
justice  to  the  body  generally  in  the  remarks  he  had  made^ 

And  here  let  me  take  this  O|pportunity  to  acknowledge  the  ddmpH- 
ment  paid  to  ns  by  a  public  wrftet — an  anthof  who  revMded  hie  gtniiiB 
when  he  wrotd  "Vh^ins"  and  the  '<Hunehba6k"-^-Jatiiei  SheHdan 
Knowles.  Here  let  me  declare,  that  he  hai  not  done  the  body  moia 
than  Justice  in  the  eulogiums  passed  by  him  on  the  eommetoiid  men  g<dne- 
rally,  his  knowledge  arising  from  hts  atdWed  enjoyed  oompanioosyp 
with  them.  Geoffi'ey  Crayon,  when  in  England,  mingled  with  m 
commercials;  he  also  speaks  of  them,  but  merely  with  a  pleasant  ccm- 
ceit,  comparing  them  to  the  knight:^  of  old,  and  ably  illustattng  the 
simile.     But  since  the  gentle  Oeofirey's  fitsi  wandering  in  Englaiid,  a 


dlMig^  a  tery  gfreat  change,  has  taken  plaise  in  the  brotherhood;  abd 
wm  h!&  to  write  another  sketch'-book  in  itk  ootibtTT)  I  am  inclined  td 
MiSte  that  Inringfd  fti^ating  peti  wdtdd  treat  more  lArgelj  of  comttieiv 
eU  tratdlera  as  a  now  intelligent  body^  seeing  much  of  the  world,  and 
WhMD  lirM  are^  indeed,  as  full  of  strange  adventure  as  thd  errant  knights 
flifold. 

lliejr  who,  guided  by  the  general  excellence  bf  Bhtckwood^B  Magazinei 
Wky  Hftre  fbrmed  an  opinion  of  the  commercial  body  bjr  a  series  of  articles 
iriucfa,  under  the  title  of  "  The  Northern  Circuit,"  some  time  ago  ap- 
peared in  its  pages,  would  probably  be  surprised  to  hear,  that  however 
ttttch  of  Amusement  the  writer  wrotight  out  of  the  subject,  he  therein  dis- 
tolijfed  tSOiliplete  ignorance  of  the  customs  of  commeh^ial  trareUe^  whom 
m  sd^efed  as  fit  vehicles  fbr  the  fictitious  coinitig  of  his  brain,  utader  the 
ANhblAncd  of  thie  pictures  of  the  realities  of  life.  As  far  as  they  answefed 
kili  pnrpo^,  he  might  just  as  well  have  chosen  the  members  of  the  Bullock 
fllKlithy  Tripe  and  Tr^usle  Cliib,  or  the  Sons  of  Harmony^  who  Vegetate 
ki  llie  dasSic  purlieus  of  Chowbeni 

Had  the  author  of  the  ''  Northern  Circuit"  written  on  the  subject 
ihfee  paMi)  of  a  century  ago,  his  articles,  even  then,  would  have  be^  a 
Hbel  upoU  the  class  selected  as  a  fit  subject  for  his  efforts  at  vrit ;  at 
dM  pi^esetit  period,  the  least  of  their  qualifications  is  that  they  can  cor-^ 
tfeetty  speak  thdr  mother  tongue,  denied  them  by  the  author  in  question, 
tlid  puts  language  into  their  mouths  that  would  disgrace  a  dustman^ 
Hl^  if  I  akn  not  greatly  mistaken,  there  is  not  one  out  of  eVery  hundred 
df  die  tiiirty  thousand  commercial  travellers  in  Great  Britain  who  is  not 
ilifflciently  cOUversant  with  letters  to  detect  the  great  inferiority  of  the 
papers  alluded  to,  as  compared  with  the  general  contents  of  Blackwood, 
Ulaeed,  I  am  inclined  to  believe  the  articles  were  admitted  to  that  able 
^tdUication  through  an  error,  or  that  great  Christopher  had  such  a  fit  of 
die  gout  at  the  time,  that,  had  they  been  submitted  to  him,  he  would 
llive  cried  '^  Pass  "  to  the  lucubrations  of  Dubbs  the  Dustman. 

To  retuhi  to  the  Unknown. 

OUr  wine  and  filberts  finished,  my  companion  proposed  a  walk,  to 
Whieh  i  assented.     He  took  my  arm  With  all  the  familiarity  of  an  old 

loquaifitftUce,  and  forth  into  the  streets  of  S we  sallied.     As  vre 

strolled  thi*ough  the  busy  thoroughfares,  my  companion  seemed  to  have 
eMei«d  oh  a  field  iu  which  his  conversational  powers  were  peculiarly 
fitted  fbt^  display.  There  was  point  and  originality  in  all  his  observations ; 
mk  occasional  vein  of  sarcasm  revealing  itself  in  his  commentaries  on 
ttlto  and  things  which,  together  with  dottings  of  philosophical  speCu- 
lattoh  amidst  Us  hilarity^  surprised  me  not  a  little,  and  left  me  more 
tkiil  eveir  pUiasled  with  the  Unknown. 

Well  do  I  remember  how  heartily  I  laughed  at  the  remarks  which 
he  made  on  a  big  six-foot  fellow,  who,  in  a  cohfectioner^s  shop,  we  saw 
feitidili^  some  of  the  minute  sweets  to  a  little  child,  which  could  Scarce 
liiidi  i£e  top  of  the  counter  with  the  equivalent ;  and  also  hoW  readily  I 
Jtfned  him  in  the  sudden  change  of  his  manner,  when,  a  little  after,  in  a 
llkie  of  Sympathy,  he  stopped  to  express  his  pity  fbr  a  poor  pale-faced 
%6iiiaA  who  Was  staggering  towards  us  beneath  a  heavy  burden,  With  a 
tttle  ha]f*starved  urchin  walking  by  her  side,  and  holding  on  by  her  dress. 

Although  regarding  my  companion  with  a  favourable  eye,  kn(>Wing 


208  THE  UNKKOWN. 

pretty  well  what  humaa  nature  is  capable  of,  I  did  not  oease  to  hold  my- 
self prepared  for  any  revelation  whidi  would  prove  that  his  designs  were 
sinister.  Thus  on  my  guard,  I  turned  suddenly  round  from  gaans^  at 
some  object  to  which  he  had  directed  my  attention  in  an  opposite  duneo- 
tion,  and,  with  the  colour  mantling  my  cheeks,  caught  hinii  readsr, 
not  attempting  an  exploration  of  the  interior  of  my  pocket,  but  in  the 
act  of  thrusting  some  money  into  the  hand  of  the  pde-faoed,  half- 
starved-Iooking  child,  which  I  have  mentioned  as  trottmg  by  the  side 
of  the  heavily-burdened  woman. 

At  this  moment  a  number  of  people  who  had  been  witnessing  the  per- 
formance of  an  illusionist,  who  designated  himself  the  Wizard  of  the 
South,  issued  from  the  Town-Hall,  where  the  exhibition  had  taken  place ; 
and  as  they  came  thronging  up  the  street  towards  where  we  stood,  my 
strange  companion,  suddenly  quitting  my  arm,  hastened  to  and  ascended 
some  stone  steps,  which,  basing  a  lamp-post,  occupies  the  centre  of  the 

market-place  of  S .    Here,  throwing  himself  into  orator-like  attitude, 

with  a  loud  and  clear  voice,  to  my  great  amazement,  I  heard  him  address 
the  advancing  crowd  with  something  like  the  following : 

**  Inhabitants  of  S .     Ladies  and  Gentlemen, — Hear  me  for  my 

cause,  and  listen  that  ye  may  be  edified.  TeU  me  what  went  ye  in  there 
to  see  ?"  the  speaker,  with  these  words,  pointing  with  his  walking-stick 
to  !  the  old  Town-Hall.  ''What,  I  say,  went  ye  in  there  to  see? — a 
wizard,  a  magician,  a  master  in  the  science  of '  presto  pass  ?'  No,  no !  a 
fiimeless  follower  in  the  footsteps  of  the  gifted — as  four  from  a  mastership 
in  the  mysteries  of  magic  as  he  is  from  the  mountains  of  the  moon, — a 
copjost  of  myself;  yes,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  in  me  behold  the  true 
vnzard — the  Wizard  of  the  North !" 

By  this  time  the  strange  fi;entleman  with  the  silver-mounted  walking- 
sdck  had  gathered  around  him  a  score  or  two  of  hearers,  and,  seemingly 
bent  upon  playing  the  mob-orator,  elevating  his  voice  to  a  higher  pitch, 
he  continued  to  address  them,  whilst  the  crowd  was  fast  increasing  from  all 
the  neighbouring  thoroughfares.  Bediming  to  entertain  suspicions  as  to 
his  sanity,  I  took  care  to  mingle  wiui  the  mob,  thinking  it  not  at  all 
unlikely  that  he  might  appeal  to  me  as  a  brother  conjuror,  or  in  some 
other  way  introduce  me  to  their  notice.  Af^r  informing  his  hearers  that 
he  intended  to  make  his  opening  night  on  the  following  Monday,  and 
that  it  was  his  custom  to  admit  the  townspeople  the  first  night  gratis,-^ 
which,  I  may  remark,  obtained  him  a  hearty  cheer, — he  proceeded  to  give 
an  account  of  what  his  performances  consisted ;  the  astounding  descrip- 
tion throwing  completely  into  the  shade  the  programme  of  the  other 
wizard,  who  was  a  mere  mortal,  and  whose  highest  pretensions  in  the 
science  of  metamorphoses  was,  he  understood,  the  mere  simple  and  con- 
temptible achievements  of  changing  an  orange  into  a  lady,  and  a  wheel- 
barrow into  a  silver-spoon. 

Having  my  despatches  to  write,  and  but  little  time  to  spare  to  save  the 
post,  I  was  compelled  to  leave  my  eccentric  companion  in  the  midit  of 
his  harangue ;  a  loud  roar  of  laughter  from  the  crowd,  which  reached  me 
as  I  turned  the  comer  of  the  market-place,  intimating  that  the  orator 
was  treating  them  to  a  specimen  of  that  witty  vein,  the  richness  of 
which  I  had  been  struck  with,  in  his  conversations  with  me  and  in 
observations  generally. 
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Expecting  the  return  of  the  stranger,  on  finishing  my  letters  I  re- 
mained in  the  hotel ;  he  did  not,  however,  appear ;  and,  after  sitting  up 
near  an  hour  beyond  roy  usual  time,  I  retired  to  rest,  much  wondering 
iHio  my  late  eccentric  companion  could  be,  and  what  had  become  of  him. 

By  an  early  coach,  next  morning,  I  left  S for  W .     The  day 

was  just  breaking  as  we  rattled  through  the  silent  and  deserted  streets ; 
and,  as  we  passed  by  the  spot  where  I  had  last  seen  the  self-dubbed 
wixard  holding  forth  to  the  natives,  I  half  regretted  that  I  had  not  tarried 
to  see  more  of  him,  and  much  wondered  whether  I  should  ever  meet 
again  one  of  whom  so  aptly  might  be  applied  the  line, 

Whom  folly  pleases,  and  whose  follies  please. 

About  a  year  had  passed  away ;  my  meeting  with  the  Unknown  had 
almost  fiided  from  my  memory,  when  the  circumstances  related  were 
vividly  brought  to  my  recoUection,  and  all  my  fonner  curiosity  awakened, 

by  meeting,  in  the  principal  street  of  B ^  once  again  the  gentleman 

with  the  silver-mounted  walking-stick,  the  mock  wizard,  and  mob-orator. 
His  greeting  was  hearty,  and,  that  he  had  not  forgotten  the  where  and 
when  of  our  former  encounter,  he  soon  evinced,  by  laughingly  inquiring 
lather  I  had  lately  been  to  S  ,  where  the  organ  of  wonder  was  so 
generally  distributed  amongst  the  natives. 

^  Why  did  you  desert  me,"  said  he.  '*  1  looked  for  you  when  I  had 
finished  my  address  to  the  people,  but  you  had  vanished.  However,  we 
have  met  again,  and  I  am  glad  to  see  you." 

The  Unknown  wished  me  to  dine  with  him,  which  I  declined,  but  pro- 
mised to  call  upon  him,  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  at  the  hotel  where 
he  was  staying.  Having  a  business  engagement  at  the  time  of  our  meet- 
ing, I  begged  to  be  excused,  hurrying  away ;  and,  with  the  understanding 
that  I  was  to  call  upon  him  as  mentioned,  we  parted. 

It  had  been  my  intention  to  visit  the  theatre,  to  see  a  favourite  play 
that  was  to  be  performed  that  evening ;  nor  did  I  abandon  the  design  on 
leoount  of  meeting  my  quondam  friend.    Curious  though  I  was  to  learn 
something  more  about  that  very  puzzling  individual,   I  decided   upon 
calling  only  at  his  hotel  on  my  way  to  the  theatre,  when  I  would  propose 
his  aooompanying  me  to  see  the  performance.     Accordingly,  about  half- 
psst  six,  I  made  my  appearance  at  the  Greorge,  and  inquired  for  him  at 
the  bar.   Describing  the  gentleman  1  sought,  being  utterly  unacquainted 
with  his  name,  I  was  conducted  by  the  waiter,  not  to  the  coffee,  com- 
mercial, or  a  private  room,  hut,  to  my  great  amazement,  to  a  spacious 
sod   brilliantly-lighted  ball-room,  in  which   were  placed  a  formidable 
amy  of  tables,  covered  with  decanters,  glasses,  and  a  splendid  desert 
Flaiudns^  the  tables  sat  the  partakers  of  dieir  garnishing,  some  fifty  or 
Hiorey  milst  near  the  fire  a  group  of  some  half  dozen  otners  were  suni- 
lirlj  eajoying  themselves,  all  listening  to — who  should  the  reader  sup- 
pose ?  but  my  Mend  of  the  silver-mounted  walking-stick.     <^  Groing, 
goinf  ,  for  the  last  time,"  in  the  well-remembered  tones  of  his  voice, 
c«iight  my  ear,  as  the  door  was  thrown  open  for  my  entrance,  followed 
hy  the  decent  of  the  hammer,  accompanied  with  a  sudden  "  €rone !"  as 
his  c^es  fell  upon  me  standing  in  the  doorway.    I  was  hesitating  whether 
to  advance  or  retreat  on  such  an  unexpected  scene  being  presented  to  me, 
wben,  immediately  following  the  auctioneer's  knock-down  of  the  last  lot, 
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be  atqvped  the  pfoeeedmga  to  hail  and  iayite  me  to  talce  i^  aei^  at  the 
Btme  tune  obfiUenging  me  to  a  glass  of  wine.  Somewhat  Bxxncyei  at 
this  marked  attention,  and  resolying  shortly  to  withdraw,  after  taldag 
wine  with  the  man  of  the  hammer,  during  wnich  process  eyery  eye  in  the 
room  was  turned  upon  me,  I  took  a  seat  in  the  immediate  Ticinity  of  the 
ioor,  a  silent  and  wondering  spectator  of  the  scene. 

'*  An  auctioneer  after  all,  neither  more  nor  less,"  I  rominatedt  ratb^ 
disappointed,  I  must  confess,  having  ftdly  prepared  myself  to  discover 
in  my  quondam  friend  something  decidemy  viUanous  or  g^reats  hutt  >n 
auctioneer ! — the  interest  I  had  formerly  taken  in  him.  together  with  miy 
curiosity,  I  need  scarcely  say  was  very  considerahly  abated.  Wines  and 
cigars  were  the  articles  offered  to  the  competition  of  the  company.  Sales 
were  rapidly  made  ;  wine  was  &eely  pushed  about}  the  auotioneert  whil^ 
running  up  the  biddings,  interspersing  his  remarks  on  the  qualities  of 
the  articles  offered,  with  anecdotes,  short  stories,  and  with  s^es,  nosing 
voars  of  laughter  from  the  seemingly  delighted  oompaQy. 

'^  He  is  a  wonderful  fellow,"  1  thought,  as  I  sat  listening  to  ihe  pvo- 
eeedings,  ^^  and  were  such  a  man  placed  in  a  different  sphere  i^e  world 
would  justly  pronounce  him  to  be  a  genius.  It  occun«d  to  me  that  I 
ought  to  make  a  purchase,  or  at  least  a  bidding,  for  some  of  the  lively 
auctioneers  stock  ere  I  retired  from  the  room;  and  thiee  boi^  <^ 
cheroots  being  put  up  in  a  little  time  after  my  entrance,  I  entered  into 
competition  wiui  the  others.  Scarce  had  my  offer  of  advance  over  th^ 
first  bidder  left  my  lips,  when  the  auctioneer,  at  once  repogmsipg  mj 
voice,  mth  a  laugbmg  look  at  me,  cried,  '^  Sixpence  for  dutytrvtbey  are 
yours;"  and  down  went  the  hammer.  Why  he  should  have  oonfiarred  (K> 
marked  a  favour  on  me-r-the  bidding  only  just  commenoedi  having 
reached  about  half  of  what  the  bo^^es  would  ha?e  realised  had  be  allowed 
further  competition — I  could  not  well  understand.  Following  ^  descent 
oS  the  hammer,  I  observed  the  auctioneer  leaning  from  his  elevated  posi- 
tion to  speak,  as  I  judged,  in  explanation  to  an  individual  who  sat  beneath 
him.  I  may  here  observe  that  my  purchase  ultimately  jnoved  an  unmis- 
takable bargain,  the  cheroots  being  about  the  best  that  I  evev  had 
the  pleasure  of  smoking,  or  of  presenting  to  a  brother  lovet  pf  the 
weed, 

I  was  not  allowed  to  withdraw  quietly  from  the  room.  The  auotiooeer, 
to  my  great  astonishment,  staying  his  proceedings  to  induce  ma  to  re- 
main, our  parley  being  carried  on  almost  at  the  top  of  our  voices,  as 
almost  the  lull  length  of  the  spacious  apartment  separated  us.  TUs  was 
Bu£Bciently  unpleasant ;  and  I  felt  it  to  be  more  so  when  fhe  man  of  the 
hammer,  finding  that  he  could  not  prevail  upon  me  to  stay,  praased  me 
to  promise  that  on  my  return  from  the  theatre  I  would  look  in,  by 
which  time,  he  said,  they  should  have  finished  business,  and  commenced 
harmony.  I  succeeded  at  length  in  getting  away,  with  a  Bor(  of  half- 
promise  that  I  would  look  in,  as  he  had  so  pressingly  requested  me,  and 
then  proceeded  to  consign  my  purchase  to  the  care  of  the  hoatesa  of  the 
George,  until  I  should  send  lor  it  on  the  morrow. 

"  An  auctioneer  1"  I  ejacidated,  whilst  walking  down  the  lobby  of  the 
inn ;  ^'  and  not  one  of  the  first-class  either.  Had  he  been  a  seller  of 
mansions  instead  of  Manillas,  and  woods  instead  of  wines !— Well,  I 
might  have  discovered  earlier  that  his  talents  were  of  that  ovder  which  is 


•fer  passed  io  ihe  race  by  sob^  medio(ffity-rra  deuised  (Aeyer  and  very 
agveeabk  &Uow  witbaL  He  has  p^babjy  been  in  a  position,"  I  re- 
fleeted,  ^*  to  appreciate  the  value  of  a  bit  of  advice  given  by  Juvenal-— 

If  w>t  a  8OU0  in  thy  lank  purse  appeaTf 

Gh),  mount  the  rostrum,  and  turn  auctioneer.** 

<«  J  nee  yon  have  been  making  i^  purchase,  sir/'  said  the  hostess  of  the 
Geoise^  as  I  approached  her  witn  my  hoxes  to  consign  them  to  her  care. 

"  Quite  unexpectedly,  I  assure  you,"  was  my  reply.  "  Pray  does  the 
gentleman  up-stairs  p^eu  make  use  of  tb^  large  room  to  sell  by 
auction?" 

"Oh,  yes,  sur,  twto  ^  yeftr  regularly.  He  has  been  in  the  habit  of 
coming  here — l^t  me  see — for  the  last  ftfteen  yew^" 

"Fifteen  years,  madam  I"  I  ezclumed;  "excise  me,  there  must, 
sorely,  be  some  mistake  on  your  part,  for,  if  I  am  i^ot  very  much  mis- 
take, the  auctioneer,  at  the  utmost,  cannot  be  more  thfui  eight-imd- 
twen^r 

"CH),  sir,"  returqed  the  landlady,  "you  n\GS^  th@  gentleman  who  is 
selling  again  to-night  for  ]VIr. ." 

"  Selling  for  him !  then  he  is  in  Jlr. -'fl  employ }  pr  his  partner, 

pprh^psT 

"  Dej^r  Tfie,  no,  sir;  h^  is  quite  a  stranger  to  Mr. ,  »nd  to  all  of 

qns  bul  quite  i^  gentlemap*  I  am  si^re." 

"  Tou  surprise  me,  indeed,"  was  my  r^oindef.  ^'  ^^ay  hoyr  is  it  that 
bi  haa  tmmcMi  auctioneer  f" 

^*  I  f^aXLy  don't  know ;  but  last  night  he  persuaded  Bitr* to  allow 

bim  to  ta1(e  his  pl^ce  for  a  short  time,  ^nd  be  continued  selling  the 
mater  part  of  the  evening,     Why,  sir,  my  husbtmd  tells  me  that  he 

dinxM^s  of  twice  as  m^py  goods  as  Mr. himself,     l^ast  night  he  did 

it  ior  his  own  amuspmenti  and  to-night  is  sellinc'  ag^n  to  oblige  Mr. . 

0e  in  a  great  fi^vourite,  und  he  kept  yesterday  s  company  from  bi^aking 
lip  until  this  morpipg." 

The  landlady  of  the  George  also  informed  me  that  he  had  been  staying 
vith  them  about  three  days — that  they  were  unacquainted  with  his 
oamOf  but  repeating  her  former  observation,  she  knew  he  wa9  ^uite  a 

gwdeman- 

During  my  visit  to  the  theatre,  more  than  once  my  thoughts  reverted 
tp  tliQ  George  and  th^l  amateur  auctioneer ;  ^nd  it  was  somewhere  about 
alevm  o'clock,  when,  baling  had  enoqgh  of  the  country  drama,  I  quitted 
the  theatre  to  join  i^gain  the  strange  gentleman  of  tne  silver-mounted 
valking-stick. 

On  entering  the  auction^room  I  foimd  thp  business  over,  the  desert 
ittmovod  from  the  tables  the  stock  in  trade  of  the  i^uctioneer,  vnth  the 
various  lots  of  purchases,  piled  up  at  one  end  of  the  room.     SfHrits  had 

taken  the  place  pf  wina»  the  pompany  im4imi<^isbod  i^  numb^s  and  in 
tbi  obair  my  quondam  ^nd< 
In  the  vme-fphiiii?  wa^  seated  tb^  firft  comedy  pf  the  tbefttr^j  w^pse 

laallv  talented  peiformanp^  I  bad  been  so  rpqpntty  witP^s^ing* 

The  chairm^  e^preii^ed  himself  ^a  delighted  at  my  retuni,  inviting 

M  to  a  aaat  by  his  fide,  also  informiog  me  that  I  was  jiv9t  in  time  tq 
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hear  the  vice-president's  second  contribution  to  the  harmony  of  the 
evening.  *'  You  will  enjoy  the  scene/'  said  the  Unknown,  whispering  to 
me ;  "  watch  roe  get  up  the  steam  to  the  express  speed." 

It  was  indeed  a  jovial  gatherinc^.  Many  were  there  who  *'  had  more 
than  once  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight^"  whose  rosy  gills  bespoke  them 
no  chickens  at  a  carouse,  and  who  had  many  a  time  and  oFt  been  amongst 
the  dead  men,  down. 

In  the  intervals  of  songs  and  recitations,  anecdotes  were  told,  healths 
were  drunk,  bumpers  drained,  speeches  made,  and  the  hip,  hip,  hurrah  I 
and  one  cheer  more,  must  have  intimated  to  tiie  passers-by  without  that 
they  were  having  another  jovial  night  at  the  George. 

If  the  Unknown  before  had,  by  his  originality,  singularity,  and  varied 
acquirements,  interested,  he  now  certainly  astonished  me.  Into  the  spirit 
and  hilarity  of  the  hour  he  appeared  to  enter  fully  and  freely ;  hia  viva- 
city, seeming,  with  the  approach  of  the  sma'  hours,  to  increase  rather 
than  diminish,  his  humour  being  inexhaustible.  How  often  that  night 
did  he  indeed  set  the  table  in  a  roar ! — how  often  indeed  did  '*  Bravo, 
Mr.  Chairman !"  resound  from  all  parts  of  the  spacious  room.  Whilst  I 
was  present,  they  drank  his  health  twice  over  in  bumpers,  and  not  un- 
likely repeated  it  after  my  departure,  for  they  seemingly  knew  not  a 
better  way  of  testifying  their  ad&niration. 

It  was  long  past  midnight  when  I  withdrew,  leaving  them  in  the 
midst  of  a  '^  three  times  three,"  given  with  a  vigour  which  proved  most  un- 
mistakably that  the  steam  was,  indeed,  fully  up,  and  that  the  spirit  of  the 
revellers  had  in  no  way  diminished. 

The  following  night,  the  amateur  auctioneer  resumed  his  post,  con- 
viviality succeeding,  as  before,  an  extensive  sale  of  goods.  I  did  not 
attend  the  gathering,  but  learned  the  particulars  on  the  morning  following 
from  the  chatty,  good-natured  hostess  of  the  George,  who  at  the  same 
time  informed  me  that  the  Unknown  had  taken  his  departure  by  the 
early  morning  mail.  From  her  liege  lord,  to  whom  I  also  spoke  on  the 
subject,  I  anticipated  learning  something  more  of  the  departed  g^est,  but 
was  soon  satisfied  that  he  was  quite  as  ignorant  as  his  better  half  on  the 
subject. 

*'  He  is  a  noble  fellow,  whoever  he  is,"  said  the  landlord,  winding  up 
his  meagre  account  of  the  subject  of  my  inquiries;  '^  a  thorough  trump  as 
ever  lived,  and  the  cleverest  fellow,  by  long  chalks,  of  all  that  he  had  ever 
seen." 

It  appeared  that  the  stranger  had  avowed  his  intention  of  departing  a 
day  earlier,  but,  partly  to  oblige  the  auctioneer,  and  partly  to  oblige  ni» 
host,  he  had  been  induced  to  remain  and  give  one  nignt  more. 

Whilst  receiving  intelligence  of  his  departure,  it  occurred  to  me  that 
when  we  last  parted,  he  had  shaken  me  by  the  hand  with  more  than  nsuaL 
earnestness,  and  instead  of  "  Good  night !"  his  parting  salute  had  been, 
"Good-byl" 

Some  dozen  times  had  I  been  to  the  place  where  I  first  met  with  the 
mysterious  stranger,  and  also  to  the  town  where  his  auctioneering  freak  had 
been  indulged  in,  without  again  meeting  with  or  hearing  more  about  him. 
All  my  inquiries  were  fruitless,  though  well  remembered  and  often  talked 
about  by  mine  host  of  the  George  and  his  guests,  the  object  of  his  visit 
to  the  town  and  himself  were  still  wrapped  in  mystery,  which  there  seemed 
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Terj  little  probability  of  ever  being  cleared  up.  Frequently  had  I  related 
the  drctimstanoes  attending  my  meeting  with  the  Unknown,  and,  as  may  be 
fnpposed,  many  and  yarious  were  the  opinions  expressed  by  my  hearers 
as  to  who  and  what  the  stranger  might  have  been. 

Near  three  years  had  passed  away ;  I  had  taken  my  last  journey  and 
retired  from  toe  road,  when,  after  having  for  some  time  given  up  all 
expectation  of  such  an  event,  I  was  unexpectedly  gratified  by  seeing  once 
again  my  strange  coach  companion  and  amateur  auctioneer. 

Visiting  one  evening  with  a  friend  one  of  the  principal  London  theatres, 
soon  after  the  performance  had  conmienced  my  attention  was  attracted 
from  the  stage  by  the  entrance  of  a  party  of  three  to  the  boxes  not  fcur 
from  where  we  were  seated.  Directing  my  friend's  attention  to  them 
with  not  a  little  interest,  I  inquired  if  they  were  known  to  him,  the 
features  of  one  of  them  being  stnkingly  famiuar  to  me. 

**  The  elder  of  the  two  gentiemen,"  replied  my  friend,  who  was  a  Lon- 
doner, and  well  acquainted  with  the  persons  of  most  of  the  notables  of 
the  day,  is  the  eminent  philosopher ^  and  that  is  his  lady." 

*^  Tee,  but  the  otiier;  the  younger  man?" 

"  That  is ,"  was  the  reply. 

Reader,  judge  my  surprise.  In  the  latter,  a  genius  of  whom  his  coun- 
tnr  is  justly  proud,  and  shall  be  for  ever  and  aye,  I  recognised  my  friend 
of  the  coach ;  the  gentieman  with  the  silver-mounted  walking-stick — the 
Unknown,  who,  at  various  times  of  our  companionship,  I  had  conjectured 
to  be  a  commercial  traveller,  lawyer,  doctor,  lunatic,  8well-mob*8-man, 
and  auctioneer!  And  there  he  sat  before  roe,  the  master-mind,  the 
wizard  whose  wonderfril  creations  had  so  often  won  from  me— ay,  and 
myriads  besides  me — smiles  and  tears  ;  the  magician  who  so  often  had 
itrock  the  chords  of  the  wide  world's  heart,  and  revealed  how  wonderfrd, 
indeed,  is  man  and  genius  together. 

They  who  have  thus  far  accompanied  me  through  this  hasty  sketch 
will  readily  believe  it  was  with  not  a  litUe  gratitication,  that  in  the  course 
of  the  evening,  observing  the  glass  of  my  old  acquaintance  directed  to 
ihe  box  where  I  sat,  I  believed  he  had  recognised  me.  And  such,  in- 
deed, was  the  case. 

In  the  lobby  of  tiie  iheatre  we  shook  hands  agidn  that  night,  and  that 
lught,  accompanied  by  my  friend,  it  was  mine  to  enjoy  the  society  of  the 
gifted  genius,  no  more  the  Unknown,  at  his  *'  ain  fireside." 


yQL.zix. 
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^'^ ..  1  hope  It  -,  1^       game  w*^**  „^  «»atemaMP       exp<*\'^e,i  • 
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Mm  pmnti  who  brought  them  into  stioh  a  piiafcil  and  diitastefiil  worUL 
This  is  the  yeiy  last  year  I  will  pay  for  that  bo/s  fchooling,  so  you  had 
better  advise  him  to  make  the  most  of  it.  Christmas  twelvemonth  I 
diall  apprentice  him,  that  you  may  rely  on." 

The  loud  startling  knocK  of  the  general  postman  inteirupted  this  dis- 
tveirina^  domestk)  wrangle ;  and,  whilst  his  morose  father  turned  towards 
the  panour-door  in  expectation  of  a  letter,  poor  little  George,  the  innocent 
cause  of  it^  hastily  kissed  his  ill-treated  mother,  slipped  the  gmgerbread 
into  Ub  pocket,  and  stole  noiselessly  out  of  the  room,  not  daring  even  to 
gkaoe  at  his  irascible  sire  ;  and  wipins^  away  a  large  tear  from  either 
m  with  the  sleeve  of  his  jacket  as  he  hurried  past  the  only  servant 
•tasy  kept,  who  was  ascending  the  stairs  with  a  letter  in  her  hand,  as 
she  iaid^  **  For  master,**  as  she  held  it  in  George's  £Etee.  § 

^  That  is  from  Richard  1*'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Thornton,  eagerly,  as  the 
girl  entered  with  it ;  whilst  her  heart,  so  lately  depressed  by  the  unkind* 
ncis  of  her  husband,  now  throbbed  with  dehght  in  anticipation  of  the 
apeoable  information  which  the  letters  of  tms  her  eldest  and  muoh- 
taloved  son  invariably  contained. 

Mr.  Thornton  broke  the  seal,  and  still  standine  in  the  half  anny, 
half  irresolute  attitude  he  had  assumed  when  he  i>egan  to  expostulate 
with  his  wife,  as  he  was  mildly  pleased  to  term  his  cruel  and  unjust  re- 
flsetions,  commenced  perusing  it  to  himself  whilst  Mrs.  Thornton  fur- 
tively watched  his  countenance  (as  she  was  ever  obliged  to  do)  with  the 
fliost  anxious  intensity,  to  glean  from  the  varying  emotions  it  portrayed 
Ae  hopes  and  fears  she  might  reasonably  entertain  for  her  nrave  and 
handsome  absent  young  sailor. 

Soaroely  had  her  husband  reached  the  bottom  of  the  first  page  ere  he 
started  in  the  most  violent  agitation,  turning  deadly  pale^  and  crushing 
xff  the  letter  as  if  dreading  to  finish  its  contents. 

**  What  is  the  matterr  excliumed  his  wife,  flinging  down  the  towel 
with  which  she  was  drying  the  breakfast  things,  and  approaching  him ; 
*^  what  is  the  matter  ?  Is  he  ill?  oh!  tell  me  the  vrorst  at  once;  is  our 
Rkfaardilir 

**  Why  should  you  imagine  thai?  Is  there  nought  save  sickness  to 
wiing  a  £Either*B  heart  for  a  son  ?" 

**  Oh !  what  besides  nckness,  or  perhaps,  although  Heaven  forbid, 
danger,  could  occasion  this  terrible  tempest  of  passion  in  you,  David  ?" 

•«  Disgrace!" 

•*  Disgrace ! — what,  to  my  Richard  ?     Impossible !" 

**  You  had  better  read  the  precious  letter  yourself,  since  you  do  me  the 
hoDoior  to  doubt  my  veracity. 

^  Oh  1  do  not  be  angry  with  me  at  such  a  time,  I  implore  you.  I  did 
not  mean  to  offisnd  you.  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  husband !  if  you  could  but 
comprehend  a  mother*s  feelings,  you  would  not  be  so  easily  irritated  at 
snj  unguarded  expression." 

*'  Then,  I  suppose,  a  father's  feelings  go  for  nothing  in  your  estima- 
tion, because  there  is  less  romantic  parade  about  them  V 

*•  Oh !  no,  no,  no !     But  what  does  our  poor  boy  say?^ 

**  Read ;  for  I  have  not  patience  to  repeat  the  abstu*d  folly,  nay,  b  all 
probability',  ruin  of  his  conduct." 

Mrs.  Tliomton  took  the  letter  with  a  trembling  hand  and  rinking 
heart)  and  seating  herself  at  a  distance  from  her  husband,  so  as  to  oon- 
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oeal  its  immediate  effiscts  upon  her  as  much  as  poasiUe  finom  his  keen 

and  unsympathising  observationy  read  as  follows : 

*'H.M.  Sloop,  Undaumedj  TlynaaOL 

^  Mt  dear  Father, — I  confess  that  I  sit  down  to  address  voa  with 
some  slight  deg^ree  of  reluctance,  which  is  so  novel  a  sensation  m  me  to 
experience  on  such  an  occasion,  that  I  will  not  promise  much,  either  for 
the  fluency  of  style,  or  happily-rounded  periods  of  this  letter.  The 
truth  is,  1  apprehend,  1  have  got  into  a  bit  of  a  scrape ;  that  is  nothing, 
mind,  which  can  be  attended  with  any  ulterior  consequences  of  an  un- 
pleasant nature,  but  which  is,  still,  rather  annoying  to  me,  as,  I  fear,  it 
will  be  both  to  yourself  and  my  dear  mother.  However,  I  will  at  once 
^tate  the  simple  facts,  lest  you  should  be  induced  to  form  an  erroneous 
opinion  of  the  affair,  from  the  garbled  accounts  of  it  which,  in  alljproba- 
bdihr,  you  will  shortly  see  in  the  public  papers.  A  few  days  before  we 
received  sailing  orders  to  auit  the  bleak  and  inhospitable  shores  of  Nor* 
way  for  dear  Old  Englano,  William  Vernon,  a  gidlant  young  middiip- 
man,  came  unexpectecUy  into  a  large  fortune  from  the  death  <^  an  oncle^ 
who  always  threatenea  to  cut  him  off  with  a  shilling  for  obstinatdy 
entering  the  navy  against  hb  express  wish,  but  to  whom  he  declared,  at 
parting,  that  *  he  would  live  a  Nelson,  and  die  a  Nelson.'  Nothing, 
therefore,  would  suit  the  generous-hearted  fellow,  but  giving  a  regular 
champagne  breakfast,  sub  rosa^  to  his  brother  midshipmen,  doing  me  the 
fetal  nonour  of  considering  me  among  the  number,  as  I  am  not  yet 
rolsc^  although  acting  as  third  lieutenant  on  board. 

**  I  did  not  object  to  join  the  madcaps,  as  I  undoubtedly  ought  to 
have  done,  trusting  to  my  habitual  temperance  to  preserve  me  firom  any 
excess ;  for,  as  you  know,  I  might  without  any  affectation  pass  for  a 
pattern  disciple  of  the  renowned  apostle  of  sobriety.  However,  to  my 
amasement  and  chagrin,  after  a  few  glasses  of  the  exhilarating  nectar,  I 
felt  myself  completely  overcome;  no  doubt  in  a  great  measure  owing  to 
that  very  abstemiousness,  the  unusually  early  hour,  the  sundiy  loyal 
toasts  and  sentiments,  which  were,  of  course,  drank  in  bumpers,  with 
imroarious  applause,  and  the  sincere  and  unanimous  conffratolations 
wnich  I  personally  received  on  my  own  speedy  promotion — all,  all  com- 
bined to  partially  intoxicate  one  naturally  of  a  sanguine  and  hilarious 
temperament;  so  that,  on  re-ascending  to  the  deck,  from  the  close  and 
heated  atmosphere  of  a  small  crowded  room,  into  the  clearer  and  more 
rarefied  air  of  a  keen  frosty  afternoon,  to  keep  the  from  four  to  six 
watch,  no  wonder  that  my  brain  began  to  reel,  my  legs  to  become 
powerless  under  me,  while  a  deathlike  sickness  caused  me  to  stagger, 
indeed,  like  a  drunken  man,  rendering  me  totally  insensible^  at  the 
moment,  of  the  awful  responsibility  reposed  in  me---of  the  risk  I  ran  of 
disgrace  and  ignominy,  should  I  be  found  wanting  in  duty  on  such  an 
important  occasion — ^to  ail,  in  feet,  save  getting  rid  of  the  splittiog 
headache  and  horrible  nausea,  which  was  quite  intolerable;  so,  hurrying 
down  to  my  berth,  and  pressing  my  throbbing  temples  hard  on  the  bare 
table,  I  soon  sank  into  a  profound  and  heavy  slumber. 

"  Oh !  my  father,  how  delusive,  how  treacherous,  did  that  slumber 
prove  to  your  unconscious  son !  How  completely  did  it  steep  my  eveiy 
sense  into  the  Lethean  forgetfulness  of  violated  orders,  breach  of  con- 
fidence, insubordination,  and  contumely.  How  exquisite  were  the  sen- 
sations with  which  it  filled  my  frame !  How  enchanting  the  viaons  with 
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fFhich  it  filled  my  soul  1  I  know  not  how  long  I  had  yielded  to  that 
Elysian  dumber,  but  I  was  aroused  from  it,  with  what  appeared  to  me 
a  suddenness  as  painfiil  as  it  was  startling,  by  several  persons  thronging 
saflK>catiQgly  around  me,  some,  hastily  and  angrily  uttering  my  name, 
wbOe  others  laid  their  hands  heavily  on  my  shoulder,  the  more  fully  and 
eflfectually  to  awaken  me.  At  first,  I  was  quite  incapable  of  compre- 
hending anything  relative  to  the  cause  of  this  tumult  and  confusion,  for 
I  had  been  dreaming  of  my  early  tranquil  home,  the  home  of  my  child- 
hood,  and  almost  expected  to  behold  my  mother  bending  over  me,  as 
was  her  holy  wont,  to  bestow  the  fond  and  fervent  kiss,  which  ever 
hailed  me  gladly  haxk  to  the  consciousness  of  existence  £rom  the  tem- 
porary semblance  of  death  which  even  the  serene  slumber  of  childhood 
too  strongly  ^ifies.  But  the  words,  *  Arrest,'  *  Neglect  of  duty,'  '  De- 
rogatory conauct,'  and  'Court-martial,'  caught  my  ears,  and,  at  once 
sobering  me,  I  started  up,  exdiuming, 

**  *What  is  the  matter,  gentlemen? — what  about  arrest ?— court- 
martial  ?— derogatory  conduct  ?     I  am  utterly  bewildered.' 

<< « Why,  Mr.  Thornton,'  replied  Mr.  Roberts,  the  first-lieuteuant,  '  I 
am  sorry  to  inform  you,  that,  m  consequence  of  the  captain  having  dis- 
covered that  you  were  drinking  in  the  midshipmen's  berth  this  morning, 
and  also  missing  you  from  the  watch,  I  have  received  orders  to  place  you 
under  arrest,  which  is,  I  do  assure  you,  a  most  painful  duty  for  me  to 
perform  to  a  promising  young  officer  like  yourself,  and  one  I  have  the 
mgfaest  esteem  and  regard  for.  However,  I  trust  you  will  do  me  the 
justice  to  admit  that  I  have  no  alternative,  and  will  not,  therefore,  con- 
■der  I  am  influenced  by  the  slightest  personal  animosity;  indeed,  my 
dear  Thornton,  I  ardently  wish  this  one  thoughtless  act  had  escaped 
notioe,  as  I  sadly  fear  it  must  lead  to  a  court-martial,  despite  the  many 
brilliant  ones  which  ought  to  shed  a  counteracting  lustre  on  the  culpa- 
bifity  of  one  moment  of  unintentioned  wrong.' 

^This  opinion,  I  grieve  to  say,  has  been  confirmed,  and  a  court- 
martial  is  to  be  held  on  my  conduct  very  shortly ;  but  only  out  of  mere 
form,  I  imacine,  for  surely,  my  fiither,  tnose  in  power  would  never  think 
of  Tisiting  tnis,  my  first,  and  certainly,  all  things  considered,  most  venial 
ofoioe,  with  any  penalty  beyond  a  severe  reprimand  to  which  I  should 
bow  with  all  due  humility  and  contrition ;  for,  from  the  hour  on  which 
I  entered  the  glorious  service,  until  that  fatal  morning,  I  defy  one  single 
ehaige  to  be  brought  against  me  which  could,  in  the  remotest  degree, 
tttnish  the  reputation  of  your  son.  Who  can  deny,  but  that  I  was  ever 
the  first  to  seek  the  post  of  danger,  and  the  last  to  quit  it — that  I  was 
patient  under  privations,  indifferent  to  ^atig^e,  regardless  of  climate, 
obedient  and  deferential  to  my  superiors,  kind  and  affable  to  my  inferiors, 
ready  and  willing  to  assist  and  oblige  all  ?  My  whole  and  sole  aim  being 
to  do  honour  to  my  country,  myself  and  you,  that  you  might  have  no 
reMon  to  repent  of  the  sacrifices  it  cost  you  to  allow  me  to  follow  the 
iodinfttion  which  was,  from  boyhood,  indomitable. 

**  Do  not  then  fear  for  me,  my  fother,  for  I  cannot  fear  for  myself; 
far  man  is  not  so  tyrannical  to  his  fellow-man  as  to  blast  with  one  breath 
of  his  nostrils  the  hopes  of  years — the  anticipations  of  a  life — the 
expectations  of  a  soul  yet  thirsting  for  glory,  yet  insatiate  for  renown. 
Ob,  ray  father !  my  d^  father !  let  me  entreat  of  you  to  break  this  sad 
affidr  cautiously  and  tenderly  to  my  poor  mother,  for  her  heart  is  sensitive 
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in  the  extmae,  and  her  hopes  for  me,  alas  1  as  unbooodad*  Tell  har 
that  the  Cbnstmas-day— >so  near  the  first  I  bare  had  tlie  ftUciljr  of 
spending  in  my  natire  land  for  the  last  seven  years*— will  not  be  gbcoied 
by  even  the  snadow  of  misfartune  or  obloquy  resting  on  her  Mobard  i 
but  that  he  will,  after  his  acquittal)  beg  to  be  allowed  to  pass  it  at  home 
(how  the  mere  term  kindles  up  m^  very  soul  I),  in  the  bosom  of  hii  ftmilyy 
to  enliven  the  long  evenings  with  tne  accounts  of  his  wild  adventiuea 
and  miraculous  escapes*  the  while  her  dear  eye  will  glisten  with  a  tear  of 
thankful  rapture  as  it  gaies  on  the  hiqppy  narrator  of  such  daring  eomloits; 
and  you,  although  smuing  with  secret  pride  at  hearing  them,  shall  still 
bid  me  be  silent,  lest  the  younger  boys,  who  are  also  listening  to  ma  with 
glowing  oheeki  and  panting  hmrts,  should  be  seduoed  to  folbw  the  fiyNoi- 
nating  profession  of  a  sailor. 

^Oh\  my  father!  what  can  be  equal  to  such  a  moment?  Would  it 
were  the  present  But  I  have  not  long  to  wait  for  its  realisation  now,  aa 
this  is  the  righteenth  of  December,  God  bless  you  all  until  tbeii--God 
bless  you  all  until  then,  and  for  ever 

"  Your  warmly  attached,  and  most  affectionate  son, 

"  BlOHABD  THOMTTOir. 

'^F.S.  Love  to  all  hands — ^those  I  ahready  know,  and  those  whose 
fraternal  acquaintance  I  have  still  to  make ;  for,  in  seven  years,  your 
olive-branches  must  have  spread  considerablv.  You  see,  I  conclude  my 
letter  cheerfully.    But  ah !  my  fether !  the  neart — ^the  heart  !** 


Chaptbr  II. 

"  Well,  madam,  have  you  finished  it  at  last?  Fray,  what  do  yon 
think  of  your  fiEtultiess  paraffon  of  a  son,  now?  I  think  you  must  aAnit 
that  a  young  man,  who  comesses  to  having  been  brutally  intoxjoated  in 
the  miadle  of  the  day,  is  not  quite  the  infitdlible  chanuster  your  Uind 
aflfootion  led  you  to  imagme  him.  Yet  this  is  the  bright  ideal  which  was 
to  shed  a  lustre  on  the  penury  in  which  he  has  involved  us,  and  to  reflect 
a  glorious  example  on  the  iitde  pauper  brothers  and  asters,  radooed 
to  beggary  for  his  sake.  So  much  for  making  one's  eldest  eon  a 
genthmanr 

''  Mr.  Thornton  I  David  T  sobbed  out  the  tortured  woman,  ''  for  the 
love  of  God  do  not  ^ve  way  nouf  to  the  trying  acrimony  of  your  temper. 
There  are  times  when  the  meekest  and  most  enduring  nature  would  be— 
must  be^^exasperated  bevond  the  limits  of  even  Christian  forbearanoe  at 
its  cutting  taunts  s  and  tois  is  one.  Let  us,  rather,  as  persons  mutnalhr 
and  holily  interested  in  the  future  well-being  of  a  belovea  object,  lay  ari^ 
every  other  consideration,  banish  eveiy  other  feeUng,  forget  eveiy  other 
concern,  for  the  more  momentous,  the  mors  paramount  one  of  snatching 
a  child  from  impending  ruin.  Oh,  my  husband !  my  dear,  dwr  busbsMt 
let  us  endeavour  to  rescue  our  poor  boy  at  any  cost  Iiet  us  strive,  as  if 
confident  God  was  striving  with*  usy  and  he  tPtU  be  saved.  Surely, 
David,  surely,  my  husband,  such  an  ^ort  ought  to  be  looked  on  between 
us  only  as  a  labour  of  love  indeed.  Oh  I^would  that  I  could  but  for  one 
brief  moment  inspire  you  with  the  terror,  the  amdety,  of  this  aching 
heart!  Would  that  I  could  rekindle  in  your  rememhranoe  but  one  transient 
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flash  of  that  extiiuraigbed  light  of  coimiibiAl  loye^  when  it  wai  not  h  task 
to  gite  die  wife  of  yoinr  boaom  pleaiure,  when  your  dearest  study  was  to 
tfiQce  the  unabated  affection  you  felt  for  that  then  most  happy  wi&  I 
Alae  I  alaa  1  neyer  have  I  done  one  thing  to  forfeit  that  precious,  thai 
still  most  prized  affection.  Oh,  David !  would  that  I  could  make  you  un- 
darataiid  tnat  the  very  penury  into  which  we  are  so  deeply  sunk  ought  to 
strengthen  the  silken  bonds  which  early  lore  wove  around  our  hearts  I 
For  what  have  the  poor,  save  that,  to  support  and  console  them  under 
their  manifold  privations  and  trials?  Jiiothingy  nothing*  nothing.  Oh! 
if  you  felt  thus,  instead  of  chiding  me  for  my  motherly  fondness,  my 
motherly  devotion,  you  would  fold  me  to  that  too  long  estranged  bosom, 
and,  while  you  kissed  away  my  tears  of  surprise  and  gratitude,  you  would 
applaud  my  maternal  conduct  as  a  shining  virtue }  vou  would  promise  me 
your  aasistaooe  and  encouragement  on  every  occasion  where  I  could  dis- 
play that  virtue,  glorying  in  the  love  I  feel  for  your  offspring,  in  lieu  of 
being  so  strangely,  so  unnaturally  jealous  of  it  as  you  are.  In  faot^  like 
me,  you  would  not  rest  until  that  love,  awakening  the  divine  sympathy 
which  onoe  united  our  hearts,  derised  a  way  for  our  boy  to  escape  frcon  his 
praeent  fearful  thralL" 

**  All  you  say  is  very  eloquent,  and  very  pathetie,"  replied  the  imper- 
tmhable  man,  totally  unmoved  by  this  earnest  appe^  to  his  better  feel- 
ings ;  ^'  but,  unfortunately,  it  wants  the  very  necessary,  although  vulgar, 
ingredient  of  common  sense )  for,  in  the  first  place,  to  rebut  Uie  <^aige 
of  being  unnaturally  jealous  of  your  maternal  affection,  I  maintain  that 
that  jeidousy  is  perfectly  $uUwral^  ior  it  is  neither  flattering  nor  conso- 
nant to  a  husband's  feelin§^s  to  find  himself  a  mere  cipher  in  his  own 
house — a  mere  bread-makiDg  machine,  kept  constantly  at  work  to  sup* 
part  those  who  have  not  the  graoe  to  appreciate  his  paternal  toil.     I 
admit  that  a  woman  must  and  aught  to  love  the  helpless  and  dependent 
beings  oommitted  by  the  Almighty  to  her  tenderest  care,  but  she  should 
make  it  a  more  delioate,  a  more  generous  compact,  and  let  a  man  feel,  at 
least,  that  he  is  of  equal  importance  in  its  due  and  dear  observance.  You 
oomplain  of  want  of  sympatny ;  but  you,  and  you  alone,  have  alienated  it 
from  this  once  placable  and  yielding  neart   Again,  unnatural  as  you  may 
deem  me,  my  general  love  for  our  children  urges  me  to  make  a  stand 
wainst  the  individual  case  of  peril  in  which  one  of  them  is  involved,  for 
Whj  should  his  farotibers  and  sisters  suffer  to  secure  Richard  &om  the 
fxmaequencea  of  his  own  imprudence  ?     This  is  but  cold  reasoning  to  one 
mo  impulsive  and  excitable  as  you,  Mrs.  Thornton,  but  it  is  the  only  line 
of  argument  wUch  will  prevent  our  falling  down  the  precipice  with 
Imn.     In  truth,  why  should  I  further  impoverish  myself  for  him,  or, 
indeed,  for  any  one  of  the  dbildren  who  are  studiously  trained  to  neglect 
and  despise  their  father  ?" 

^<  Whatl  oiirohildren?  What  an  ui^ust,  what  a  barbarous  aoGusation  I 
^What  a  weak,  unmanly  subterfuffe  to  evade  the  critical  juneture  which 
now  diallenges  your  £Eitherly  pride  and  tenderness !  Ilever  under  haaven 
did  more  dutiful^  more  affectionate  children  breathet" 

*<Toyou,  I  grant;  but  what  are  they  to  me?  Did  not  that  grace- 
Was  boy  go  away  this  very  hour  without  so  much  as  bidding  me  good 
ncnming  F  Affection  I— duty  !  Truly,  I  should  like  to  know  where  it  is 
%o  be  found  among  them." 
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^'  Poor  George  was  afraid  to  speak  to-d^ ;  but,  in  generai- 

"  Afraid  1  Who  makes  him  afraid  ?  Who  but  ^rou  ?  Do  I  not  hear 
you  constantly  inafcilling  the  pernicious  doctrine  of  ^Nerer  mind  your 
Sither ;  he  is  very  angry  just  now  ?'  But,  I  teU  you,  he  shall  mind  his 
^Either,  whether  angry  or  not — ^he,  and  every  one  of  them." 

'<  Oh !  I  only  say  so  for  the  sake  of  peace.  Good  Heavens !  what  a  life 
is  mine!  Wnat  has  all  this  crimination,  all  this  raking  up  of  old 
g^evances,'  to  do  with  poor  Richard's  case  ?  Why  revert  to  uiem  just 
now  ?  My  conscience  tells  me  that,  frt)m  the  instant  I  became  your  wife 
up  to  the  present  time,  I  have  fulfilled  my  duty  righteously  and  un- 
swervingly ;  that  if  I  ever  offended  in  it,  it  was  unwittingly ;  and  that  if 
I  ever  thought  of  a  deviation  frt)m  it,  it  is  now,  when  driven  to  desperation, 
I  may  defy  your  authority,  and  act  on  the  more  imperative,  uie  more 
overpowenng,  impulse  of  maternal  soUcitude.  For,  David,  I  candidly 
and  solemnly  coi^ess,  that  if  I  cannot  accomplish  it  otherwise,  I  wiU 
undertake  the  long  journey  alone,  and  on  foot, — inclement  as  the  weather 
is, — weak  and  delicate  as  I  am, — ^burdened,  as  I  feel  myself  to  be,  with 
another  Uttie  helpless  creature,  soon  about  to  call  me  mouier.  If  we  both 
perish  on  tiie  road,  it  will  be  a  merciful  release.  I  shall  tiien  go  to  that 
God,  who  will  judge  me  more  leniently  than  you  are  ever  inclined  to  do ; 
and  bear  a  sinless  seraph  with  me,  to  console  me,  in  part,  for  thoee  I  leave 
behind.'' 

**  Was  ever  a  man  so  distracted, — so  perplexed  ?  What  good  conli 
we  possibly  do  by  going;  without  money  to  oribe,  or  influence  to  sway? 
Would  he  thank  us  for  the  interference  which  only  exposed  the  abject 
misery  of  the  parents  from  which  he  sprang  ?  Should  we  not  rauier 
injure  than  serve  his  cause  ?" 

**  Oh !  no,  no,  no  I  a  tiiousand  times,  no !  I  feel  as  if  I  could  snatch 
him  from  the  very  hands  of  Fate;  I  feel  that  I  could,  that  I  shaU. 
Oh !  assist  me,  then,  [my  husband !  assist  me,  then,  for  the  memory's 
sake  of  our  early  love, — tlie  sorrows  we  have  shared  together, — the  hopes 
we  have  encouraged.  Oh,  David !  he  is  lost  if  we  hesitate ;  for,  he  is  too 
sanguine, — he  must  be  condemned  if  we  do  not  plead  for  him.  Let  us 
go,  then, — ^let  us  go ;  on  my  knees  I  implore  you  to  let  us  go." 

''But  how? — how  can  we  go? — who  is  to  find  money  for  even  the 
humblest  mode  of  travelling  ? — who  is  to  find  money  for  the  meanest  in- 
ddental  expenses  attending  such  a  journey  ?  At  home  we  can  eat  our 
scanty  crust,  and  choke  down  our  prodigal  tears,  at  the  same  time ;  but 
can  we  do  so  before  the  curious  and  unfeeling  strangers,  who  will  stand 
agape  at  the  misery  they  behold,  yet  care  not  to  alleviate  ?  You  know 
yery  well  tiiat  to  fit  that  very  boy  out,  nine  years  since,  I  raised  every 
&rthing  I  could ;  and  that  we  are  actually  sorely  pinched  in  the  com- 
monest necessaries,  and  overwhelmed  with  paltry  debts  at  this  hour,  in 
consequence  of  that  expensive  outlay !  I  cannot  do  impossibilities ;  he 
must  take  his  chance ;  ne  was  old  enough  to  know  better." 

**  Then,  to-morrow  morning,  I  will  set  off  on  foot,  even  if  you  dose 
thu  door  on  my  return  I" 

Intimidated  by  this  threat,  Mr.  Thornton,  seeing  how  useless  it  was  to 
endeavour  to  combat  the  almost  fitmtic  in£Eituation  which  had,  for  the 
present,  usurped  the  place  of  reason  in  the  mind  of  his  wife ;  and,  feding 
also  some  considerable  anxiety  for  his  son,  contrived  to  anticipate  a  few 
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pounds  of  his  moderate  income,  and,  leanng  the  other  children  in  charge 
of  the  willing  little  slave  of  a  servant,  set  off  to  Plymouth  with  his  weep- 
ing, hut  still  most  buoyant  and  sanc^uine  wife. 

On  reaching  their  destination,  they  learnt  that  the  court-martial  on 
their  son  was  then  being  held ;  so,  without  losing  a  moment,  or  staying 
for  the  slightest  refreshment,  the  devoted  mother  flew  to  the  precious  boy, 
now  stanmng  as  a  criminal  before  his,  peihaps,  inexorable  judges.  When 
she  arrived  on  board  the  vessel  in  whioh  it  was  assembled,  the  judge- 
advocate  was  actually  on  the  point  of  reading  the  sentence ;  but  ere  he 
could  utter  one  word  of  it,  the  anxious  mother,  as  if  intuitively  anticipating 
the  worst,  rushed  forward,  and,  leaning  against  the  coundl-table,  she 
clasped  her  hands,  exclaiming,  in  a  voice  of  piercing  agony, 

"  Mercy,  gentlemen, — ^mercy  for  my  son  I  mercy  for  his  mother !" 
^*  Remove  the  poor  ladv,"  said  the  vice-admiral,  with  much  emotion ; 
« this  is  really  too  painfiiL'' 

*^  I  will  not  be  removed,— I  will  not  stir,''  she  almost  shrieked,  *'  until 
I  know,  until  I  avert  the  doom  of  my  son  I     Who  would  dare  to  lay  a 
finger  on  a  mother  at  such  a  moment  as  this?     Oh,  gentlemen,  take 
heed  what  you  do  I  remember  that,  on  the  verdict  you  now  pronounce^ 
depends  the  future  well-being  or  destruction  of  a  fellow-creature !    Think 
— ^Tor  the  love  of  Heaven,  think — that  with  a  mere  breath  you  will  either 
elevate  the  young  man  before  you  to  the  pinnacle  of  honour  which  he  is  so 
fitted  to  adorn,  or  consign  him  to  in^Euny  and  disgrace  for  ever !     Dare 
you  then  risk  so  awful  a  responsibility  ?     Do  you  not  tremble  for  its  con- 
sequences ?     Have  you  the  ferocious  courage  to  send  him  forth  to  a 
aooming  and  obdurate  world,  with  all  the  hopes  of  his  youth  blighted — 
all  the  prospects  of  his  manhood  ruined?     And  for  what?    For  one  of 
the  most  venial  errors  of  which  inconsiderate  boyhood  can  be  guilty — 
the  momentary  forgetfulness  of  his  duty  under  circumstances  of  peculiar 
excitement.     Cannot  years  of  the  strictest  observance  of  it  atone  for  so 
alight  a  deviation?     Cannot  years  of  tried  and  well-approved  conduct 
(mrchase  the  trifling  £Eivour,  claim  so  small  a  reward,  as  pardon  for  so 
irery  natural  an  offence  ?     Will  you  deprive  the  service  of  a  young,  brave, 
and  efficient  officer,  for  that  one  act  of  folly,  which,  I  am  confident,  he 
never  will  repeat,  but  that  warned  by  his  present  peril,  and  grateful  for 
the  leniency  you  may  now  show  him,  he  would  devote  the  remainder 
<if  his  life  to  promote  the  glory  of  his  country,  and  do  credit  to  those 
n^io,  when  they  could  evince  mercy,  did  not  neglect  the  heaven-fraught 
privilege! 

"  Which  among  you,  sirs?     Oh !  which  among  you  is  so  foulUess— so 
nerved  with  the  innate  consciousness  of  never-swerving  integrity,  that  he 
can,  in  almost  profane  defiance  of  the  warning  of  the  Saviour  of  the  uni- 
verse, raise  his  hand  to  cast  the  first  stone  at  my  ill-fated  son?     Ye,  who 
are  still  in  the  strength  and  vigour  of  life,  suffer  memory  to  run  back  to 
the  days  of  your  youth;  and  then,  only  listening  to  the  voice  of  con- 
sdence,  admit  that  even  graver  errors  were  committed  by  you,  which  yet, 
not  being  brought  to  condign  punishment,  like  my  poor  boy's,  neither 
tarnished  your  reputation  nor  blasted  your  fortune!     And  ye — oh!  ye, 
who  are  nearer  to  that  period  when  ye  will  require  mercy  yourselves,  when 
ye  will  stand  as  crimiiials  to  be  judged,  suffer  justice  to  rend  the  veil  of 
self-love,  with  which  age  envelops  the  time-chilled  heart,  and  view  it 
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§gKtn,  wiih  all  Hm  deep  loafl  of  old  and  Bery  paidoniL  Ita  louMkted  ttnip* 
tations,  its  unyiiited  offencef ;  and,  homblad  by  tiie  oonvietioQ  of  tne 
fallibility  of  your  own  nature,  and  thankful  for  iti  eioape  from  public  ex- 
posure and  coniequent  ignominy,  extend  the  benign  inBuenoe  of  that  truly 
eaTing  oonviotion  to  the  unfortunate  being  who,  although  he  has  leM 
erred,  haa  fallen  under  the  heaviest  infliction  of  mortal  turpitude  I 

*'  God  knows-*-God  onfy  knows,  whether  I  am  serving  the  cause  of 
my  son,  or  not  |  but,  gentlemen,  my  whole  soul  is  in  it,  and  who  can 
blame  a  mother  for  any  imintentional  omission  of  respect  or  deHBrenos^ 
when  intent  only  on  attaining  an  object  so  paramount  in  her  considera- 
tion—her affection— -«s  the  acquittal  of  that  precious,  that  idoliied  son? 
Oh,  gentlemen!  on  that  noble-minded  boy  are  all  my  hopes  fixed<— Is  all 
my  comfort  placed;  the  certainty  of  his  prosperity  has  hitherto  sustained 
me  through  the  most  incredible  hardships  and  privations,  and  would  have 
so  done  uncomplainingly  even  to  the  grave.  Oh  1  do  not  then,  by  oon- 
demning  him  to  obloquy,  condemn  me,  at  the  same  time,  to  that  eternal 
grief  whioh  will  admit  of  no  alleviation  under  heaven— -the  grief  of 
bewailing  a  son's  unmerited— -but,  alasl  irreparable— disgrace  I  Oh  I  if 
you  only  knew  what  I  have  ah^ady  sone  through,  you  would  not  add 
this  most  unlooked-for  calamity  to  the  weight  of  my  many  other  in* 
supportable  sorrows^  Gentlemen,  I  am  a  heart-broken  woman}  so  help 
me.  Heaven,  I  am  I" 

Overcome  by  her  own  feelings,  and  exhausted  by  this  l<Mig  and  ener- 

Sftic  address,  the  poor  mother  could  only  utter  once  more,  ^^Mere^^  ere 
e  fainted  in  the  anus  of  the  wretched  son,  for  whom  she  had  ao  long 
pleaded,  and  pleaded  in  vain«  For  the  sentence  of  the  court  was,  that 
*'  Riduund  Thornton,  after  a  most  patient  and  unprejudiced  investigatioii, 
having  been  found  guilty  of  intoxication  and  neglect  of  duty,  be  forth* 
with  dismissed  her  Majesty's  serrice."  Which  sentence  was  read  to  Inm 
while  his  mother  still  lay  m  a  state  of  insenribility  in  his  arms. 

At  that  moment  they  might  have  read  to  him  the  sentence  of  his  im- 
mediate execution  without  creating  either  terror  or  surprise.  Riohafd 
Thornton  was  totally  absorbed  in  the  pitiable  situation  of  that  hapless 
mother— in  kissing  the  cold  wan  lips,  so  lately  glowing  with  the  ffanra«ar 
of  the  divinest  maternal  eloquence-— in  deluging  the  pale,  sunken  chedc 
with  the  tears  of  the  holiest  gratitude  for  that  maternal  exertion  to  save 
him-— in  scanning,  with  a  feeling  of  unutterable  sorrow,  the  thin  and 
wasted  figure,  the  mean  and  scanty  dress,  and  all  the  too  certain  emblems 
of  that  suffering,  that  poverty  she  was  so  deeply  sunk  in — the  iuffiniog 
and  povertv  he  saw  at  a  glance  he  was  returning  to,  from  the  comparative 
luxury  ana  splendour  so  recently  surrounding  him— »the  sufiennf  and 
poverty  he  was  going  to  aggravate  and  augment 

<<  On,  my  mother  1  my  well-nigh  famished  mother,  what  you  must  have 
endured  to  arrive  at  this  deplorable  destitution  I  God  of  heaven  t  what 
you  must  have  endured  for  long  long  years,  while  I  revelled  in  ignoiant 
and  happy  enjoyment!  My  member,  my  sacredly-beloved  motherT  And 
now— ana  now  I  cannot  comfort  you,  I  cannot  aid  you,  I  can  only  love 
and  reverence  you!" 
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A    TALK     OF     THE     EIGHTS     CElfTUBT, 

Bt  the  Rev.  James  Banpinei^. 
CHArnEB  V. 

THE  FIRST  day's  HUNT. 

By  dawn  of  day  on  W^eeday,  the  twentioth  of  May,  in  the  year 
■even  hundred  and  ieyenty-seyen,  the  Frineess  Aleth^  and  hw  train, 
Kinjf  Alured  and  hia  court,  and  all  the  guests  who  were  present  at  the 
preyious  baU,  stood  mounted  at  the  palace-gate,  awaiting  the  signal  to 
ftart  on  the  hunting  expedition  akeady  mentioned.  They  did  not,  how- 
fyer,  wait  long,  for  soon  the  notes  of  the  joyous  horn  resounded  &r  and 
wide,  andf  formed  in  due  array,  the  caviJcade  set  finrth. 

At  the  head  of  her  own  tnin,  mounted  as  before  on  her  own  milk- 
white  palfrey,  rode  the  princess :  a  graceful  bow  thrown  oyer  her  shoul- 
der} a  quiyer  of  light,  but  extremily  sharp  arrows  hanging  from  her 
saddle«bows  a  dagger  of  rich  workmanship  stuck  in  her  gudle;  and  a 
slender,  but  weU-p(nsed  spear  in  her  right  hand.  Her  dress,  though 
rich,  as  befitted  her  high  rank,  was  simple  in  the  extreme — her  only 
ornament,  the  Rose,  placed  in  her  bosom.  Her  own  knights,  divided 
into  several  detachments,  were  strictly  charged  not  to  allow  the  exdte* 
ment  of  the  chase  to  lead  them  from  their  duty.  Scouts  were  placed  in 
high  trees  on  seyeral  eminences,  to  ayoid  the  possibilitnr  of  surprise^  and 
the  king  himself  at  the  head  of  a  strong  foroe,  oarred  tne  way  to  Schrec* 
keostein.  It  had  been  decided  that,  after  ihe  conclusion  of  the  toumi^ 
ment,  ample  yengeance  should  be  taken  on  Sir  Hildebrand ;  but  that  it 
would  be  doing  him  too  much  honour  to  interrupt  the  festival  on  hii 
account. 

The  rest  of  the  party  attached  themselves  in  general  either  to  Sir 
Edred  or  Sir  Eustace,  who  took  different  directions  in  the  chase,  whilst 
the  less  active  either  remmed  near  the  princess,  or  joined  the  troop  of 
Sir  Ernest  of  Amheim,  a  noble  and  valiant  knight  of  more  advanced 
agv,  who  joined  to  undaunted  courage  the  experience  of  many  seasons, 
and  the  wisdom  of  many  years. 

The  day  was  beMitifol,  and  the  party,  with  few  exceptions,  were  in 
high  spirits  i  but  the  hunting  was  by  no  means  successful  The  deniaens 
of  the  finest  seemed  as  if  forewarned  of  approaching  danger  s  they  either 
kept  out  of  the  way,  or  fled  so  suddenly  and  rapimy  from  their  pursuers 
as  utterly  to  baffle  them.  Strange  to  say,  the  pnnoess's  party  was  in 
general  the  most  successful.  Wiw  her  own  £ur  hand  she  brought  down 
an  enormous  bird  of  prey,  which  had  for  some  time  committed  great 
depredations  on  the  neighbourhood,  and  it  was  not  until  her  quiver  was 
exnausted,  and  every  arrow  had  hit  its  mark,  that  she  gave  the  signal  to 
retreat 

We  are  aware  that  we  shall  lessen  our  beautiful  princess  in  the  eyes  of 
some  of  our  readers  by  thus  describing  her  prowess.  We,  however, 
paint  things,  not  as  they  ought  to  have  been,  but  as  they  actually  were 
m  the  eighth  century ;  and  if  we  were  disposed  to  enter  into  a  lengthened 
defiBooe  of  the  mi^chless  Alethi,  we  should  not  find  the  task  one  of 
Wmt  diffionlfy.    We  shoold  psAaps  suggest  that  tba  killing  Urdi  hy  a 
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bow  and  arrow  is  more  humane  and  maidenlike  than  many  tlung^  oon* 
nected  with  the  slaughter  of  shell-fish,  the  torture  of  insects,  and  other 
equally  graceful  occupations.  We  might  hint  that  the  humanity  of  this 
age  not  unfrequently  consists  in  avoiding  the  sights  and  not  the  infliction 
^  pain.  We  might  safely  assert  that  the  daughter  of  King  Alured 
would  have  rather  parted  with  every  jewel  which  she  possessed,  with 
every  luxury  that  she  had  enjoyed  from  iufsmcy,  than  that  the  meanest  of 
her  nither's  subjects  should  have  wanted  the  necessaries  of  life.  But  to 
our  tale. 

When  the  various  parties  met  at  the  outskirts  of  the  forest  <^  Idnmay 
it  was  found  that  neiuier  Sir  Ernest  nor  Sir  Edred  had  achieved  anything 
worthy  of  note,  whereas  Sir  Eustace  had  slain,  with  his  own  band,  an 
enormous  bear,  long  the  terror  of  the  neighbourhood.  He  was,  tlmre- 
fiyre,  at  once  decliured  the  victor  of  the  day,  and  received  on  bended 
knee  the  sylvan  wreath,  which  the  princess  placed  on  his  brow.  Alice 
remarked  that,  as  she  did  so,  her  hand  trembled.  Her  &£bee  only 
observed  that  she  looked  more  beautiful  than  she  had  ever  done  before. 
And  they  were  both  right 

And  now,  after  a  short  interval,  the  supper  agun  began ;  and  if,  as  we 
have  duly  narrated,  the  viands  were  done  justice  to  m&r  the  evening^s 
dancing,  what  must  have  been  the  case  after  a  whole  day's  hunting  ? 

Terra  males  hommes  nunc  educat  atque  pusillos 

—men  who  can  do  nothing  in  the  eating  line.  We  think  better  of  our- 
selves because  we  eat  less  than  our  ancestors;  but  our  thinking  so  is 
merely  one  of  the  many  silly  delusions  which  morbid  conceit  summons  up 
at  its  will.  Is  not  the  decrease  of  appetite  mainly  attributable  to  the 
decrease  of  exercise,  and  early  rising,  and  energy,  and  general  activity, 
and  to  the  increase  of  luxury,  and  indolence,  and  vice  ?  and  is  not  its 
effect  seen  in  the  increasing  debility  of  the  Teuton  race  ?  It  is  merely 
the  middle  term,  the  connecting  link  between  sin  and  punishment — be- 
tween the  £Eiults  and  follies  of  one  generation,  and  the  evils  which  neces- 
sarily follow  in  the  next  There  are,  however,  it  must  be  allowed,  many 
thousands,  nay,  millions  even,  in  this  age  and  country,  who  have  excel- 
lent appetites;  tiie  labourer,  whose  strength  is  failing  him  from  work 
and  want;  the  sickly  mothers,  whose  frames  waste  away  whilst,  like  the 
pelican,  they  feed  the  craving  in^t  with  tiieir  own  life's  blood ;  the 
peasant  lad,  who  frlls  into  a  decline ;  the  peasant  giri,  whose  feataxes, 
even  in  their  loveliness,  show  the  marks  of  hunger;  the  troops  of  chil- 
dren, whose  briffht  young  eyes  grow  dim,  whose  gay  younfl^  voices  fidter 
for  lack  of  food.  But  I  forget — ^my  readers  belong  to  wb  nineteenth 
century:  it  hurts  their  sensibility  to  hear  of  such  things;  especially  when,  as 
in  the  present  case,  they  hear  of  them  from  an  eye-witness,  and  cannot^ 
therefore,  avoid  believing  tiiem.     So  we  will  proceed. 

Mountain  after  mountain  of  the  good  fare,  unblushingly  devoured  by 
the  noble,  and  ungrudgingly  dispensed  to  the  poor,  disappeared  before 
the  true-hearted  Teutons  for  more  rapidly  than  the  AJps  before  the 
Cartha^nian  hero;  whilst  the  happy  Eustace,  seated  beside  the  beautiful 
princess,  poured  into  her  ear  those  words,  in  which  love  is  never  visible 
but  always  present :  and  she  guve  him  ample  opportunity  for  so  doing, 
by  asking  him  to  tell  her  of  the  many  distant  lands  and  well-fou^t 
fields  which  he  had  seen,  and  by  questioning  him  regarding  those  acts  of 
chivalry  and  prowess,  the  renown  of  which  had  long  reached  her.    This 
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• 
last  topic  was  the  only  one  on  whicb  he  appeared  not  to  dilate  with 
pleasure;  he  spoke  as  little  of  himself  as  possible;  but  whilst  doing  so,  his 
conyersation  gave  a  fiiU  idea  of  his  character,  just  as  the  sunbeam  telb 
OS  the  brightneiss  and  warmth  of  the  orb  from  which  it  emanates. 

We  may  well  imagine  that  this  scene  gave  no  manner  of  gratification 
to  Sir  Edied,  except,  indeed,  that  inseparably  connected  with  the  satis- 
fiustion  of  hunger.  With  fladiing  eyes  tiie  sullen  one  glared  on  the  happy 
pair.  Darker  and  darker  still  his  brow  became,  as  each  moment  rolled 
on,  till  his  glance,  as  on  the  preceding  evening,  fell  on  tiie  Rose.  Then 
was  he  transported  with  frenzy,  his  blood  seemed  molten  lead,  his  brain 
living  fire,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  he  kept  his  seat  till  tiie  depar- 
ture of  the  princess.  At  length,  however,  the  more  important  viands 
having  been  despatched,  and  due  interval  allowed  for  partaking  of  the 
fruits  of  the  season  and  handing  roimd  the  wine- cup,  Sir  Reginald  again 
reminded  tiie  princess  that  tiie  minstrels  were  waiting  her  will ;  and,  with 
a  sigh  (a  sigh  which  Eustace  heard,  but  scarcely  dared  to  understand), 
she  selected  Lleirwc^  of  Caernarvon.  The  minstrel  obeyed,  and  sang  a 
lay,  in  which  Druidical  mysticism  and  British  nationality  were  strangely 
mingled  with  admiration  for  the  Teuton  princess. 

As  Alethe,  after  graciously  thanking  the  stranger,  departed  at  the 
head  of  her  lovely  train.  Sir  Edred  (who  had  caught  anotiier  glimpse 
of  the  Rose  as  she  spoke  to  the  minstrel)  rushed  midly  into  tiie  forest, 
and  pursued  his  course  till  he  reached  the  Birthday  Knoll. 

*^  It  was  certainly  near  here !"  said  he. 

**  It  was  cerUunly  near  here  I"  replied  a  deep  voice. 

It  might  be  echo :  but  he  had  noticed  no  echo  when  there  before ;  and 
the  voice,  though  like  his  own,  was  not  precisely  the  same.  Brave  and 
dauntless  as  he  was,  he  felt  at  that  moment  something  more  like  fear 
than  he  had  ever  experienced.  He  looked  around;  but  he  could  see 
nothing,  except  the  varying  shadows  of  the  rocks  and  trees.  He  listened; 
but  he  could  hear  nothing  save  the  hollow  moaning  of  the  night-wind. 
He  gazed  upwards :  the  sky  was  bright ;  but  clouds  were  fast  gathering 
tm  the  eastern  horizon.  He  watched  them  till  they  had  obscured  every 
lamp  of  heaven. 

'^  Why  stayest  thou  here.  Sir  Edred?"  said  he,  at  length,  in  a  scarcely 
suidible  voice.     And  again  the  words  were  repeated. 

**Who  and  what  art  thou?"  cried  he;  but  no  answer  was  given. 
*^  Where  art  thou  ?"  said  he,  looking  strangely  round  him.  The  branches 
of  a  dark  evergreen  tree,  under  whose  shelter  he  was  standing,  moved 
eoDYulsively ;  and  a  chiU,  cold  air  breatiied  upon  his  face.  He  started ; 
but  immeuately  recovering  himself,  cried  out,  "  Whosoever  thou  art,  I 
eommand  thee  to  show  thyself !" 

The  deep  voice  answered — "  Show  thyself  P 

**  Thou  shalt  not  play  with  me  in  tiiis  manner !"  exclaimed  Sir  Ekbred, 
fiercely ;  *'  and  yet,"  added  he,  in  a  milder  tone,  **  I  cannot  force  thee  to 
appear,  for  I  know  not  tiie  spell  tiiat  rules  thee.  I  must,  tiierefore, 
beseech  tiiee  to  aid  me  in  love  and  vengeance.  Only  give  me  what  I 
■eeky  and  I  will  give  thee  whatsoever  thou  desirest  Yes,  thou  shalt  name 
the  price  thyself,  thyself." 

"  Thyself— THYSELF !"  answered  the  deep  voice. 

The  colloquy  fif  colloquy  it  could  be  called)  was  now  disturbed  by  the 
low  sound  of  voices  in  deep  and  earnest  conference.      Sir  £jdred,  not 
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wiihingf  to  bo  noogniMd  by  any  of  the  guests  or  snbjeots  of  Ahovd, 
xmpidly  Moended  the  daik  tree  already  mentioned,  and  hanng  enaoonoed 
himself  in  a  natural  arbour  formed  by  some  of  the  higher  boughs,  took 
a  quiet  survey  of  the  strangers^  and  listened  attentively  to  thdr  oon« 
versation* 

He  immediately  discovered  that,  with  the  exception  of  one  captive,  they 
were  neither  guests  nor  subjects  of  his  royal  host  He  at  onoe  recognised 
their  leader  as  Sir  Hildebrand  of  Schreckenstein ;  for,  though  the  un- 
knightly  deeds  and  magical  reputation  of  that  chief  had  rendned  him  an 
object  of  aversion  to  men  of  honour  and  fiiith,  the  knight  of  Drontheim, 
wno  was  not  very  select  in  the  chmce  of  his  acquaintances  so  lone  as  they 
ffave  him  good  cheer,  or  anything  else  he  might  wish  for  at  their  hand& 
had  passed  some  days  with  nim  on  his  way  to  the  court  of  Alured.  And 
it  was  the  praises  which,  from  common  fiune,  Sir  Edred  had  bestowed  upon 
the  beauty  of  Aleth^,  that  gave  rise  to  the  unsuccessful  attack  described  in 
the  second  chapter.  Sir  HUdebrand  was  of  absolutely  gigantio  dimensions, 
with  strength  proportioned  to  his  size ;  his  features  were  decidedly  hand- 
some,— ^but  few,  save  a  sculptor,  would  have  discovered  the  fact,  from  the 
brutal  expression  which  they  always  bore.  His  courage  and  prowess  were 
known,  and  dreaded,  and  few  were  his  equals  in  single  combat.  He  had 
ft^uently,  indeed,  met  and  defeated  three  assailants  at  once. 

Behina  Sir  Hildebrand  were  six  of  his  retainers— -grim-looking  ruffians, 
ready  for  any  atrocity— -men  who  preferred  his  service  to  that  or  leas  un- 
principled lords,  from  the  very  love  of  wickedness.  They  escorted  two 
prisoners  closely  bound,  the  one  apparently  a  Teuton,  the  other  evidently 
belonging  to  one  of  the  Mongol  bibes,  which  at  that  time  kept  Europe 
m  continual  activity. 

*^  Did  you  not  hear  a  voice,  Eric?**  sud  the  leader. 

**  I  certainly  thought  so,  most  noble  baron ;  but  I  can  see  no  trace  of 
any  one." 

**  Might  he  not  have  concealed  himself  in  yonder  thicket?  or  up  that 
tree?" 

**  I  think  it  impossible,  my  lord ;  but  I  will  see." 

And  so  saying,  the  attendant  commenced  mounting  the  tree  hi  whidh 
Sir  Edred  had  secreted  himself.  The  knight  was  just  preparing  for  a  con- 
flict with  odds,  which,  considering  that  he  was  without  armour,  and  had 
BO,  weapons  save  his  short  sword  and  dagger,  made  the  event  a  question 
of  some  interest,  when  a  sound  burst  upon  the  ears  of  the  whole  company, 
which  immediately  arrested  their  attention.  To  Edred,  it  seemed  like  the 
roaring  of  a  whiriwind — to  Hildebrand,  like  a  royal  trumpet  dose  at  hand. 
He  immediately  fled  with  his  five  attendants  and  two  captives,  dedring 
Eric  to  remain  in  the  tree  till  his  return. 

No  sooner  was  the  party  from  Schreckenstein  clear  off  than  Sir  Edred 
struck  the  intruder  unexpectedly  to  the  ground,  and,  springing  to  the 
earth,  bound  him  hand  and  foot,  and,  having  gagged  him,  bore  him  off  in 
an  opposite  direction  to  that  taken  by  Sir  Hildebrand. 

In  a  fow  minutes  that  bold  freebooter,  finding  that  he  had  been  appa« 
rentiy  made  the  dupe  of  a  fidse  alarm,  returned  to  the  spot  which  he  had  just 
quitted,  and  was  greatly  astonished  at  finding  not  only  his  follower  gone, 
but  the  tree  itself  dwindled  down  to  a  moss-grown  trunk,  from  which 
sprouted  one  solitary  twig,  whose  dark  leaves  glimmered  ominooslj  faitbe 
returning  starlight 
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^'  Gods  of  my  fftihersr  oriad  hei  <<if  I  hftv«  anwitting^ly  trespassed 
upon  ground  still  sacred  to  you,  forrive  the  unintentioiial  transgression, 
and  restore  his  vassal  to  your  &iuiful  worshipper.  By  the  skulls  of 
Valhalla,''  added  he,  examining  the  solitary  twig  heibre  mentioned,  ^*  it 
is  the  Zombaum.  Forgive,  oh  Zemebook  I  mvlunintentional  violation  of 
thy  sacred  tree.  Thou  shalt  be  appeased^  and  that  without  loss  of  time. 
Draff  forward  yon  misbeliever ;  there  is  nothing  so  soothing  to  the  wrath 
of  the  gods  as  the  blood  of  a  Christian.'' 

Thus  saying,  he  stabbed  his  German  captive  to  the  heart,  having  placed 
him  so  that  his  life's  blood  might  £eJl  on  the  roots  of  the  tree.  As  the 
dry  trunk  felt  the  warm  gore  it  began  instantly  to  revive ;  and  in  the 
space  of  a  few  minutes  the  2iOmbaum  had  shot  higher,  and  spread  wider 
than  before. 

But  to  return  to  Sir  E^dred.  Having  reached  a  safe  retreat,  he  used 
every  means  in  his  power  to  resuscitate  the  insensible  Eric ;  and  as  soon 
as  he  opened  his  eyes  informed  him,  that  unless  he  at  once  confessed  how 
and  why  his  master  had  come  to  the  Birthday  Knoll,  and  what  meant  the 
appearance  of  the  swarthy  captive,  he  would  immediately  bear  him  to 
Alured's  presence,  who  would,  ne  averred,  subject  him  to  the  most  excru- 
ciating tortures.  Eric  having,  under  his  master's  eye,  taken  part  in 
many  such  scenes,  easily  believed  his  captor,  and  at  once  confessed  all 
that  he  knew  of  his  lord's  proceedings  and  intentions. 

"  Is  that  all  ?"  cried  Edred,  raising  his  dagger—*^'  all  ?  Answer,  vil- 
lain !  your  life  hangs  on  the  reply." 

^*  Then  die  I"  and  he  plunged  the  weapon  into  his  breast.  He  then 
carefully  concealed  the  dead  body,  aided,  as  it  seemed,  by  the  deep  hollow 
breeze,  which  rolled  the  leaves  up  to  the  carcase,  though  ever  and  anon 
he  was  starUed  by  sounds  which  struck  him  as  half-way  between  death- 
groans  and  sardonic  laughter. 

Hurryine  away  from  his  work,  he  soon  reguned  the  palace  of  Alured, 

and  succeeded  in  mingling  once  more  among  the  guests  without  exciting 

any  surprise.     His  absence  had,  indeed,  been  noticed  by  only  one  person, 

though  its  effect  had  been  like  the  removal  of  a  cloud  from  a  summer 

dy.     All  felt  gayer  and  happier  $  they  knew  not  why.     One  glance, 

however,  met  his  inouiringly,  as  he  entered  the  banquet-hall.     Firm| 

Qalm,  and  searching,  it  fell  upon  him  like  a  moveless  starbeam  on  a 

murky  pool.     It  was  the  glance  of  Arnold  of  the  Brocken,  and  he  felt 

its  power  as  he  had  never  felt  that  of  man.     Nor  did  tiie  short  remainder 

of  the  mght's  carousal  bring  him  ease.     Talk,  drink,  frown,  laugh ;  do 

what  he  would,  that  eye  was  always  tqion  him,  till  in  despair  he  ex- 

daimed, 

*^  Methinks,  good  minstrel,  you  seem  sadly  at  a  loss  for  something  to 
4o;  oonld  you  &voiir  us  with  one  of  those  songi  whereof  fiune  speaks  so 
loudlyr 

^*  By  all  naeans  T  said  the  king  and  his  onola,  in  one  breath. 
*^  By  all  maans  I"  cried  the  gpesti  at  tha  high  tabla. 
**  By  all  means  I"  chimed  in  the  xeat  of  the  assembly. 
Arnold  smiled,  took  the  harp,  and,  without  prefiMe  or  prelude,  sang 
the  following  words,  with  a  full  clear  voice,  fixing  his  eyes  during  the 
^hole  perfiwmance  upon  Edred's  countenance  : 
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Dark  and  darker  grows  the  night, 

Treading  on  the  shades  of  eren ; 
Clouded  is  the  moon's  fair  light; 

Not  a  star  is  seen  in  heaven; — 
Chilly  does  the  night-wind  hlow, 

Murmuring  through  the  shuddering  trees; 
Harshly  does  the  torrent  flow; 

Eren  the  lake  is  ill  at  ease. 

Wherefore  then  doth  Conrad  hie 

Lonely  to  the  sullen  wood? — 
Would  he  oommxme  with  the  sky? — 

Would  he  parley  with  the  flood? — 
Seek  not  that  which  none  may  know! 

Ask  not  tiiat  which  none  can  tell! 
Sought  he  evil — ^time  will  show — 

Sought  he  good— 'tis  well!  'tis  well! 

Pass  the  ale-cup  hriskly  round; 

Four  the  flagon,  hravely  pour. 
Till  the  gale  without  is  drown'd 

By  Uie  rereller's  j(>yous  roar. 
Then  to  sleep— sleep  those  who  may — 

Conscience  calm  knows  calmest  rest! — 
Those  who  lore  the  light  of  day, 

bleep  the  soundest  and  the  hest. 

"  What  could  yon  minstrel  have  been  doing  during  his  long  absence 
from  our  revel?''  said  Sir  Edred  to  Sir  Gideon,  who  sat  beside  him. 

<*  Yon  minstrel  ?  Why,  he  has  not  left  the  banquet-hall  for  a  minute's 
space  since  be  entered  it" 

'*  He  h(u  not  left  the  banguet-haU  T  echoed  the  deep  voice. 

Sir  Edred  changed  colour;  but,  observing  to  his  great  relief  that  his 
companion  bad  not  heard  it,  he  added,  to  cover  his  mistake, 

''I  suppose  then  I  must  have  fallen  asleep  and  dreamt  it." 

"  Do  you  often  walk  in  your  sleep?*'  said  Arnold,  who  bad  iqpproeched 
them  unobserved. 

Sir  Edred  glared  upon  him  like  a  caged  tiger  when  irritated  by  some 
insult  which  t^e  bars  of  his  den  prevent  him  from  being  able  to  resent 
But  bis  glance,  bold  and  fierce  as  it  was,  turned  aside  from  the  calm  blue 
eye  of  the  minstrel;  and,  mingling  with  the  throng  of  departing  guests, 
be  retired  to  bed,  but  not  to  rest  For,  as  he  repeatedly  tried  to  close 
his  eyes,  the  deep  voice  sounded  in  his  ear,  then  &ded  away  into  a  dying 
groan,  swelled  into  the  rustling  breese,  and  modulate  itself  into  the 
minstrel's  lay. 

Chaptkb  VL 

THE  SECOND  DAT*8  HUNT. 

The  weather,  which  had  been  changing  for  the  worse  during  the  last 
seven^  or  eight  hours,  became  so  very  bad  by  sunrise,  that  all  agreed  in 
deeming^  it  necessary  for  Aleth^  and  her  tram  to  remain  at  home.     Even- 
Sir  Reginald  and  his  celebrated  corps,  much  as  they  xegretted  ^^^^'^C.,  "" 
deprived  of  the  chase,  could  not  but  aomit  that  howHng  wind,  and  pooiuig^S? 
ram,  and  a  sky  so  dark  that  in  many  parts  of  the  forest  it  must  reeemU^^ 
midnight,  except  when  lighted  up  as  it  was  every  quarter  of  an  hoar  bj     "^ 
an  awful  flash  of  lightning,  were  not  suitable  to  a  lovely  young  princess. 
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'^  They  will  not  Tenture  to  attack  the  palace,"  muttered  Sir  Edred. 
'^  No ;  that  is  not  part  of  their  plan;  besides  which,  they  would  be  beatea 
off  if  they  attempted  such  a  thing.     WeU,  it  is  best  and  safest  as  it  is.** 

As  it  was  decided  that  the  princess  should  remain  at  home,  the  king 
and  his  guests  lost  no  time  in  making  for  the  wood ;  and  Alured's  scouts 
havinff  seen  nothing  of  the  enemy  on  the  preceding  day,  it  was  determined 
that  the  king  and  his  troop  should  join  in  the  hunt. 

Whilst  the  assembled  hunters  were  discussing  the  details  of  the  chase^ 
a  loud  bellow  was  heard ;  and  on  looking  in  the  direction  whence  the 
sound  came,  they  beheld  an  enormous  urus  contending  with  a  stag  of 
proportionate  dimensions.  The  whole  assembly  raised  a  shout;  and  the 
combatants,  being  thus  warned  of  their  approach,  started  off  in  different 
directions.  The  king  immediately  gave  chase  to  the  stas^;  Sir  Eustace 
consequently  pursued  the  urus ;  their  respective  parties  followed  them  at 
full  speed,  as  well  as  most  of  those  who  had  yesterday  been  under  Edred's 
command.  As  in  groups  of  two,  three,  and  four,  they  passed  that  knight 
at  full  speed,  and  he  was  doubting  what  he  had  best  do,  a  wild  boar  of 
immense  size,  with  tusks  that  mi^^ht  have  torn  an  elephant,  and  eyes 
that  glared  hideously,  sprung  suddenly  up  from  the  shade  of  the  2iOm- 
baum,  where  Edred  had  concealed  himself  on  the  preceding  night,  and  on 
idiose  leaves  his  steed  was  now  browsing,  uttered  one  loud,  deep,  savage 
growl,  and  darted  off  into  a  neighbouring  thicket. 

Sir  Edred  and  his  companions  instantly  followed  the  animal  at  full 

meed,  though  the  path  which  he  took  was  for  some  time  an  extremely 

oifficult  one.     In  &ct,  path  it  was  none ;  for  the  wild  boar  chose  the 

thickest  and  most  tangled  portion  of  the  forest,  which  of  course  gave  him 

great  advantage,  since  he  could  force  his  way  through  brushwood  and 

under  the  drooping  branches  much  more  easily  than  the  knights  and  their 

chargers.    Many  were  the  mishaps  which,  despite  their  skilful  horseman- 

ahip,  befel  the  pursuers.     In  several  cases,  the  horses  failing  to  clear 

apparently  impervious  thickets,  lighted  in  the  centre  of  them,  and,  be- 

eoming  unmanageable,  could  not  he  extricated  until  their  comrades  were 

&r  out  of  sight  or  hearing.     In  more  than  one  instance,  when  trying  to 

iarce  a  bushy  screen  at  fiiU  g^op,  the  horse's  head  came  in  sudden 

collision  with  a  detached  rock,  and  the  animal  fell  dead,  precipitating  its 

rider  into  the  tangled  jungle  before  him.     Some  were  struck  off  theii* 

steeds  by  coming  into  contact  with  unexpected  boughs;   others  found 

their   chargers,  when  they  least  expected  it,  struggling  in  an  unseen 

tnorass,  hidden  by  the  thick  foliage  of  the  bushes. 

At  length  the  road,  if  we  may  so  call  it,  became  less  impracticable, 
until  the  boar  emerged  into  a  wide  open  space.  Having  run  some  way 
Uong  the  wooded  skirts  of  this  area,  the  animal  suddenly  halted,  and 
taming  round,  took  a  full  survey  of  his  enemies:  they  were  not  more 
than  six  in  number  besides  Sir  Edred.  The  fierce  creature  gnashed  his 
tasks  and  seemed  inclined  to  stand  at  bay,  but  suddenly  altered  his  in- 
beotion — ^if  such  had  ever  been  his  intention — and  started  off  at  full  speed 
leross  the  open  plain.  We  may  well  imagine  that  his  pursuers,  once 
&ee  firom  the  underwood,  did  not  relax  in  their  speed  as  long  as  their 
bones  could  keep  it  up.  Ere,  however,  the  Northman  had  reached  the 
apposite  side  of  uie  open  space,  four  of  his  remaining  followers  had  been 
mpelled  to  stop  by  the  utter  exhaustion  of  their  noble  steeds. 

The  wild  boar  now  tamed  down  an  open  glade  to  the  right,  and  Sir 
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Edred  and  lus  two  companions  had  not  gone  far  in  that  direction  ere  they 
kard  a  cry  lor  help.  The  boar  strock  up  a  ode  arenae  in  the  direetion 
of  the  cry,  and  then  snddenly  buried  Imnself  in  a  dark  ducket.  The 
Imight,  enraged  at  losing  his  game^  set  spurs  once  more  to  his  steed, 
ivhich  brought  him  upon  a  scene  that  put  the  boar  for  the  moment  out  oJF 
Ks  thoughts.  With  his  back  against  a  tree,  alone  and  almost  onarmed^ 
his  six  finest  staghounds  lying  in  the  agony  of  death  at  his  feet^  stood 
King  Alured,  endeavouring  to  defend  himsdlf  against  the  gigantic  stag 
and  his  mate.  There  was  no  time  to  be  lost,  for  unless  succour  could  be 
instantly  given,  the  king  must  fall  a  victim  to  his  assailants  in  less  than  a 
minute.  Sir  Edred,  however,  coming  up  at  full  gallop,  todt  the  fierce 
and  powerful  animals  by  surprise,  and  ere  either  of  them  cookl  turni 
either  to  fight  or  fly,  he  clove  with  his  sword  the  buck's  head  to  the  jai^ 
and  severed  with  one  blow  the  doe's  head  from  her  body. 

"  My  noble  preserver !"  cried  the  king,  *'  how  shall  I  ever  repaj  yoa 
for  the  service  which  you  have  rendered  me?" 

The  knight  deprecated  any  acknowledgment;  declared  that  it  was  a 
far  nobler  achievement  to  keep  two  stags  at  bay  on  foot  than  to  slay  them 
on  horseback;  and  then  commenced  a  search  for  the  boar.  The  Ixish,  or 
rather  spreading  tree,  under  which  it  had  taken  refuge,  was  a  Zombaom, 
and  just  as  the  knight  had  noticed  the  fact,  the  animal,  burstings  from  his 
concealment,  set  on  once  more  with  unabated  speed  in  a  transverse  direc- 
tion. 

Sir  Edred,  leaving  the  king  in  charge  of  his  two  comrades,  who  were 
nothing  loth  to  stay  behind  with  so  good  an  excuse,  pursued  the  boar  on- 
lemittingly  for  more  than  an  hour  longer.  The  animal  seemed  tired  of 
breaking  his  way  through  thickets,  and  kept  on  in  a  loi^,  straight  alley, 
the  trees  on  each  side  of  which  closed  sufficiently  high  in  the  air  not  to 
incommode  his  pursuer.  At  length,  as  the  natural  lane  along  which  they 
were  advancing  led  up  a  gentle  acclivity,  a  confused  sound  of  shouting, 
bellowing,  and  yelling  burst  upon  them.  The  boar  turned,  and  eyed  his 
pursuer  with  a  strange  glare  of  contemptuous,  but  fierce  hatred.  He  did 
not,  however,  stay  to  receive  his  pertinacious  adversary,  but,  turning, 
once  more  ascended  the  hill,  and  was  in  a  few  moments  out  of  sight  As 
Bir  Edred  mounted  the  ascent,  the  sounds  already  described  rose  louder 
and  louder;  but  he  was  at  a  loss  to  discover  their  origin  till  he  reached 
a  spot  which  commanded  the  prospect  on  the  other  side.  Reining 
up  his  horse  for  a  moment,  he  oeheld  a  strange  scene.  In  the  valley 
below  were  some  thirty  or  forty  knights  mounted  on  jaded  steeds,  which 
they  in  vain  attempted  to  urge  up  a  steep  ascent.  They  were  headed  by 
Sir  Eustace,  who  used  eveiy  exertion,  but  unsuccessfully,  to  lead  them 
fiirward.  Opposed  to  them  stood  a  large  herd  of  uri,  amongst  wfaidi  the 
hero  of  the  moming*s  duel  had  taken  refuge.  Whilst  Edred  looked,  the 
uri,  emboldened  by  the  hesitation  of  their  antagonists,  ruriied  down  the 
declivity,  driving  the  cavaliers  before  them.     The  wild  boar,  whidi  had 

Eised  to  breathe  on  the  brow  of  the  hill,  now  darted  forward,  followed 
Sir  Edred,  who,  setting  spurs  to  his  steed  once  more,  and  shouting  at 
full  pitch  of  his  voice,  "  The  Draeron !  the  Dragon !  the  Red  £>n^;oa 
of  Drontheim!**  biu*st  like  a  mountain  torrent  into  ihe  confused  masa 
below.  The  effect  was  as  strange  as  sudden ;  the  uri  trembled  in  ev«nr 
limb;  their  manes  rose,  and  uttering  cries  of  intense  fear,  they  fled  win 
the  utmost,  precipitadon ;  all,  save  their  leader,  who,  making  a  rash  atth^ 
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Northern  knight,  was  receiTed  on  his  speftTi   and  fell  lifeless  to  the 
earth. 

**  Where  is  the  boar-— where  is  the  boar?"  cried  the  victor,  heedless  of 
llie  thanks  and  praises  which  were  showered  upon  him  on  every  side.  But 
no  one  had  seen  it  save  Arnold  of  the  Brocken,  whoae  fiune  in  woodcraft 
was  only  inferior  to  his  minstrelsy.  And  as  Sir  Edred  again  demanded, 
"Where  is  the  boar?  where — ^where?"  a  deep  voice  answered,  "  Where?" 
and  a  chill,  damp,  grave-gust  blew  upon  his  cheek. 

*^  What  was  that  sound?"  cried  the  minstrel.  But  none  else  had  heard 
itf  save  one;  and  he  made  no  reply. 

The  scattered  parties  now  gradually  united ;  the  slain  animals  were 
earned  home  in  triumph;  the  returning  procession  was  announced  by  a 
triumphant  hunting  chorus,  and  received  with  a  flourish  of  trumpets;  and 
die  fuincess  welcomed  with  gratitude,  and  crowned  with  enthusiasm,  the 
preserver  of  her  father,  and  the  victor  of  the  day. 

And  the  banquet  commenced  with  renewed  splendour.  Sir  Edred  sat 
by  Aleth^'s  side ;  her  bright  eyes  beamed  kindly  upon  him,  and  her 
sweet  voice  showered  its  thanks  upon  him.  King  and  noble,  knight 
and  minstrel,  matron  and  maiden,  vied  in  their  endeavours  to  do  him 
honour.  And  he  did,  indeed,  look  as  if  he  fully  deserved  all  the  goods 
that  fortune  had  bestowed:  and  that  voice  which  was  said  to  be  equally 
invincible  on  the  battle-field  or  in  the  bower — that  voice  which  made 
1B0Q  tremble  with  fear  and  ladies  with  love — that  voice  whidi  had  rallied 
ike  Northifien,  only  a  thousand  strong,  when  at  the  sack  of  Ascalon  they 
had  been  surprised  by  a  force  of  Arab  lancers,  ten  times  their  numbers, 
had  rallied  them  and  won  the  day — that  voice  which,  in  the  court  of 
Constantinople,  whither  he  had  gone  to  arrange  the  ransom  of  prisoners 
taken  in  piracy,  had  won  the  hearts  of  those  who  were  proof  against  the 
attractions  of  the  most  irresistible — that  voice  was  exerted  in  all  its 
wondrous  power  to  charm  the  ear  and  chain  the  heart  of  the  Princess 
Aleth^.  And  who  could  listen  to  that  voice,  and  not  own  its  power?  Who 
eould  look  upon  that  brow  and  eye,  and  not  feel  that  they  belonged  to 
one  whom  Nature  had  intended  to  bear  sway  over  his  fellow-men  ? 

And  now  the  time  came  for  the  minstrels  to  commence  their  melody; 
tod  Aleth^,  in  honour  of  the  Northern  knight,  selected  the  Northern 
harper.  With  flashing  eyes  and  dishevelled  hair,  Folko  of  Domfeld 
sprang  forward,  and  drawing  his  hand  rapidly  over  the  chords  for  a  few 
leconas,  sang — to  a  wild  and  harsh  strain,  in  which  vigour  and  ferocity 
Were  the  predominant  characteristics — 

THE  NORTHMAITS  LYRE. 

Storm  and  battle  I    Blood  and  fire! 
These  best  suit  the  Northman's  lyre: 
These  the  Northman's  heart  inspire; 
These  the  North's  bright  maids  admire. 

When  the  Northman  seeks  a  bride. 
Veils  he  not  his  manly  pride; 
Waits  not  he  for  time  or  tide; 
Works  his  will,  wrecks  nought  beside 

Soon  the  sword  is  girt  I  ween; 
Soon  the  glittering  blade  is  seen; 
Soon,  however  proad  her  mien, 
Yields  she;  weds  she;  dries  her  e'en. 
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Lovely  princess  1  well  for  thee 
Far,  far  distant  rolls  the  sea; 
Or  a  Northman,  bold  and  free, 
Would  Aill  soon  thy  bridegroom  be. 

Though  thy  castle  were  of  rock, 
Held  by  Thor  and  Zemebock, 
Heaven  and  hell  our  race  would  mock 
Those  unrivalled  charms  to  lock. 

The  minstrel  having  concluded  this  song,  which  he  held  to  be  as  (Ieu*  superior 
to  all  that  had  preceded  it,  or  that  would  or  could  follow,  as  one  of  hia  own 
savage  warriors  to  any  less  barbarous  hero,  looked  round  with  a  glance  of 
fierce  triumph  upon  the  assembly.  Instead,  however,  of  the  applause 
which  had  attended  his  rivals,  he  Deard  only  deep  and  indignant  mnrmurs. 
And  Sir  Eldred,  much  annoyed  at  the  disagreeable  impresmon  thus  eivea 
of  his  coimtrymen,  said  to  the  princess — ^in  a  tone  loud  enough  to  be  heard 
by  all  those  near  him — "  I  trust  that  you  do  not  believe  iu  the  character 
which  yon  base-bom  son  of  a  Tartar  witch  has  given  of  my  countrymen  ? 
Since  our  ears  have,  however,  been  pained  by  hearing  these  harsh  strtuns, 
would  your  highness  deign  to  favour  us  with  your  society  for  a  short  time 
longer,  and,  ifter  the  wine-cup  has  again  gone  round,  select  a  gentler 
minstrel?*' 

All  applauded  this  proposal,  and  the  princess,  at  her  father^s  denre,  ac- 
ceding to  Ekired's  wish,  summoned  Orlando  of  Provence.  The  graceful 
troubadour  stepped  forward,  and,  receiving  the  goblet  from  Aleth^'shand, 
and  draining  it  to  the  bottom,  thus  began : — 

Oh  I  bright  are  the  days  where  the  sun  of  Provence 
Ever  shines  on  the  loveliest  region  of  Fnmoe; 
And  green  is  the  earth  which  the  troubadours  tread, 
And  glorious  the  azure  that  beams  overhead. 
And  if  through  the  heaven  a  doud  wings  its  flight, 
It  gleams  like  an  angel  in  raiment  of  light; 
And  soft  are  the  waves  of  the  blue  midhmd  sea 
That  washes  the  shores  of  my  own  dear  countree. 

And  lovely  the  nights  when  the  angels  unfold 

From  the  watch-towers  of  heaven  their  banners  of  gold; 

When  the  moon  in  her  splendour  unsullied  looks  down. 

In  her  eye  not  a  tear,  on  her  brow  not  a  frown. 

When  the  breeze  *midst  the  rosebuds  scarce  ventures  a  si^ 

And  the  maiden's  heart  beats,  for  her  lover  is  nigh. 

And  the  flowers  of  the  fleld,  and  the  leaves  of  the  grove, 

And  the  whole  rapt  creation  breathes  nothing  but  love. 

But  oh!  were  I  placed  by  the  gloomy  North  Pole, 

Where  the  suns  never  shine,  and  the  waves  never  roll; 

Where  the  birds  never  sing,  and  the  flowers  never  bloom. 

And  Nature,  ice-fetter'd,  is  one  whited  tomb^ 

And  the  minstrels  themselves,  from  long  neighbourhood,  share 

The  eye  of  the  wolf  and  the  heart  of  the  bear, — 

I  could  think  of  Provence  without  ever  a  sigh. 

Were  the  Princess  Alethd,  the  matchless  one,  nigh! 

For  the  calm  of  that  brow  is  more  soft  than  our  skies ; 
And  the  stars  are  not  bright  as  the  light  of  those  eyes; 
And  the  smile  of  those  lips  is  more  gUddening  by  &r 
Than  the  moon  on  her  throne,  or  the  sun  in  Ms  car. 
Then  weep  for  Orlando,  ye  bards  of  Almaine, 
For  the  troubadour  destined  to  lingering  pain: — 
Since  who  that  has  ever  been  bless'd  by  such  light, 
But  must  feel  in  Tht  absence  the  noon  dark  as  night  I 
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This  song  was  hailed  with  loud  acclamations  hy  the  whole  assemhij ; 
foTy  though  somewhat  prejudiced  against  the  Roman,  as  they  called  him, 
and  not  altogether  approving  the  colouring  of  his  verse  or  the  flow  of  his 
music,  hoth  of  which  they  considered  decidedly  effeminate,  the  hrutality 
of  Folko  had  rendered  them  less  impatient  of  the  Provencal's  sweetness  ; 
the  sly  cut  at  his  imfortunate  rival  had  extremely  delignted  them,  and 
the  intense  admiration  expressed  for  their  princess  entirely  made  up  for 
all  minor  blemishes. 

Aleth^  now  retired  for  the  night ;  and  Sir  Eustace,  availing  himself 
of  the  opportunity,  came  up  to  his  rival,  and  again  thanked  him  frankly 
and  warmly  for  his  service  of  the  morning. 

"  Indeed,"  said  he,  "  we  all  owe  our  lives  to  you." 
<<  And  the  hoar,**  uttered  the  deep  voice. 

Edred  had  now,  however,  become  somewhat  accustomed  to  its  accents, 

and  began  to  care  little  for  them.     He  determined,  therefore,  to  improve 

the  present  occasion  to  his  own  purposes ;  and,  accordingly,  ingratiated 

himiielf  with  Eustace,  who,  being  of  an  open  and  generous  disposition, 

entertained  no  suspicion  of  his  rival's  having  any  evil  designs.     Indeed, 

considering  his  youth,  and  the  high  character  of  all  those  with  whom  he 

had  hitherto  associated,  suspicion  would  have  ill  become  him.      For 

su^icion  arises  either  from  the  experience  or  the  consciousness  of  wrong. 

**  You  have  heard,"  said  the  elder  of  the  two,  ^'  what  strange  chance 

Itrought  me  so  opportunely  to  your  rescue ;  I  was  in  chase  of  a  wild  boar. 

Hay  I  ask  you  to  allow  me  to-morrow  to  pursue  the  track  from  the  point 

where  I  lost  him,  and  to  choose  for  yourself  some  other  direction.     You 

will  pardon  my  anxiety  on  the  subject,  I  know;  it  is  natural  that  I 

should  not  like  to  be  baulked  of  my  prize.     Should,  however,  either 

yoar  party  or  that  of  the  king  fall  in  with  him,  I  wish  you  all  success." 

Eustace  assented  at  once,  and  expressed  a  wish  to  take  the  most 
easterly  course,  that  he  might  become  better  acquainted  with  the  paths 
in  the  direction  of  Schreckenstein.  The  king  readily  accorded  the  re- 
quests of  the  two  young  men,  and  decided  himself  on  taking  a  more 
Westerly  route  than  any  which  had  yet  been  chosen,  that  he  might 
explore  a  tract  of  country  hitherto  undistmrbed,  and  which,  it  was  con- 
fidently asserted,  abounded  with  game  of  every  description. 

And  now  the  wine-flask  and  the  ale-cup  passed  jovially  round,  and 
Sr  Edred  exerted  his  powers  of  pleasing  to  the  uttermost ;  till  every  one 
Agreed  that  the  banquet  smted  him  as  well  as  the  battle-field  or  the 
ohase.  The  time  passed  on,  indeed,  so  pleasantly,  that  they  cheated  the 
night  of  a  full  hour.     At  length  the  king  rose,  and  the  guests  separated 

Eklred  to  contrive  evil ;  Eustace  to  sleep  deeply  and  calmly. 

^'  He  has  fallen  into  the  snare,"  muttered  tne  Knight  of  Drontheim ; 
^^  ere  noon  to-morrow  he  will  be  in  the  power  of  one  who  never  yet 
%howed  mercy ;  everything  goes  as  I  would  wish  it, — my  rival  destroyed, 

my  popularity  establbhed, — Alured's  life  saved, — and  his  daughter, 

£rom  filial  piety,  to  say  nothing  else,  ready  to  give  her  hand  to  him  who 
^rescued  her  father." 

And,  afier  a  few  more  such  meditations,  he  also  fell  asleep,  to  dream  of 
tlie  last  day's  exploits  and  the  next  day's  expectations. 
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Dr.  Whitakxb,  the  learned  but  little  enligHtened  historian  of  Man- 
cthester,  has  left  ns  a  picture  of  the  domestic  manners  of  the  Mancunians, 
in  which  he  represento  a  British  maiden  so  constantly  employing,  in  the 

fentle  labours  of  the  distafiP,  the  many  hours  of  leisure  which  the  want  of 
terary  amusements  must  haye  left  particularly  vacant  to  the  sex  in  all 
ages,  mat  the  spindle  became  the  symbol  of  the  sex.  There  is  as  great  a 
difference  between  thb  picture  and  that  given  by  one  of  the  leaders  of  the 
so-called*  *<  Manchester  school**  of  the  present  day,  when,  armed  with  a 
two-proneed  weapon  of  flattery  and  corruption,  he  holds  forth  one  faioad 
sheet  of  the  Times  as  more  instructive  than  all  the  volumes  of  TTmcydidea^ 
as  there  is  between  Dr.  Whitaker's  History  and  Mr.  Archibald  Pkentioe*s 
^  Historical  Sketches  and  Personal  Recollections  of  Manchester.** 

There  is  little  doubt,  as  Dr.  Whitaker  would  tell  us,  that  there  was  a 
Man-cenion  before  there  was  a  Man-cunium,  a  British  stronghold  in  the 
wood  before  a  Roman  fortress ;  that  the  woods  were  cleared  away  befiore  die 
town  was  built ;  that  the  chief  of  Manchester  was  an  hereditary  member 
of  the  British  parliament,  when  parliament  was  an  assembly  of  dueftains; 
that  potteries  preceded  foundries,  and  distafis  the  spinnin^Menny ;  and 
that  episcopacy,  naturally  settUnj^  at  first  in  the  capitals  of  the  provinces, 
was  not  long  m  finding  its  way  from  the  cit^  of  the  Eboracensi  to  that  of 
the  Mancusians.  But  how  long  an  interval  of  human  progress  lies  be- 
tween these  dark  epochs  where  Dr.  Whitaker  leaves  his  Manchester,  and 
the  first  spring^g  up  of  a  constitutional  society  upon  the  dregs  dT  the 
French  republic,  chronicled  by  Mr.  Archibald  Prentice  as  the  opening  iX 
his  historical  era? — all  the  interval  that  makes  the  difference  between  a 
gradually-increasing  population  and  a  slowly-increasing  dvilisation,  and  a 
great  and  rapid — almost  dangerous — ^impetus  given  to.  both  by  an  un- 
exampled skiU  and  success  in  the  arts  of  manufacture. 

To  trace  the  progress  of  the  so-caUed  **  constitutional  principle,'*  but 
in  reality  spirit  of  agitation;  of  reform,  of  amelioration  sometimes,  bol 
still  more  frequently  of  class  and  factious  gain,  as  in  the  instance  of  cheap 
bread  to  the  manufacturing,  to  the  eminent  distress  of  the  affricnltaru — 
population;  to  the  Corporation  and  Test  Acts,  the  dissenting  ministers'  YnSi^mm 
orders  in  council,  or  any  other  order  or  enactment  of  the  central  authon— — 
ties,  as  Mr.  Archibald  Prentice  labours  to  do,  is  simply  to  ignore  the  greaB: 
hct,  tiiat  it  is  the  nature  of  every  man,  not  favoured  with  the  good  tmng^ 
of  this  world,  to  grumble,  to  agitate,  to  seek  for  vwn  and  illusory  amelio- 
rations ;  and  that  when,  as  must  inevitably  be  the  case  in  great  manufac— ' 
tuiing  districts,  there  is  an  overgrown  population  of  hard-tmling^  dis— * 
satisfied  persons,   the  principle   of  movement  and   agitation  must  b^ 
expected  to  be  more  active,  more  incessant,  and  more  clamorous  tha^a 
elsewhere. 

In  the  present  day,  more  than  at  any  time,  amid  many  inconsistencio^ 

*  Historical  Sketclres  and  Personal  Becollections  of  Manchester,  intended 
illustrate  the  Progress  of  Public  Opinion  from  1792  to  1832.    By 
Prentice.    C.  Qilpin. 
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and  absmditiei^  often  forced  upon  them  by  the  pressure  from  without^ 
which  la  inherent  in  such  a  state  of  society,*  still  the  amall  bodj  of 
eameaty  intelligent^  and  reflecting  politicians  who  lead  the  Manchester 
idieol,  and  to  whcun  we  are  mainlj  mdebted  for  the  yet  imperfectly  tried 
jefi»mi  of  the  commercial  policy  of  the  nation,  exercise  immense  influ- 
enoe  on  the  conduct  and  measures  of  government ;  and  as  they  will,  no 
doohty  never  cease  to  toil  io  modifying  the  principles  of  tazationy  so  that 
industry  shall  not  be  oppressed,  we  have  still  to  look  forward  to  their 
exertions  to  even  more  important  modifications  in  the  internal  admiuis- 
tratian  of  afiGurs,  and  to  the  removal  of  abuses  prejudicial  to  the  well- 
heing  of  society  and  the  progress  of  civilisation,  but  always  irith  a  view 
more  particularly  to  the  benefit  of  manufiftcturing  interests. 

Mr.  Bright,  referring  the  other  evening  to  the  principles  of  the  ^'  Man- 
dbeiter  school,"  said  that  these  principles  were  now  adopted  by  many, 
who,  previously  to  the  success  of  the  Corn-law  agitation,  and  to  the 
fidfilment  of  their  predictions  in  matters  of  commercial  policy,  had 
believed  them  to  be  a  most  dangerous  class  of  politicians- — almost  s 
treasonable  set  of  men.  Referring  on  this  topic  to  Mr.  Prentice's  work^ 
the  honourable  member  said : 

**  Reading  over  the  first  few  chapters  of  this  book,  we  find  that  people 
who  live  now  in  Manchester  are  not  at  all  of  the  same  race  as  those  who 
Sved  here  in  1810.     What  was  the  Manchester  Exchange  then  on  a 
market  day  ?     It  was  not  an  assembly  of  rational  beings,  like  the  great 
majority  of  those  who  now  assemble  there ;  but  the  concourse  was  com- 
posed of  a  number  of  men  who  held  principles  of  church  ascendancy  of  a 
moat  furious  and  bigoted  character.     They  were  actuated  by  a  sentunent 
ef  the  most  brutal  and  cruel  nature,  which  they  called  loyalty.     They 
Hrere  in  fiivour  of  war  to  a  degree  which  you  would  not  expect  to  find 
among  any  tribe  of  savages ;  and  it  is  more  akin  to  the  character  of  the 
jnDgle  tiger  than  to  that  of  an  Englishman ;  and  in  their  political  par- 
tisanship they  were  so  ferocious,  ^bat  excellent,  worthy,  and  intelligent 
men,  who  held  opinions  in  favour  of  reform  of  any  kind  whatsoever,  were, 
many  of  them,  forced  to  leave  the  town,  settling  in  other  towns  where 
political  lediing  did  not  run  so  high.     And  some  men  who  have  lived 
race  to  distinguish  themselves  above  most  men  among  whom  they  have 
Sred,  left  this  district  and  settled  in  the  United  States  of  America. 
From  1790  to  1820  may  be  considered  the  dark  ag^  of  modem  times. 
It  was  positively  a  reign  of  terror  in  Manchester ;  to  be  a  dissenter  was 
to  be  only  some  verminous  animal,  upon  which  high  churchmen  and  the 
loyal  and  patriotic  men  who  shouted 

Britons  never  shall  be  slaves, 

thoaght  they  might  trample  with  impunity.     To  speak  in  £avour  of 

*  We  are  not  going  to  venture  into  the  troublous  sea  of  politics,  but  we  cannot 
hdp  remarking  that  one  of  these  absurdities  of  the  Manchester  school  is,  to  pro- 
pound that  the  aggressions  of  the  Boman  Catholics  should  be  *^  let  alone,"  because 
the  Church  of  England  is  just  as  obnoxious  to  the  ''free  inquirer.*'  No  one 
would  for  a  moment  venture  to  assert  that  the  Bomanists  are  not  more  given  to 
ascendancy  over  intellect  and  consdenoe  than  the  Protestants;  and  to  protect  and 
Ibfter  the  one,  merely  because  the  other  is  disliked  by  the  English  dissenters,  is 
like  filling  your  garden  with  hedgehogs  because  you  are  inconvenienced  by  the 
capacity  of  slugs. 
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refonn  of  any  kind,  was  to  be  prosecnted ;  and  church-and-king  mobs 
assembled  with  impunity,  broke  the  windows  of  a  liberal  newspaper 
ofiice,  pelted  the  editor,  demolished  his  property ;  and  I  think  about  180 
or  1£K)  publicans  in  Manchester  signed  a  solemn  declaration  that  they 
would  not  haTC  any  of  those  pestilent  reformers  of  any  kind  whatever  in 
their  tap-rooms  or  bar-parlours,  and  that  they  would  not  even  sell  them 
anything  to  drink,  or  give  them  any  kind  of  entertainment  whataoerer." 
Mr.  Bright  is  certainly  corroborated  to  a  certain  extent  in  his  highly- 
coloured  picture  of  the  rude  state  of  society  in  Manchester,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  present  century,  by  Mr.  Prentice's  narrative.  But  the 
formation  of  a  ^'  Church-and-King  Club,"  the  members  of  which  wore 
uniforms,  and  whose  standing  toast,  as  long  as  they  could  stand,  in  their 
dubs  and  convivial  meetings,  was  *'  Church  and  King,  and  down  with  the 
Rump,"  was  met  by  a  **  Manchester  Constitutionsd  Society,"  of  which 
Lloyd,  Walker,  Cooper,  Sir  George  Philips,  and  T.  Kershaw,  were 
members ;  and  Wheeler's  Chronicle  and  Harrop*8  Mercury  were  socm 
opposed  by  the  Manchester  Heraldy  wluch,  says  Mr.  Prentice,  *' con- 
tinued spiritedly  to  advocate  liberal  principles,  till  judge-made  law  and 
mob  lawlessness  put  it  down,  in  March,  1793."  Trees,  not  of  liberty,  but 
of  loyalty,  were  borne  about  triumphantiy;  and  inscriptions  decorated  the 
taverns,  announcing  that  no  Jacobins  were  admitted  there.  *^They 
valued,"  says  Mr.  Prentice,  **  the  custom  of  the  jovial  church-and-king 
men  more  than  that  of  men  who  met  to  talk  rather  than  to  drink !" 

There  were  one  hundred  and  eighty-six  places  of  public  concourse,  into  any  one 
of  which  had  a  reformer  or  a  friend  of  peace  intmd^  himself,  he  would  have  been 
regarded  as  belonging  to  "a  well-known  set  of  daring  miscreants,"  whom  grosalv 
to  insult  or  assault  would  only  be  a  proof  of  loyalty,  religion,  and  mtuihood. 
There  were  then  no  neutral  news-rooms,  no  RDyal  or  Mechanics'  Institutions,  no 
Lyceums,  no  AthensBums.  Even  in  the  assemblies  for  music  and  dancing  the 
*'  Jacobin**  and  his  wife  and  daughters  were  liable  to  insult  and  vulgar  abuse. 
The  reformers  were  exduded  from  all  society  but  that  around  their  own  firesides, 
and  even  there  they  had  carefully  to  guard  against  the  introduction  of  the  in- 
sidious spv;  and  in  business  transactions,  none  who  could  help  it  would  deal  with 
them.  Throughout  Lancashire  the  same  coarse  manners  and  intolerant  spirit 
prevailed,  though  in  different  degrees.  At  Liverpool,  comparatively  refined 
Liverpool,  about  a  dozen  gentlemen,  amongst  whom  were  William  Rosooe^ 
Dr.  Currie,  and  the  Rev.  William  Shepherd,  had  been  in  the  habit  of  meeting  once 
a  fortnight  for  literary  discussion.  **  Even  this  peaceful  and  unoffending  com- 
pany," says  Koscoe's  biographer,  *'  was  not  exempt  from  the  violence  of  party 
feeling.*' 

Throughout  Mr.  Prentice  would  have  us  believe  that  the  bigoted 
party,  as  he  calls  them,  were  also  the  most  thirsty;  but  Lancashire 
legends,  as  transmitted  to  us  by  the  author  of  "  Passages  in  the  Life  of  a 
Radical,"  by  Elijah  Ridings,  and  still  more  recently  by  the  humorous 
author  of  *'  The  Ghost  of  Tim  Bobbin,"*  would  have  us  believe  that  the 
notable  poet  and  radical  schoolmaster  of  Milnrow  was  not  only,  like 
Bums,  addicted  to  social  enjoyments  during  lifetime,  but  tiiat  his  tiiirst 
was  prolonged  even  to  beyond  the  grave : 

I  brought  him  op  o  deep  breawn  jug 
'At  o  gallon  did  contain; 
An'  he  took  it  at  one  blessed  draught, 
An'  laid  him  deawn  again. 

*  The  GHliost  of  Tun  Bobbin.  A  Tale  in  Rhyme,  for  Christmas-time.  Abel 
Heywood,  Manchester. 
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Mr.  Wheeler  has  recorded,  in  his  "  History  of  Manchester,"  proofs  of 
"Che  "patriotism^  of  that  city  at  the  commencement  of  the  war  with 
JPraDoe ;  but  Mr.  Prentice,  who  dwells  with  gusto  only  on  the  dark  side  of 
"tile  picture,  the  disquietude  produced  by  commercial  distress,  and  popular 
discontent  brought  about  by  want  and  deamess,  looks  upon  the  same 
^period  with  unmitigated  horror,  as  one  of  '^  war  fever"  and  *'  political  in« 
canity."     '*  Pugnacity,**  as  Mr.  Prentice  designates  the  spirit  of  self- 
defence  and  the  love  of  the  altar  and  the  hearth,  ''  called  itself  patriotism, 
-mad  took  its  full  swing,  persecuting  the  lovers  of  peace  as  if  the  love  of 
jpeace  were  a  crime."     The  working  classes,  little  accustomed  to  make 
sacrifices  for  the  general  welfiarei  which  is  with  them  an  abstract  idea  of 
jpatriotism,  naturally  soon  grew  discontented  with  war  expenses  and  war 
prices,  and  held  a  great  meeting  on  the  24th  of  May,  m  St.  George's 
X  ields,  for  the  sage  purpose  of  fixing  a  minimum  rate  of  wages;  and  it  is  to 
"this  meeting,  and  the  prosecution  of  Colonel  Hanson,  that  resulted  from 
5t,  that  Mr.  Prentice  traces  the  orinn  of  that  bitter  feeling  of  employed 
mgainst  employers,  which  was  manifested  in  1812, 1817, 1819,  and  1826^ 
and  continues,  though  divested  of  much  of  its  virulence,  to  the  present 
4ay.     Thus  it  has  happened  tliat,  from  a  most  mistaken  notion  of  the  re- 
lations of  the  empl^er  and  the  employed  from  the  period  of  the  war  till 
the  passing  of  the  Reform  Bill,  Manchester  continued  to  be  ever  the  centre 
of  wide-spread  and  deeply-ramified  social  disorganisation.     Mr.  Prentice 
says,  that  the  working  classes  had  been  alienated  from  the  government  not 
less  by  their  sufierinps  than  by  indifference  to  their  complaints,  and  the 
harsh  treatment  of  those  who  befriended  them  in  their  adversity.     But 
the  hud  is,  that  there  was  a  variety  of  causes  in  operation  to  perpetuate 
agitation  in  so  fieivourable  a  field,  ^amongst  which  the  hydra-headed  crop 
of  '*  world  regenerators,"  ever  busy  in  a  crowd,  were  not  the  least  efficient. 
The  dissenting  ministers'  bill  was  a  cause  rife  with  vexation,  but  the 
high  price  of  food,  want,  and  general  distress,  were  far  more  effective  with 
the  masses ;  a  fierce  and  bitter  spirit  soon  manifested  itself  against  em- 
ployers; and  the  riots,  called  Luddite,  from  an  imaginary  leader,  Captain 
or  ^^ing  Ludd,  disturbed,  for  a  time,  the  tranquillity  of  most  of  the  manu- 
facturing districts.     The  Manchester  Exchange  riot  in  1812,  and  the 
fatal  conflict  at  Middleton,  appear  to  have  been  among  the  most  serious  of 
these  early  demonstrations  which  led  the  way  to  the  notorious  meeting  of 
the  16th  of  August,  1819. 

The  arch-enemy  of  the  democrats,  during  this  long  and  eventful  period 
of  dme,  was  one  Nadin,  deputy-constable  of  Manchester,  who  arrested 
sometimes  (as  in  the  case  of  the  meeting  at  the  Prince  Regent's  Arms, 
Ancoats,  on  the  11th  of  June,  1816)  thirty-eight  radicals  at  a  time, 
effecting  these  wholesale  arrests  with  only  six  or  eight  police-officers,  all 
of  whom  were,  however,  well  armed  with  staves,  pistols,  and  blunder- 
busses: 

Nfldin  is  thus  described  by  Bamford:— "He  was,  I  should  suppose,  about  six 
fiaet  one  inch  in  height,  with  an  uncommon  breadth  and  solidity  of  fhune.  He  was 
also,  as  well  as  he  was  strongly  built,  upright  in  gait  and  active  in  motion.  His 
bead  was  full  sized,  his  complexion  sallow,  his  hair  dark  and  slightly  grey;  his 
features  were  broad  and  non-intellectual,  his  language  coarse  and  illiterate,  and 
his  manner  rude  and  overbeariug  to  equals  or  inferiors."  The  radical  poet,  who 
seems,  after  all,  to  have  had  no  dislike  to  this  rough  deputy,  gives  a  specimen  of 
his  conversation  on  their  way  to  the  New  Bailey  I^ison  in  Manchester: 
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"  Fassing^  Street  Bridge  and  Boyl^,  we  entered  the  Tillage  of  Bojtoo,  the  atreeti 
of  whidi  were  deserted  and  the  doora  Bhat  We  soon  returned  to  Boyley,  and  the 
oonstahles  made  a  dash  into  a  honsein  search  of  a  man  named  Mellor,  but  hew 
not  tiiere.  A  tarowd  was  coUected  near  the  carriage,  and  as  I  was  cKpeetiiig  to 
nunre  on,  the  door  was  soddenly  opened,  and  a  long^  tfain  barrel  of  a  himiaa  bo4f 
was  thrust  into  the  coach,  head  first,  a  couple  of  stilt-like  legs  beiug  doubled  up 
after  it.  '  Lock  *em  together/  said  Mr.  Nadin,  and  it  was  no  sooner  said  than  dooep 
This  person  had  met  some  of  the  runners  in  a  back  court  or  alley,  and  threateoei 
to  beat  in  their  brains  with  a  walling  hammer  which  he  had  in  his  hand. 

**  George  Howarth,  fior  that  was  the  name  of  mj  new  companion,  was  a  deont^ 
labouring;  married  man,  of  Boyton,  and  was  about  six  feet  iaar  inchea  in  heUbiL 
He  said  he  Uiought  it  a  very  hard  case;  '  he  cudno'  tell  wot  he*d  dun  amiss.'  Mr. 
Kadin  said  he'd  know  *■  wot  he'd  dun  amiss'  before  he  was  much  older. 

<**  Why,  Mess  your  life,  Mestfanr  Nadin,'  said  George,  'yo're  a  graidley  fifleyte 
owt  'at  I  kno'  to  th'  oontrary,  an'  I  nerer  sed  nowt  ogen  yo'  i'  my  lyre.' 

'*  *  Aye,  an*  111  make  thee  into  a  graidley  felley  too  afore  I  ha'  dun  wi'  thaa 
Theaw'rt  a  moderate  length  to  begin  wi',  but  thmwll  be  lunger  afore  theaw  oomfli 
bac^  to  Beighton:  ween  ha'  the  hang'd,'  said  our  keeper. 

'^^  Nay,  Mesthur  Nadin,'  said  George,  <  dunno'  say  so:  they  axt  wot  I  had  i*  mf 
hont,  an' I  shode  'em;  it  wur  nobbut  a  bit  or  a  wallin'  hommer  'at  I'd  fain« 
boRoin.' 

** '  Aye,'  said  Mr.  Nadin,  '  an'  theaw  sed  theaw'd  knock  their  brains  eawt  wi*  It 
But  ween  lam  thee,  an'  aw  y  o'  Jacobins,  heaw  yo'  threatun  to  kill  th'  king's  offioen : 
tlieawll  be  hang'd  as  sure  as  theaw  sits  theer.'  G^eorge  seemed  thong^tfid  iqMai 
this.  He  looked  at  the  shackles,  and  at  me;  and  soon  after  we  drew  mp  at  Iha 
^iread  Eagle  public-house,  in  Manchester-street,  Oldham." 

Alas,  poor  Nadin !  he  is  gone  with  most  of  his  natural  enemies — the 
earlv  radicals  of  Manchester;  but  bis  name  is  still  fieuniliar  to  eveij 
dweller  in  that  great  city,  and  a  word  of  terror  to  naughty  children. 

Mr.  Prentice,  who  came  from  Glasgow  to  settle  in  Manchester  at  a 
much  later  period,  although  a  constitutK)nal  reformer,  does  not  extend  hif 
sympathies  to  the  radicals  of  Mr.  Hunt's  school,  who  disturbed  the  peace  in 
1819.  There  was  a  levity  and  flippancy  in  their  manners,  and  still  DMfe 
io  in  their  libations,  he  avows,  that  give  us,  as  we  look  back  to  them  now, 
little  proof  that  the  actors  had  any  deep  feeling  of  the  responsibility  thej 
were  incurring  as  the  advocates  m  great  national  rights;  but  they  also^ 
he  adds,  furnish  an  argument  that  these  men,  thus  idfy  occupying  them- 
selves, were  far  from  being  dangerous  revolutionists.  It  was  during  tiui 
epoch  of  Hunt  radicalism  that  the  Manchester  Guardian,  of  whi<£  Mr. 
Prentice  became  one  of  the  editors,  assumed  to  itself  the  task  of  directing 
the  opinion  of  reformers,  hitherto  represented  by  Cowdroy*$  Manchesiar 
Gazette. 

A  short  period  of  plenty  and  cheapness  in  1822  brought  back  with  ii 
also  an  interval  of  cahn.  The  modem  history  of  Manchester  is  not  altogether 
one  of  continued  physical,  moral,  and  political  struggles.  The  literaij 
and  Philosophical  Society,  which  dated  its  ejostence  from  1781,  haJ^ 
duougfaout  a  period  peculiarly  unfavourable  for  intellectual  pursuits^  a 
beneficial  influence  on  a  portion  of  Manchester  society,  humanising  and 
refining,  while  out  of  its  circle  there  was  so  much  of  mind-degrading  into- 
lerance. In  this  point  of  view  the  memory  of  the  Henrys,  uie  Peicivais, 
and  the  Daltona,  will  be  regarded  with  veneration,  even  without  referenoe  to 
their  services  in  the  advancement  of  science.  "  I  had  the  curiosity,"  says 
Mr.  Prentice,  *'  two  years  a^,  to  ascertain  how  many  of  the  memben 
of  the  Literary  and  Philosophical  Society  survived  after  a  period  of  twenty- 
seven  years,"  and  the  Ibt  given  includes  only  twenty-four  namely  amoag 
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whom  we  pezooiye  those  of  James  Aineworth  (1805);  Gilbert  Winter 
(1810);  Sir  Benjamin  Heywood,  Bart  (1815);  Robert  Hyde  Gn^ 
(1817);  and  Eaton  Hodgkmson  (1820).  "Thus,"  observes  Mr.  Pren- 
tioe,  "  does  one  race  disappear  and  another  take  its  place." 

During  the  brief  period  of  comparatiTe  prosperity  of  1822  and  1823, 
amonff  other  sdbemes,  one  was  devised  for  the  foundation  of  an  instita- 
tion  tor  the  promotion  of  literature^  acienoe,  and  the  fine  arts,  and  a 
BieettDg  to  that  e£fect  was  held  at  the  Exchange,  on  the  1st  o£  Octobei^ 
1823,  I^.  Davenport  Hulme  in  the  chair,  at  which  the  principal 
inealun  were  Mr.  George  William  Wood,  Mr.  Thomas  Ainswoith,  Mr. 
Thomas  Haidman,  Mr.  R.  H.  Greg,  and  Mr.  Robert  Philips.  Ilia 
subseriptioDS  amounted,  before  the  end  of  the  yeu*,  to  upwards  of 
l^OOOiL,  and  being  continued  into  the  proeperoos  year  1824^  the  Royal 
InstitatioQ  was  founded.  In  the  latter  year,  the  Jaaochester  Mechanioa' 
Institution  was  also  founded,  chiefly  through  the  instrumentality  of  Mr. 
William  Fairbwn,  Mr.  T.  Hoplans,  and  Mr.  R.  Roberts,  with  the 
praiseworthy  object  of  teaching  the  application  of  science  to  mechanical 
and  manufacturing  art 

Hie  same  year,  considerable  dissatisfaction  having  been  expressed  by 
some  of  the  gentlemen  who  had  been  most  instrumental  in  establisbii^ 
the  Manchester  Gvardiany  that  it  was  no  longer  a  bold,  uncompromising 
exponent  of  '^  political  truth  and  progress,"  Mr.  Archibald  Prentioe  was 
induced  to  purchase  Cowdrot/s  CktzetU^  which  he  started  with  a  new 
press  and  s  new  fount  of  type.  But  this  was  not  effected  without  assist- 
ance from,  friends ;  and  one  of  the  firms  which  had  assisted  Mr.  Prentioe 
having  heeoaxe  insolvent  in  1826,  the  new  proprietor  had  to  repay  to  the 
bank  the  money  which  had  been  advanced  to  him;  and  this  was  the 
beginning  of  difficulties  which  appear  to  have  gone  on  in  an  increasing 
ratio.  The  Manchester  Grozette  passed  out  of  Mr.  IVentace's  hands,  and 
waa  soon  afterwards  incorporated  with  the  Manchester  Times,  which  waa 
astabliahed  by  a  jointHstock  company,  consisting  of  a  number  of  gentle- 
men, several  of  whom,  Mr.  Prentice  tells  us,  had  lost  money  by  his 
fiuhue^  but  were  still  desirous  of  securing  his  public  services.  It  is  now, 
ufoa  the  occasion  of  (disposing  of  his  interest  in  this  latter  paper,  after 
twenty-three  years'  labours  as  a  journalist,  that  Mr.  Prentice  has  under- 
taken to  give  '^  some  account  of  the  progress  of  liberal  opinion  in  such  a 
town  as  Manchester,  and  brief  notices  of  the  part,  however  humble,  he 
had  taken  in  its  formation."  And  we  can  truly  assure  our  readers  that 
the  work  before  us  has  interest  fiir  beyond  the  narrow  limits  of  a  local 
lehool ;  and  it  is  sincerely  to  be  hoped  that  the  example  of  such  long, 
paraevering  efforts  to  displace  a  stubborn  obstruction  to  progress  wul 
prove  a  valuable  lesson  to  those  who  may  follow  in  the  same  constitu- 
tioiial  track* 
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an  historical  romance. 

Chapter  XXIV. 

Van  Diest  was  not  astonished  when  he  heard  from  the  people  of  the 
inn  that  their  Spanish  lodger  had  gone  forth,  but  he  was  pleased  to  hear 
that  he  was  expected  home  in  a  couple  of  hours,  and  that  his  horse  was 
yet  in  the  stable.  Instead  of  returning,  however,  to  the  good  widow,  he 
found  in  the  bustle  and  activity  of  the  streets  something  too  congenial 
with  his  mind  to  quit  them.  He  reflected,  moreover,  that  he  might  per- 
haps satisfy  himself  more  fully  concerning  the  object  of  his  search  by 
casually  observing  his  movements  unperceived,  than  by  the  visit  wfaid, 
under  some  pretence  or  other,  he  meant  to  pay  him.  The  Palais  de  la 
Cour  was,  he  thought,  the  spot  most  favourable  to  his  views,  should 
Chievosa  really  prove,  as  he  so  often  obscurely  hinted,  a  man  of  some 
note. 

Thither,  aocordingly.  Van  Diest  bent  his  steps.  The  space  within  the 
outer  stone  enclosure  m  front  of  the  building  was  filled  widi  all  sorts  of 
people,  for  it  was  the  ordinary  passage,  through  the  principal  courts,  to 
the  large  park  and  pleasure-grounds  at  the  back  of  the  palace,  whidi 
served  as  walks  to  the  public,  as  well  as  g^unds  for  hunting  and  other 
diversions  to  the  nobles  and  gentlemen. 

Van  Diest  did  not  enter  within  the  stone  palisade  at  once,  like  so  many 
around  him;  such  a  direct  manner  of  setting  about  any  purpose  being 
quite  foreign  to  his  loitering  habits.  He  preferred,  on  the  contrary, 
taking  his  post  outside,  thence  to  survey  all  those  who  stood  within,  if 
any  chance  passer-by  had  taken  the  trouble  to  cast  an  eye  upon  Van 
Diest,  he  might  have  imagined,  from  the  grave,  meditative  ezpresnon  of 
his  countenance,  that  he  was  gazing  on  the  palace  with  a  melancholy 
pleasure,  produced,  peiliaps,  by  reminiscences  of  the  past— of  the  long 
line  and  illustrious  race  that  had  there  flourished  or  bmguished  since  the 
time  when  first  the  structure  had  been  erected  by  a  Burgundian  duke. 
No  such  thoughts  obtruded  on  the  mind  of  our  honest  friend,  at  all  times 
and  in  all  places  too  keenly  alive  to  the  present  to  hazard  a  thought  on 
the  past.  He  had,  it  is  true,  bestowed  a  long,  thoughtful  gaze  on  the 
majestic  windows,  and  tall  antique  front  of  the  hall  of  entrance  leading 
to  the  chapel,  and  also  at  the  chaste,  elegant  architecture  of  the  churcn 
itself;  but  he  was  counting  the  windows,  and  calculating,  as  near  as 
might  be,  foot  by  foot^  the  inner  dimensions  of  the  bmlding  fixMn  its 
external  appearance.  This  interesting  contemplation  did  not,  however, 
lead  his  mind  away  from  his  main  object,  and  he  soon  became  convinced 
that  Chievosa  was  not  among  the  walkers  in  the  outer  precincts  of  the 
palace.  To  the  interior,  therefore,  he  determined  to  direct  his  further 
examination. 

The  principal  court  was  crowded  with  people ;  some  walking  about, 
some  playing  at  bowls,  and  some  gazing  listlessly  up  at  the  palace  win- 
dows, from  which  others  were  looking  down  witn  equal  vacuity.  Van  - 
Diest  was  attracted  by  the  group  of  players  at  the  game  of  which  he-^ 
waa  very  fond,  but  still  he  did  not  feul  to  ascertun,  even  whilst  watchinyg 
thAsourse  of  the  bowls,  that  neither  among  the  gs^y  nor  the  darkly  tlwoM 
figures  there  lounging,  or  passing  through  the  yitfd,  was  the  object  of '  *^ 
searcL     A  quarter  of  an  hour  passed  by  thus,  when  his  attention  ~ 


THE  DATS  OF  MARGARET  OF  PARMA.  241 

fiaicibly  attracted  towards  a  man  of  unusual  height,  in  a  plain,  sober 
garb,  making  towards  the  interior  of  the  palace. 

'^  Surely  that's  my  man,"  thought  Van  Diest ;  and  was  about  to  fol« 
low,  when  suddenly  one  of  the  wooden  balls,  grazing  slightly  his  foot^ 
•truck  with  great  force  a  young  cavalier  at  no  great  distance,  one  of  a 
■mall  knot  of  gentlemen  who,  like  himself  had  been  watching  the 
game. 

A  cry  esd^d  the  lips  of  his  companion ;  for,  though  very  much  hurt 
in  the  les^,  he  seemed  less  disconcerted  by  the  accident  than  those  around 
him.  The  players  immediately  left  off  their  amusement  in  great  con- 
sternation, and  the  object  of  their  solicitude  was  soon  surrounded  by 
sympathising  friends.  Van  Diest  had  no  difficulty  in  ascertaining  that 
this  person  was  no  other  than  the  Marquis  of  fierghen,  who  was  on  the 
eve  of  departure  for  Spain. 

This  event  was  eagerly  commented  upon  by  all  present.  Some  said  it 
was  an  ill  omen  for  the  journey  of  that  young  nobleman  and  the  Count 
of  Montigni,  whom  Margaret  of  Parma  was  sending  to  her  brother,  to 
represent  the  grievances  of  the  country.  Some  applied  the  omen  (for 
every  trifle  was  an  omen  in  those  days)  luther  to  the  object  of  their 
mission  than  to  themselves;  and  ventured  to  foretel  from  this  sHght 
circumstance  that  they  would  fail  in  their  enterprise.  Others,  again, 
deplored  anything  likely  to  retard  the  journey  &om  which  so  much  was 
expected. 

Van  Diest  listened  to  all  that  was  said  around  him,  and  long  after  the 
marquis,  who,  it  was  rumoured,  was  very  severely  hurt,  had  been  trans- 
ported to  his  own  lodgings,  he  stood  gazing  at  the  idle  groups  whom 
curiosity  drew  towards  the  place  where  the  accident  had  occurred.  But 
the  person  whom  he  was  in  the  act  of  following,  at  the  very  moment 
when  his  thoughts  had  been  thus  diverted  into  a  new  channel,  was  at 
length  remembered ;  and,  muttering  his  favourite  axiom — *'  Better  late 
than  never** — he  directed  his  steps  towards  the  more  private  and  secluded 
yards  of  the  palace. 

It  is  doubtful  if  his  uncalled-for  presence  in  these  precincts  would 
not  have  brought  upon  him  some  severe  reprimand,  if  not  something 
worse,  from  the  menials  who  were  here  hurrying  to  and  fro  in  their  dif- 
ferent avocations,  but  for  a  fortunate  circumstance.  Scarcely  had  he 
cautiously  put  his  foot  into  these,  to  him,  perfectly  unknown  regions, 
when  he  was  pleased  and  re-assured  by  hearing  a  stave  of  a  well-known 
ditty  carolled  by  a  voice  that  seemed  familiar  to  him.  On  approach- 
ing nearer  to  the  singer  he  recognised  in  him  a  protege  of  former  days, 
a  fellow-townsman  by  birth,  who  had  obtained  a  subordinate  situation  at 
eourt — a  place,  namely,  in  the  offices  ;  for  which  preferment,  considering 
it  as  one  of  the  steps  of  a  ladder  whose  lowest  round  was  still  profitable, 
he  had  not  hesitated  to  abandon  his  native  town. 

After  the  first  words  of  recognition,  the  lad  inquired  of  Van  Diest 
what  motive  had  brought  him  to  the  palace,  whilst  the  other  retainers, 
satisfied  that  he  was  no  unknown  intruder,  passed  him  by  without  further 
noUce.  When  the  young  man  was  informed  that  the  worthy  burgher 
was  in  search  of  some  one  whom  he  expected  and  wished  to  meet,  he  im- 
mediately offered  to  assist  him  in  his  search;  but  whilst  proffering  his 
services,  some  one  called  him  hastily  away. 

*'  You  see  I  can  do  nothing  now,"  he  said ;  ''  but  if  you  are  willing  to 
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wtit  for  me,  step  under  yon  small  poidt ;  there  is  a  passage  bejond,  in 
which  you  can  very  well  remain  till  I  return ;  there  is  no  chatnce  of  any 
one  disturbing  you  there.  By-the-by,  now  I  think  better  of  it,  I  may  as 
mUl  take  the  same  road  myself — it  is  as  good  as  another — ^I  don't  Imow 
why  it  is  so  seldom  used." 

As  he  spoke  he  led  the  way  through  a  low  stone  Taulted  entrsnce  into 
a  passage  that  ended  at  the  foot  of  a  narrow  winding  staircase,  up  whidl 
he  disappeared. 

This  part  of  the  building,  even  at  that  time  rapdiy  falling  into  n^lect 
and  disrepair,  seemed  to  date  from  a  very  early  period.  It  probably  had 
finrmed  part  of  the  original  structure  erected  by  John,  the  second  Doke 
of  BralMint,  in  1300.  Whatever  purposes  it  had  serred  in  those  remote 
days,  it  had  of  late  years  become  a  disregarded  back  issue  firom  the 
£MiIace,  leading  into  the  yards  and  outer  offices,  and  was  used  but  rarely, 
men  by  the  domestics  themselves.  The  passage  within  was  irregular,  with 
here  and  there  projections  in  the  walls,  and  no  less  unaccountable  recesses. 
Without  pondering  long  upon  the  probable  reasons  for  this  arcbitee- 
tmnd  caprice,  Van  Diest  ensconced  himself  in  one  of  the  cavities,  and 
leaning  against  the  damp  wall,  waited  patiently  for  the  return  of  Ins 
ftieod,  from  whom  he  expected  to  derive  some  valuable  information  con- 
oeming  Chievosa,  if,  indeed,  as  he  began  to  suspect,  that  individoal  was 
in  the  habit  of  frequenting  the  palace.  He  had  pondered  some  time  upon 
this  subject,  and  almost  arrived  at  a  conclusion,  when  his  attentiye  ear 
Ottught  the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps  from  within.  The  next  instant 
ihe  man  in  the  dark  cloak  who  had  preriously  attracted  his  notice 
advanced  with  a  quick  step  along  the  passagpe.  He  was  so  absorbed  in 
thought,  that  he  looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  lef^ ;  thus  Van  Diest 
escaped  detection,  and  had  a  fair  opportunity  of  convincing  himself  of  his 
identity. 

"  It  is  passing  strange!"  thought  the  honest  burgher;  but  his  friend, 
who  followed  close  upon  the  stranger's  heels,  prevented  his  further 
reflections. 

"  Who  is  that  man,  and  what  does  he  here  ?"  he  inquired  of  the  court 
menial. 

**  Hush — hush!"  replied  the  young  man,  putting  a  fing^  on  his  lips. 
*'  Never  make  such  questions  here,  my  good  sir;  it  were  not  a  fieht  or  a 
safe  matter  to  answer  them.     Let  us  leave  this  passage  speedily.* 

**  But  for  old  acquaintance  sake,"  persisted  Van  Diest. 

^  No,  not  for  gold,"  responded  the  roan,  sharply;  and  Van  IXest  bad 
ihe  good  sense  to  feel  that  this  was  conclusive. 

**  Don't  be  angry,"  continued  this  most  subordinate  of  court  retainers^ 
lAo  was  so  well  versed  in  court  duties.  **  But,  a  la  guerre  eamme  i  la 
guerre,  et  au  palais  comme  au  palais.  Besides,  I  really  know  little  or 
nothing  of  the  person  you  inquire  after." 

Van  Diest  now  saw  there  was  nothing  more  to  be  done,  and  that 
his  best  plan  was  to  retire  in  order  to  ascertain  if  Chievosa  had  returned 
to  his  lodgings.  But  he  was  greatly  surprised,  on  entering  the  square  in 
front  of  the  palace,  to  perceive  him  walking  along  at  no  great  distance. 
He  could  only  account  for  this  circumstance  by  supposing  that  some 
chance  meeting  bad  detained  him;  for  his  rapid,  elastic  step  must  other^ 
wise,  he  imagined,  have  taken  him  far  out  of  sight.  Van  Diest,  keepings 
at  such  a  distance  as  might  not  expose  him  to  the  Spaniard's  observation,. 
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and  yel  would  enable  him  to  watch  his  ererj  movement)  ((flowed  can^ 
tiousiy.  He  had  not  far  to  go ;  for  no  sooner  did  they  come  in  front  of 
the  FtJace  of  Orange,  than  his  nnconscious  guide  disappeared  onder  the 


H^thin  these  precincts  Van  Diest,  carelessly  ohtnisire  as  he  nataraUj 

Sy  dared  not  to  follow ;  and  it  was  with  no  small  astonishment  thai  he 
lieheld  Chierosa  passing  unquestioned  through  the  numerous  menials 
lomiging  under  the  portico.  The  young  Spaniard  did  not  even  deign  to 
notice  the  respectful  obeisance  of  some,  nor  did  he  seem  to  heed  the  looks 
ef  euriositj  cast  on  him  by  others,  but  proceeded  with  a  firm  step  towards 
the  main  building  within  the  court,  as  one  perfectly  familiar  with  the 
place  and  the  objects  around  him. 

Van  Diest  grew  every  instant  more  perplexed.  He  knew  not  what  to 
think ;  but  he  was  decided  to  observe  the  next  movements  of  Chievosa, 
tor  his  cnriosity  was  more  powerfully  excited  at  this  crisis  than  it  had 
ever  been  before  in  his  own  remembrance.  He  stationed  himself  dose  to 
the  stone  sockets  in  which  lighted  torches  were  planted  of  a  night  before 
tiie  dwellings  of  the  great,  where  he  determined  to  remain  until  the  mys- 
terious Spaniard  should  reappear. 

Here  be  had  so  long  to  wait,  that  the  patience  of  any  other  man  would 
iuive  been  totally  exhausted.  Not  so  that  of  the  persevering  Van  Diest. 
Prolonged  as  was  his  stay  at  the  Palace  of  Orange,  when  Chievoea  left  it, 
and  with  hasty  strides  made  towards  his  own  lodging^,  his  indefatigable 
CsUower  resumed  his  course  with  unabated  zeal.  But  this  time  a  trifling 
oecnrrence  arrested  Van  Diest *s  fnrther  progress.  Greatly  as  it  annoyed 
liim,  he  could  not  avoid  the  friendly  greetings  of  some  of  his  fistvourite 
eronies,  who  had  espied  liim  in  the  distance,  and  now  pouncing  upon  him, 
detained  him  perforce  among  them.  Strive  as  he  would,  without  being 
^ilty  of  absolute  rudeness,  he  could  not  shake  them  off.  Laughing  and 
gossiping,  they  forced  him  to  accompany  them  to  ^he  next  best  place  of 
public  entertainment;  and,  oh !  human  weakness,  considerably  more  than 
an  hour  had  expired  before  Van  Diest  found  himself  at  the  door  of  Chie- 
Tosa's  hostelry. 

The  good  cheer  of  which  he  had  partaken  had  just  enlivened  our  friend 
sufficiently  to  make  him  waggish.  It  was,  therefore,  with  a  considerably 
more  knowing  look  than  he  would,  perhaps,  have  voluntarily  assumed  on 
this  occasion,  that  he  demanded  of  the  master  of  the  inn  if  a  certain  Diego 
31aya,  a  Spaniard  that  was  or  ought  to  be,  was  at  that  moment  in  Us 
Iioiise.  The  landlord  had  already  seen  Van  Diest  once  that  morning,  and 
aeemed  perfectly  to  recollect  him ;  he  demanded,  however,  in  a  some-^ 
'what  frabidding  manner,  "  And  who  may  you  be  who  ask,  my  worthy 
master?*' 

Van  Diest  hesitated  a  moment,  and  turned  over  in  his  own  mind  the 
propriety  of  giving  his  real  name.  Suddenly  a  thought  suggested  itself. 
The  person  he  sought  had  chosen  to  sul  under  false  colours;  there  was  no 
xeason,  then,  why  he  should  approach  him  under  true  ones.  He  did  not 
aee  by  what  right  Chievosa  had  adopted  the  name  he  had  assumed;  he 
determined,  therefore,  to  take  the  same,  and  repHed  gravely, 

^  Call  me,  for  the  present,  Diego  Maya,  if  you  please,  and  announce 
me  as  such  to  my  cognomen.'' 

^  That's  strange!"  exclaimed  the  host,  with  a  broad  grin.  *^  You  are 
llie  fiflh  of  the  name  I  have  introduced  to*day.     Well,  never  mind ;  I 
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have  received  my  directions,  and  must  abide  by  them — ^please  follow  me^ 
my  master." 

He  led  the  way  up  a  narrow  oaken  staircase,  darkened  by  dme,  and 
through  several  passages,  to  what  seemed  to  be  his  most  remote  and 
isolated  apartments.  Here  he  paused;  and,  opening  a  door,  ushered  Van 
Diest  into  a  large  dark  chamber,  and  begged  him  to  wait  patiently  until 
such  time  as  the  person  he  wished  to  see  should  be  disengaged;  for,  he 
added,  he  was  at  that  moment  closeted  with  another  Diego  Maya,  and 
had  g^ven  the  strictest  orders  that  he  should  on  no  account  be  disturbed. 
'*  They  have  already  been  some  'time  together ;  it  won't  last  much  longer ; 
so  take  patience,  my  good  master."  And,  with  these  consoling  words, 
the  host  lefit  the  room. 

There  was  absolutely  no  trace  of  fiumiture  in  thb  desolate  apartment, 
unless  we  mention  the  never-failing  oaken  bench,  which  in  those  days 
adhered  to  the  wall  as  uniformly  as  did  the  oaken  rafters  to  the  ceiling. 
The  high  shutters  were  closed,  and  the  light  came  in  sparingly  through 
the  small  glass  windows  above  them.  The  room  felt  close ;  there  was 
something  so  unprepossessing  about  the  place,  that  Van  Diest's  exuberant 
spirits  were  damped  by  the  peculiar  impression  it  produced  upon  his 
senses.  Fear  is  a  great  moraliser ;  and  it  was,  perhaps,  under  the  influence 
of  this  feeling  that  he  began  to  question  the  propriety  of  his  own  conduct 
in  thus  obtruding  himself  upon  the  privacy  of  another.  He  reflected,  that 
although  the  motive  might  be  good,  the  action  itself  was  unjustifiable; 
and  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that,  upon  the  whole,  it  were  better  to 
steal  noiselessly  from  the  apartment,  and  make  a  precipitate  and,  if  pos- 
sible, timely  retreat 

Scarcely  had  he  risen  to  put  into  practice  this  resolution,  when 
an  indistmct  sound  of  voices  proceeding  from  the  inner  chamber 
again  roused  his  innate  curiosity.  This  was  too  great  a  temptation 
to  be  resisted.  He  stepped  cautiously  to  the  oaken  door  which  sepa* 
rated  him  from  the  speakers,  and  lowered  his  head  until  his  ear  came 
nearly  in  contact  with  the  latch.  The  sounds  were  at  first  confused ;  but 
as  the  voices  of  the  interlocutors  rose,  they  became  distinctly  audible. 
As  Van  Diest  eagerly  drank  in  the  sense  of  their  words  he  became  sud- 
denly very  pale,  and  turned  to  leave  the  chamber.  He  had  not,  how«- 
ever,  with  a  noiseless  tread  reached  the  middle  of  the  room,  ere  the  door 
which  he  had  just  lef^  flew  open,  and  Chievosa  stood  before  him. 

On  perceiving  Van  Diest,  surprise  rooted  him  to  the  spot,  and  kep& 
him  mute ;  but  the  next  instant,  one  of  those  fitful  gusts  of  passion,  whim 
at  times  came  over  him  with  the  suddenness  and  violence  of  the  hurricane^ 
seemed  to  restore  with  tenfold  energy  the  faculties  which  astonishment 
had  for  a  moment  paralysed. 

"  You  here,  sir!"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  of  thunder — "  you  here^ 
and  at  whose  request? — at  whose  bidding,  pray?    But  I  know  it  well^ 
why  should  I  stoop  to  ask?  It  is  your  vile  curiosity — the  disease  of  yotsM 
imbecile  mind  that  has  made  you  dog  my  steps,  Usten  behind  my  dooTa 
and  surprise  my  secrets !"    The  threatening  sternness  of  his  look,  and 
startling  vehemence  of  his  tones,  increased  with  every  word  he  spoke^^ 
*^  All  this  you  have  done,  sir,  to  g^tify  one  of  the  paltry  cravings  <^^ 
your  silly  nature ;  but  you  have  not  done  it  with  impunity ! 

With  these  words  Chievosa  darted  forward  with  the  bound  of  an  angr^ 
tiger,  and  the  next  instant  his  long  thin  hand  seized  the  aim  of  Va^> 
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JXetti  and  held  it  with  a  gran>  of  iron.  The  pressure  must  have  been 
^▼eiy  painful ;  but  Van  Diest  felt  it  not.  The  countenance  of  the  Spa* 
siaid  was  so  fierce,  and  hb  eye  had  so  doubtful,  so  terrifjring  an  expres- 
sion within  its  rays,  that  Van  Diest's  senses  grew  confused  witb  fear  as 
lie  grazed  on  him.  He  next  expected  to  feel  a  cold  poniard  gliding  . 
'through  his  ribs. 

^*  Speak,  roan,  speak!"  vociferated  the  Spaniard,  in  tones  that  passion 
zendered  almost  inarticulate,  whilst  he  shook  Van  Diest  violently.  <<  How 
came  you  here  ?  What  have  you  heard  ?  How  came  you  by  my  pass* 
'word?     Speak,  will  you!" 

*'  Mein  Gott!  mem  Gott!  For  the  Virgin's  sake,  let  me  go— release 
^our  hold,  I  entreat,"  exclaimed  Van  Diest  at  length,  in  no  very  assured 
su^ents.  '^  I  have  done  nothing  to  deserve  to  be  treated  thus — ^indeed  I 
liave  not." 

How  came  you  here  ?**  repeated  Chievosa,  still  retaining  his  grasp. 
Very  simply ;  I  see  no  cause  for  offence  in  it,"  pleaded  Van  Diest, 
gradually  recovering  the  shock.  *<  I  happen  to  have  business  in  Brussels 
—arrive  here — see  you  in  the  street — the  street  is  open  to  all — you  are 
too  abstracted  to  notice  me — I  wish  to  talk  to  you — ^follow  you  as  quickly 
as  I  can — see  you  enter  this  house  ~  am  prevented  by  a  chance  meeting 
from  entering  it  with  you.  I  come  at  last  thinking  to  meet  a  friend- 
am  not  a  minute  in  your  room,  indeed  scarcely  know  where  I  am,  before 
you — yon         " 

As  Van  Diest  proceeded  in  his  Jesuitical  narrative,  he  became  more 
composed,  and  absolutely  resumed  something  of  his  usual  assurance,  when 
at  these  last  words  he  felt  the  Spaniard's  hold  relax. 

*'  If  ihat  were  true!  But  it  is  a  lie — a  hellish  lie !"  continued  Chievosa, 
with  a  brow  still  contracted,  and  a  flashing  eye.  '^  But  I'll  soon  know 
the  truth — on  your  life  stir  not." 

With  these  words  he  tiumed  to  the  door  and  opened  it  His  look  of 
menace  was  sufficient  to  keep  Van  Diest  quiet,  even  had  he  entertained 
the  idea  of  escaping  at  such  a  moment. 

Chievosa  from  the  landing-place  shouted  desperately  for  the  host;  he 
might  not  have  been  heard,  in  spite  of  his  stentorian  powers — so  &r  out 
of  the  way  were  the  apartments  he  had  chosen — had  not  the  landlord 
been  purposely  watching  his  opportunity  to  introduce  Van  Diest  accord- 
ing to  his  promise. 

''  Host!  Villain!  Beer-besotten  fool!  Come  hither  instantly!"  cried 
the  impatient  Spaniard,  the  instant  he  caught  sight  of  the  man,  in  loud 
and  angry  tones,  which,  though  they  sounded  in  Van  Diest's  relieved 
ears  like  the  dying  moan  of  the  surges  after  the  raging  of  the  tempest, 
seemed  to  temfy  the  host  exceedin^y. 

*^  Tell  me,  and  at  once^  without  subterfuge,  how  long  has  this  man 
been  here?" 

Now,  whether  prompted  by  a  natural  instinct,  or  by  the  sagacity 
ao(]oired  by  long  practice  of  d^ing  with  all  sorts  of  men  and  characters, 
or  whether  he  understood  the  meaning,  pleading  look  of  Van  Diest,  the 
host,  on  whose  answer  the  latter  hung  as  though  it  had  been  a  sentence 
of  life  or  death,  answered  unhesitatingly: 

**  Not  a  minute,  &ir  sir,  I  can  assure  you  by  my  patron  saint!" 
'<  Art  certain  knave?"  said  Chievosa,  eyeing  bun  closely;  but  Flemish 
Stolidity  for  once  put  to  shame  Spanish  cunnmg;   and  to  aU  question!^ 
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hcnwrer  framed,  the  hoet  returned  the  same  answer:  natnelj,  tlmt  Vaa 
Diert  was  but  that  instant  arrired. 

^  WeU,  since  it  is  so,  saddle  my  horse  as  speedily  as  poesible;  I  must 
be  off  instantly,'*  said  Cfaievosa,  imperattrely ;  and  the  landlord,  glad  to 
enape  so  cheaply,  hurried  away  with  aU  possible  celerity.  But  knowing 
a  countryman  of  his — for  he  had  no  trouble  in  recognising  Van  Dieet  as 
audi  at  nrst  glance,  in  spte  of  his  assumed  name— to  be  in  the  hands  of 
an  angry  Spaniard,  he  posted  several  of  his  men  at  the  bottom  of  1h& 
BfeurSy  widi  instructions  how  to  act  in  case  of  need.  Instances  of  yiolenee 
were  common  enough  in  those  times  to  justify   such  precautioDUj 


When,  however,  Chierosa  re-entered  the  room,  all  trace  of  anger  had 
vanished  from  his  fine  countenance.  The  change  was  so  sudden  that  il 
was  as  if  a  magician's  wand  had  smoothed  down  every  frown. 

**  Forgive  me,"  said  he,  coming  up  frankly  to  Van  Diest^  and  offering 
fab  hand.  *'  Forgive  my  childish  petulance,  Master  van  Diest,  but  ytm  may 
pefcnve  by  the  precautions  I  take  to  escape  observation  how  important 
concealment  is  to  me  at  present.  I  assure  you,"  he  continued,  in  the  soft 
bland  tones  that  were  more  usual  with,  it  can  scarcely  be  said  men 
natural  to  him,  than  those  in  which  he  had  so  lately  indulged— *^  I  aasnri 
yon  the  mysteries  in  which  I  am  involved  are  no  child's  play.  They  not 
only  concern  my  own  safety  and  happiness,  but  those  of  persons  who  are 
dearer  to  you  than  I  can  flatter  myself  to  be.  This  must  excuse  nnr  irri- 
tirtion — my  mad  vehemence  at  nnding  myself,  as  I  thought,  by  an 
awkward  chance,  put  in  a  wrong  light  in  your  eyes.  I  might  solicit  yo«r 
silence  concerning  this  interview  m  a  certain  quarter ;  tor  it  would  be 
most  unhappy  for  all  parties  were  you  to  raise  there  any  suspicioBS  of  the 
honesty  of  my  views :  but  on  reflection  I  will  not — I  will  rather  leave  it 
to  your  own  good  sense  to  consider  if  you  will  commnnicate  to  otfaen,  or 
not,  the  unftivourable  impressions  you  must  have  formed  upon  mbleaifing 
appearances  which  I  have  it  not  in  my  power  at  present  to  explain  away, 
as  I  easily  could  if  I  were  but  free  to  do  so.  Come,  Master  van  Dieeti 
fbigive  me,  and  let  us  take  a  glass  of  wine  together  in  sign  of  renewed 
amity." 

**  I  forgive  you,"  said  Van  Diest,  *^  although  my  reception  was  not 
much  to  my  fancy.  My  arm  still  aches  with  the  gripe  you  gave  me. 
You  come  off  cheap  with  a  quiet  man  like  me,  Master  Chievosa ;  had  it 
been  Paul  van  Meeren  you  had  handled  so  roughly  you  might  have  hxed 


**  Wash  down  your  discontent,  man,  wi^  a  glass  of  Rhenish— I  know 
it  is  what  you  Kke  best — and  bear  no  resentment." 

^^  I  bear  no  man  malice ;  but  1*11  take  none  of  your  wine,  thank  you,** 
said  the  burgher,  coolly. 

As  Chievosa  turned  to  depart,  Van  Diest  suddenly  took  the  reeeiutkat 
of'a  man.  He  strode  up  to  the  Spaniard,  and  in  his  turn  aaaed  the  arm 
of  the  young  man,  which  felt  ^g^t,  but  firm  as  a  bent  bow  benaath  his 
fingers. 

*'  Hark'ee,  Master  Chievosa,"  said  he^  '^  I  know  not  vdiat  your  pro* 
tended  mysteries  may  be — what  your  secret  views,  oryonr  real  charaeter. 
But  this  much  will  I  tell  you — ^harm  not  a  hair  of  Margaret  van  Meeren's 
head — wrong  her  in  nothing.  She  is  the  child  of  my  finiend,  and  ia  som^ 
sort  mine,  mr  she  is  my  goddaughto*.  Hann  her  not,  I  say ;  or  waak^ 
powerless,  as  I  may  seem  to  you,  depend  upon  it,  I  wUl  maka  yon  pajr 
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for  it  dearly.  Do  not  forget  that  my  eye  is  upon  you  and  her.  Injure 
my  g^odchild  in  the  smallest  matter,  and  the  world  will  not  be  large 
enough  to  contain  you  and  me." 

^  So-ol"  exclaimed  Chievosa,  with  a  look  of  amasBement  '^  Look 
you  there,  my  master — what  next  ?  Well,  I  will  tell  you  a  secret  in  turn, 
aid  that  is^  I  laugh  to  scorn  your  idle  menaces.  And  hark  you !"  he 
eontinoed,  with  some  touch  of  his  former  yiolenee,  "  one  warning 
deaerres  another.**  And  tummg  full  upon  Van  Diest,  he  confronted  him 
eye  to  eye,  foot  to  foot.  '*  When  next  you  choose  to  dog  my  steps, 
tttempt  to  learn  what  it  is  my  pleasure  to  conceal,  and  stand  in  my  path, 
bvware — fool,  beware !  Put  not  your  finger  on  the  edge  of  a  knife  lest 
il  eat  you.  Master  van  Diest  cross  me  not  again  as  you  have  ^s  day 
done.     You  are  fitirly  warned — bewared 

With  these  words  he  left  the  chamber,  and  before  Van  Diest  had  well 
eoflected  himself  he  heard  the  hoofs  of  the  Spaniard's  horse  ringing 
agminst  the  pavement  as  he  galloped  out  from  the  inn  yard. 

Van  Diest  looked  somewhat  crestfiEdlen  when  he  arrived  at  the  house 
of  widow  Van  Raden,  and  though  he  by  no  means  refused  to  partake  of 
febe  gtx>d  things  she  had  so  abundantly  provided,  and  seemed  even  cheered 
by  the  incessant  and  lively  chat  of  his  kind  hostess,  still  it  was  evident 
bu  usual  placidity  of  mood  was  ruf9ed.  He  heard  that  a  house  was  on 
■de,  and  foi^got  to  ask  the  names  of  either  buyer  or  seller.  A  new  miracle 
bad  happened,  'twas  said,  at* a  convent  of  nuns  at  Madrid,  and  a  new 
■not  was  about  to  be  added  to  the  calendar,  stiU  he  maintained  the  same 
ituwiial  passiveness. 

**  Matters  have  gone  wrong  with  the  poor  man  this  morning,"  mused 
tam  widow.  But  the  good  woman's  surmises  were  not  to  meet  with  any 
ibnition  that  day. 

Af^  their  early  meal  was  over,  Van  Diest  took  a  kind  and  friendly 
lesre  of  his  hostess.  Not  all  her  entreaties  could  prevail  on  him  to  stay. 
ft c— lag  business,  he  said,  recalled  him  immediately  to  Antwerp.  What 
lie  bimnefls  of  so  confirmed  an  idler  and  gossip  could  be  was  a  torturing 
>B>M|ecture ;  bo  much  so  that  honest  widow  Van  Raden  forgot  the  pains  of 
lie  g;oat  in  this  new  mental  suffering,  a  happy  state  of  obhvion  that  lasted 
0ag  after  her  visitor  had  leh  not  oidy  her  house,  but  Brussels  itself. 

A  great  change  had,  indeed,  come  over  the  spirit  of  his  mood  as  worthy 
Ifeeter  van  Diest  plodded  his  way  back  the  same  road  he  had  so  recently 
mTersed.  EHs  careless  lounging  air  had  g^ven  way  to  a  posture  more 
igidy  and  his  habitual  simper  had  settled  into  a  grave  expression  that  sat 
tpon  ins  features  as  melancholy  might  on  those  of  another.  There  were 
iciiiirfnn  many  other  Kttle  symptoms  of  uneasiness  about  him.  Not  only 
Bd  he  Buffer  the  most  amiable  chatty-looking  personages  to  ride  by  un- 
flooeted,  unheeded,  but  actually  avoided  many  acquaintances  whose 
idTttiices  at  any  other  time  he  would  have  been  eager  to  meet.  Cornelia 
lereolf  was  disagreeably  surprised,  and  not  a  little  puzzled,  when  her 
lalmitaTy  pauses  at  her  master^s  accustomed  halts  on  the  road-side  were 
Hit  gpratefully  acknowledged;  and  showed  some  symptoms  of  discontent 
when,  her  numerous  attempts  to  crop  the  fresh  inviting  grass  by  the  way 
rete  gently,  though  firmly,  checked  by  her  usually  indulgent  master.  He 
lidnot^.  it  ]s  true,  urge  his  favounte  to  a  speed  that  might  have  been  incon* 
nenient  bodi  to  master  and  beast ;  but  he  moved  forward  at  a  steady  trot, 
End  slackened  not  his  pace ;  in  short,  so  £ur  as  his  nature  permitteoy  Van 
EXest  war  hurrying  bade  to  Antwerp. 

x2 
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Chapter  XXV. 


Not  far  from  that  of  the  Van  Meerens'  stood  the  house  of  a  lute* 
maker,  with  whom  Cornelius  aud  his  friend  Van  Diest  had  lived  on 
terms  of  great  intimacy.  Now  exchanging,  now  buying  instnunentSi 
examining  every  one  that  left  his  hands,  trying  each  and  all  by  turns  in 
the  dark  small  room  where,  behind  his  counter,  the  indefi&tigable  master 
was  ever  at  work,  they  had  there  loitered  away  many  a  golden  hour. 
The  interest  with  which  they  watched  the  progress  of  a  new  piece  was 
gratifying  to  the  good  lute-maker,  and  he  frequently  consulted  them  as 
to  the  exact  turn  of  the  necks  of  his  violins  and  viol-di-gambas,  on  which 
the  beauty  of  these  instruments  much  depends — the  quaint  carving  of 
the  heads,  and  on  the  more  or  less  wood  to  be  cut  away  from  the  bellies 
for  the  sake  of  sonority:  he  would  not,  indeed,  have  ventured  to  deliver^ 
or  put  up  any  one  for  sale,  until  they  had  passed  sentence  upon  it. 

Master  Breulen  had,  besides  the  attractions  of  his  art,  a  fine  bass 
voice,  which  was  of^n  put  into  requisition  of  an  evening,  when  the 
friends  were  willing  to  support  ably  the  brilliant  voices  of  Margaret 
and  the  young  Spaniard.  The  violin-maker  was,  moreover,  no  less 
fond  of  playing  than  cf  making  instruments,  and  he  was  considered  a 
performer  of  no  mean  order  on  the  viol-di-gamba — ^for  the  melodious 
violoncello  had  not  yet  made  its  entry  into  the  musical  world.  Van  Diest 
played  very  respectably  the  violin — perfect,  his  want  of  application  had 
never  permitted  him  to  become  ;  Lopez  Chievosa  performed  exquisitely 
on  the  mandolin ;  and  Cornelius  was  no  contemptible  hand  at  the  vir- 
ginals. These  formed  the  basis  of  a  small  private  orchestra,  whose 
merits  were  not  unknown  in  a  town  where  every  one  was  more  or  less 
musical 

What  pleasant  times  had  those  been  for  Cornelius,  when  his  home  was 
made  gay  with  sweet  harmonies,  and  his  child's  rich  soft  tones  blended 
with  his  supporting  chords — how  innocent,  how  delightful  the  relaxation! 
It  was  through  that  small  aperture — the  taste  of  the  honest  Fleming 
bordering  upon  passion — that  the  young  Spaniard  had  first  crept  into^ 
and  afterwards  maintained  himself  in,  Cornelius's  favour.  Of  businesi 
he,  in  truth,  understood  but  little;  but  he  was  a  perfect  master  of  melody, 
and  that  was  the  surest  road  to  the  good  burgher's  heart. 

But  times  were  changed ;  and  as  Comehus  van  Meeren  sat  by  the 
open  casement  gazing  on  the  instrument- shop  oyer  the  way  his  heart 
grew  sad.  The  place  was  now  tenanted  by  a  stranger — a  soulless  traf- 
ficker who  sold  carelessly  what  he  neither  valued  nor  used.  The  former 
possessor,  the  ouietest  of  human  beings,  had  been,  on  slight  suspicion  of 
neresy,  dragged  horn  his  peaceful  home ;  his  instruments,  the  beloved 
companions  of  his  long  and  harmless  life,  together  with  his  house,  cod* 
fiscated  for  the  benefit  of  his  judges.  Other  property  he  possessed  none: 
so  finding  an  impossibility  of  producing  proofe  strong  enough  to  condemn 
him,  and  having  no  sufficient  motive  for  forging  any,  they  had  left  bus 
at  length  at  liberty,  but  a  beggar.  Paul  and  Cornelius  had  secretly 
helped  him  to  reach  England ;  but  what  became  of  him  there  they  were 
imable  to  discover. 

The  departure  of  this  friend  broke  another  link  of  Cornelius's  exist- 
ence ;  for  nabit  is  even  a  stronger  tie  than  affection,  and  an  accnstooied 
pleasure,  to  an  unimpassioned,  methodical  diqpositioD,  the  gxeatest  <» 
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anj.  Besides  the  natural  grief  he  felt  for  ihe  loss  of  his  friend,  he  was 
much  mored  to  think  how  so  inofifensive  a  being  could  have  come  under 
^e  observation  of  the  authorities.  These  were  sad  things  for  him  to 
ponder  upon. 

As  he  grazed  mournfully  on  the  lutes  and  fiddles  suspended  by  long 
vrotnidiug  poles  from  above  the  shop- window,  whose  manu&ctunng  he 
iiad  himselTsuperintended  with  absorbing  interest,  tears  came  fast  into 
liis  eyes  and  soon  overflowed  them ;  he  brushed  them  repeatedly  away 
'^rith  the  back  of  his  hand,  but  still  they  would  not  be  checked. 

His  wife  sat  spinning,  or  pretending  to  spin,  but  evidently  absorbed  in 
^^houfffat ;  whilst  Margaret  glided  noiselessly  towards  her  father,  and  now 
stood  looking  in  his  face  with  tender  earnestness.  He,  at  length,  per- 
<^ived  her,  and  said  pettishly,  as  if  annoyed  that  she  should  have 
observed  his  weakness, 

*^ Surely!  that's  the  worst  of  it;  now-a-days,  girls  are  g^wn  idler 
than  they  used  to  be;  a  man  can't  call  his  thoughts  his  own,  if  he  is  to 
le  spied  by  his  own  children." 

**  Why  not  make  your  thoufl^hts  lighter,  dear  father,  by  communicating 
them  to  those  who  are  bound  to  Ibten  to  them  with  respect  and  sym- 
pathy," said  Margaret,  speaking  more  fireely  than  usual,  for  she  already 
l)egan  to  feel  the  power  that  a  superior  strength  of  character  gives  in 
mil  the  relative  situations  of  life. 

**  How  do  I  know  if  you  would  sympathise  with  me  ?"  said  Cornelius, 
in  the  same  discontented  tone.  ^'  You  are  scarcely  out  of  the  egg-shell, 
and  you  already  take  upon  yourself  to  judge  and  act  independently  of 
your  parents  in  matters  that  involve  their  own  happiness,  and,  for  aught  I 
know,  their  safety  too.  What  care  you  for  my  friends  ? — they  are  not 
yours.  What  if  one  is  an  exile  on  foreign  shores — ^perhaps  interred 
m  a  foreign  g^ve,  for  I  am  sure  poor  Giles  will  not  have  sur\'ived  the 
shock  to  be  thus  sent  away  from  all  that  he  knew  and  prized  in  this 
wosld  I  His  old,  dark,  uncomfortable  house  was  a  palace  to  him.  No- 
thing on  earth  would  have  made  him  part  from  it  Poor  Giles  !  but  you 
eare  not  for  him,  nor  for  Cornelius  Grappheus,  whose  trial  lasts  so  long, 
and  who  now  sits  lonely  over  his  bread  and  water  in  a  prison,  instead 
of  dining  with  us — you  mind  not  these;  your  heart  is  all  with  Paul  and  his 
friends.     You  share  not  my  wishes,  how  should  you  share  my  regrets  ?" 

^'  Father,  you  do  me  great  injustice,"  said  Margaret  "  God  knows  I 
pity  all  who  are  unhappy,  even  those  I  do  not  know;  how  should  I  not 
feel  for  those  I  have  known  from  childhood  upwards?  I  am  not  so  heart- 
less as  you  say,  father,  though,  I  confess,  what  I  regret  more  even  than 
die  absence  of  our  friends,  is  the  disunion  that,  in  many  instances,  has 
caused  it." 

**  Nay,  it  is  prudence  that  forbids  our  intercourse,  not  want  of  affec- 
tion. 

''Alas  that  such  prudence  should  be  needful!"  said  Marg^aret  "It 
has  made  our  once  gay  home  dull  and  dreary." 

**  But  that  will  not,  cannot  last,"  said  Cornelius,  who,  in  spite  of  him- 
self was  gpradually  won  away  from  his  painful  reverie;  "  for  all  my  brother 
may  say  to  the  contranr,  if  we  but  manage  to  keep  snug  during  foul 
weather  the  sun  must  shine  at  last" 

^  Bat  uncle  Paul,  father,  will  never  again  make  one  of  as." 
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The  £itber  remained  nknt 

<<  And  good  Master  Kay,  whom  jaa  are  a£raid  to  see  beoanse  he  haa 
not  deserted  yomr  bnotfaer  I 

*^  Master  Kay  will  shortly  come  to  trouble  without  doing  mj  brother 
great  good,  I  wot  We  Catholioa  must  not  remain  by  the  ProteataiiAfl — 
it  avaiu  them  not,  and  will  rain  us." 

<<  Master  Kay  has  judged  us  harshly  for  our  caution,"  said  'Margmnt, 
wiih  a  sigh.    '^  I  saw  it  in  his  averted  eyes  when  last  we  met" 

<<  I  cannot  afiEbrd  to  regret  friends  who  can  thus  wilfully  mismadarnfcand 
a  line  of  conduct  to  which  they  must  be  aware  I  am  oompeUed — abso- 
Intely  comp^ed.  Every  man  most  feel,  that  the  first  doty  ai  a  fiuthw  is 
to  provide  for  the  safety  and  interests  of  his  ^Euoaily." 

It  was  Margaret*s  torn  to  be  silent,  forahe  fielt  the  truth  of  her  findier  s 
observation. 

'^  I  pay  dear  enough  for  my  security ;  my  friends  need  not  hegmdge  it 
me^"  continued  Cornelius,  in  the  querulous  manner  that  now  seldom  if  ever 
deserted  him.  '*  My  house  has  been  a  prison  to  me  for  these  last  hm 
months — I  have  debarred  myself  willingly,  from  most  of  my  pleasures— 
renounced  my  &vourite  haunts->-dreaded  to  show  my  face  in  the  fair  hght 
of  day,  as  if  I  were  a  culprit; — have  resigned  the  intimacies  that  dheerad, 
the  business  that  enriched  me;  every  sacrifice  has  been  made.  Here  I 
dt,  hour  after  hour,  hearing  nothing,  doing  nothing,  moping  my  rerj 
heart  away — and  yet  my  fiiends  will  blame  me ;  nay,  my  very  daughter 
sides  with  them." 

'<No,  no!  dear  £ather,"  said  Margaret  '*  It  is  not  you,  it  is  these  bad 
times  that  have  parted  us  from  our  friends.  Grod  grant  it  may  be  but  a 
passing  cloud  that  obscures  our  horizon,  and  that  when  it  is  cleared 
away,  all  coolness,  all  misunderstanding  may  cease.  God  grant  that  our 
house  may  once  more  be  as  happy  as  it  has  been!  But  surely  there  was 
no  reason  why  Father  Eustace " 


*'  Father  Eustace !"  suddenly  exclaimed  the  hitherto  passive 
van  Meeren,  roused  by  the  name  into  anything  but  a  placable  mood. 
''  Father  Eustace  shall  never  darken  my  doors  again  I  Well  indeed  has  he 
repaid  my  confidence  in  intrusting  to  him  the  spiritual  guidance  o£  my 
only  child  I" — she  forgot  in  her  anger  that  this  was  a  duty  she  had  throifc 
upon  him.  "  He  excites  her  to  disobedience  against  her  parents'  wishei^ 
can  assert  no  good  reasons  for  his  conduct,  yet  forbids  a  marriage  every 
way  desirable.  He,  a  priest,  meddles  with  family  affurs  that  concern  him 
no^  and  advises  true  Catholics  to  fly  to  Protestant  countries.  Fie  oa 
him !  how  have  1  been  deceived  in  that  man !  Sancta  Maria !  that  I  should 
speak  disrespectfully  of  a  holy  fiither— but  it  makes  my  blood  bml  to  think 

'*  Yes,"  said  Cornelius,  regarding  his  daughter  with  an  angry  look, 
**  since  the  hour  when,  by  your  own  confession  it  would  seem,  under  the 
influence  of  Father  Eustace's  advice  you  discarded  him  finally,  Chievoss 
has  never  been  seen  or  heard  of." 

'<  God  knows  what  has  become  of  him !  I  hope  no  harm  has  befalleo 
him,*'  exclaimed  his  wife. 

*'  I  trust  he  has  been  at  no  mischief,"  said  Cornelius,  despondingly. 

'^  It  was  very  bold — very  unseemly,  and  most  ungrateful,  said  Misti90 
van  Meeren,  with  increasing  vehemence,  *'in  a  young  girl  like  you,  GietSy 
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to  break  so  suddeoly  with  the  man  whom  her  parentB  had  choeen  to  be 
her  husband,  and  that  too  when  she  knew  how  much  depended  on  the 
onkm,  aad  the  motives  that  made  them  desire  it ;  and  to  do  this  at  the 
wjr  first  bidding  of  a  meddling  priest!  Cruel  child!  God  alone  knows 
«hatyour  imprudence  may  have  brought  on  us.*' 

M  Oar  ehild  to  be  the  oause^  perhap,  of  our  deaths !"  said  Cornelius, 
gkNunily. 

'^Oh!  spare  me,  spue  me!"  exclaimed  Margaret,  clasping  her  hands 
passionately,  whilst  tears  Bowed  fiist  over  her  pallid  cheek.  <*  If  I  have 
sinned,  you  know  not  how  I  have  suffered  for  it — the  agonies  I  have 
«ndni«d!" 

'^  I  know  it,"  said  Cornelius,  touched  by  his  daughter's  appeal,  though 
her  mother  still  kept  her  head  angrily  averted.  '*  When  Chievosa  re- 
tmned  not,  and  the  night  advanced,  it  was  the  sobs  that  we  heard  pro- 
eeeding  from  yoAr  chamber  in  the  dead  of  night,  when  we  fancied  your 
eyes  long  closed  in  sleep,  that  alarmed  us  and  hurried  us  to  your  door  to 
laow  what  had  befSallen  you.  No,  Mary,"  added  the  £Either,  in  a  gentler 
tone,  '*  never  shall  I  forget  the  poor  child  that  night — still  dressed — 
halhed  in  tears — clasping  her  crucifix — iivild  with  sorrow.  I  never  ex- 
pected to  see  my  own  darling  so  unhappy." 

^'  But,"  answered  the  still  wrathful  mother,  <*  had  we  not  surprised 
her  in  her  grief  we  had  never  known  what  had  passed.  She  has  owned 
thia  much  hersd£'' 

**  Mother,  I  wished  to  keep  all  the  harrowing  pain  of  suspense  which 
me  have  endured  these  two  days  to  mysel£" 

«<  It  was  very  kindly  meant,  doubtless,"  replied  Mistress  Van  Meeren. 
**  I  owe  you  thanks.  Your  confidence,  of  course,  you  reserve  for  Father 
Eustace.  God  knows,  the  mental  torture  I  have  endured  these  two  days 
is  past  all  description.  My  heart  has  never  ceased  to  beat  with  sickening 
apprehension— every  step  that  approaches  the  house  1  fancy  to  be  Chie- 
vosa— every  time  the  door  opens  I  hope  it  may  be  him,  and  when  it 
ekises  again  I  feel  1  have  hoped  in  vain.  No  I  I  will  not  attempt  to 
describe  that  most  wearying,  torturing  of  all  trials  to  the  human  spirit, 
an  indefinite  apfvehension  of  misfortune— so  vague  one  does  not  know 
eiactly  in  what  form  it  may  come,  nor  when  to  expect  it.     It  is  dreadful!" 

^*  Do  you  think,  mother,  I  have  not  felt  it?"  said  Margaret,  reproach- 
fiilly,  and  venturing  to  take  the  hand  which  her  mother  hastily  and 
angrily  withdrew. 

'^  Nay,  you  need  not  take  on  thus,  my  dear,"  said  Cornelius,  soothingly. 
'*  I  have  repeatedly  reminded  you,  and  yet  you  will  not  Ibten  to  me,  that 
this  sudden  absence  of  Lopez  Chievosa  is  nothing  new — that  from  the 
very  fint  day  of  his  stay  among  us,  and  that  at  a  time  when  it  might 
h^we  cost  him  all  his  prospects  in  our  house,  he  always  insisted  on  this 
privilege.  This  circumstance  ought  to  be  the  more  impressed  on  your 
mind,  Mary,  that  you  may  remember  the  many  discussions  it  ei^ndered 
lekveen  Paid  and  me.  He  was  always  desirous  to  seize  on  this  irregu- 
larity to  get  rid  of  the  youth,  who  was  ever  his  aversion.  Perhaps,  after 
all,  I  have  been  wrong  not  to  listen  to  him — at  any  rate  it  is  now  too 
late  to  regret  it ;  but,  as  I  say,  Mary,  had  it  not  been  for  Margaret's 
levdations  you  would  have  seen  nothing  unusual  in  Chievosa's  sudden 
departure." 
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<<  Perhaps,"  said  Mistress  Van  Meeren ;  '<  but  knowing  its  serious 
motiye " 

"Come,  come,  Margaret,  weep  not  so— compose  yourself.  Why, 
Mary,  you  ought  to  know  more  about  lovers'  quarrels  than  to  attadi 
such  weight  to  this  foolish  affidr.  Chievosa  is  a  young  man  of  too  mmh, 
dense,  and  knows  too  well  the  world,  to  lay  stress  upon  a  few  hasW  words 
spoken  in  anger,  especially  when  he  knows  we  favour  his  suit.  Depend 
upon  it  he  wUI  remun  just  long  enough  to  give  Greta  time  for  contrition, 
then  coine  back  as  assured  as  ever.  But  Margaret,  when  he  does  retaku, 
mind,  for  our  sakes,  if  not  for  his,  he  must  be  well  received." 

"  Or  I,  for  one,  will  never — never  forgive  you !"  said  the  mother, 
yehemently.  "  But  he'll  never  return,"  added  she,  despondingly,  flinging 
herself  back  in  her  chair — "  never !" 

At  that  very  instant  the  house-door  opened,  and  the  Spaniard's  weQ- 
known  tread  was  heard  on  the  stair  without.  Margaret  had  scarcely 
time  to  check  her  fast  fedling  tears,  and  her  mother  to  assume  an 
indifferent  air,  before  the  door  of  the  apartment  was  flung  open,  and  the 
cause  of  so  much  disquietude  stood  before  them. 

It  often  happens  that  when  fear,  however  overwhelming,  is  found  to 
have  been  groundless,  we  wonder  at  ever  having  yielded  to  it ;  and  those 
who  have  feared  most  are  proportionably  angry  with  themselves,  and  with 
the  cause  of  their  mistake.  Mistress  van  Meeren,  who  had  never  of  late 
ventured  to  question  the  Spaniard's  movements,  prompted  by  this  feeling 
on  the  present  occasion,  asked  him  peevishly  what  might  have  taken  him 
so  unceremoniously  from  the  side  of  his  fair  bride  elect,  whilst  Margaret, 
partly  to  conceal  her  tears,  and  partly  obeying  a  similar  impulse,  turned 
away  her  head  as  if  in  childish  spite.  Even  Cornelius  was  too  single- 
hearted  to  veil  successfully  from  Chievosa  what  the  latter  immediately 
divined  upon  his  entrance,  namely,  that  the  substance  of  the  late  scene 
between  himself  and  Margaret  was  known  to  the  family,  and  had  been 
but  very  recently  under  discussion. 

''  I  mi^ht  easily  evade  your  question,  or  answer  it  with  what  would 
seem  truth,  however  distant  from  it  in  reality ;  but  I  will  not,"  said  the 
young  man,  in  reply  to  the  not  very  gracious  question  of  his  future 
mother-in-law.  "  There  is  no  time  for  dallying  now,  or  I  might  have 
wished  fair  Margaret  to  assume  towards  you  a  pride  and  an  indifferoice 
that  would,  perhaps,  serve  my  cause  better  than  the  expression  of  my  real 
sentiments." 

Margaret  remained  silent,  but  her  father  replied  rather  hastily, 

"  We  have  heard  with  sorrow  that  you  have  had  a  foolish  quarrel,  but 
Margaret,  I  assure  you,  has  very  much  regretted  it." 

Margaret's  tears  flowed  afresh  at  her  father's  words,  but  it  was  now 
wounded  vanity  and  pride,  not  sorrow,  that  caused  them.  Chievosa 
seemed  willing  to  construe  them  differently,  for,  approaching  her,  he  said 
in  his  most  wmning  manner, 

^'  These  tears  are  the  sweetest  compensation  tot  the  grief  I  have 
endured  at  your  late — and  allow  me  to  say — inconsistent  conduct" 

Margaret  felt  a  suffocating  sensation  at  her  throat.  Filial  love  and 
duty  imperatively  bade  her  forbear,  but  the  spirit  of  her  unde  was  &8t 
rinng  within  her  at  the  young  Spaniard's  presumption.  She  prudently 
buried  her  face  in  her  handkerchief,  that  its  tell-tale  expression  might  not 
betray  her  real  feelings. 
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"  The  poor  child  was  misled  by  insidious  adyice,"  said  the  mother, 
willing  to  fill  up  her  daughter's  silence  in  the  most  advantageous 
manner.  "  She  is  very  sorry,  I  assure  you, — nay,  Marg^aret,  you  need 
not  be  ashamed  to  confess  thus  much  to  the  man  whom  you  are  so  shortly 
to  call  husband.'' 

Margaret  involuntarily  shuddered  as  the  last  word  g^ted  painfully  on 
her  ear,  but  continued  silent. 

^'  You  have  much  to  forgive,  sweet  Margaret,"  said  Chievosa,  in  his 
most  insinuating  tones ;  "  but  I,  too,  might  complain  of  your  so  easily 
admitting  the  truth  of  any  evil  report  against  me, — me  who  have  wor- 
shipped you  for  years, — whilst  your  parents  at  once  repulsed  the  vile 
aspersion." 

"  Youth  is  credulous,"  said  Cornelius,  '<  but  it  is  also  placable.  Come, 
make  your  peace,  my  children ;  this  silly  discussion  has  already  lasted  too 
long ;  we  ought  rather  to  talk  of  fixing  the  happy  day." 

Margaret  still  remained  mute,  as  if  she  had  been  of  stone.  Chievosa, 
nothing  daunted,  continued  to  address  her  in  the  tones  of  confident 
affection: 

"  Our  love  has  been  hitherto,"  he  said,  "  like  roses  blooming  in  the 
midst  of  nettles ;  for  it  has  met  with  strong  opposition,  as  I  am  well  aware, 
in  more  than  one  quarter ;  but  when  once  these  are  uprooted  from  our 
path  it  will  grow  and  flourish.  Sweet  Margaret,  I  know  you  will  forgive 
me  all  the  infirmities  of  my  temper, — which  is,  I  own,  naturally  hasty, — 
and  all  the  deficiencies  of  my  person** — this  was  said  with  an  air  of  mock 
humility,  that  sat  well  on  the  speaker's  faultless  countenance — *'  when  you 
see  how  sincere  is  my  affection,  not  only  for  you,  but  for  your  parents. 
Luckily,  or  rather  unluckily,  I  have  the  means  of  proving  my  devotion. 
Alas !  I  would  rather  it  had  been  a  treasure  confined  to  my  own  bosom, 
my  life  long,  than  to  have  such  cause  for  displaying  it." 

At  these  words  the  cambric  was  removed  Arom  Margaret's  face,  and 
her  large,  hazel  eyes  were  fixed  with  an  earnest  expression  on  her  lover *s 
face,  as  if  she  were  willing  to  read  there  the  misfortune  he  was  thus 
preparing. 

'^  It  was  not  in  idle  anger  that  I  left  you,  as  you  may  have  supposed, 
Margaret ;  could  I  remain  angry  with  you  ?  but  prompted  by  an  anxiety 
that  was  but  too  well  founded,  I  humed  to  Brussels.  Ask  me  not  by 
what  means  I  became  possessed  of  the  information  I  am  about  to  com- 
municate. Ask  me  not,  I  entreat  I  should  not — must  not  tell  you. 
Trust  me  as  you  did  Father  Eustace,  my  fiur  Margaret,  without  inquiring 
too  deeply  into  the  sources  of  my  knowledge.  You  will  unfortunately 
find  my  words  nearer  to  the  truth  than  his." 

"  What  new  danger  threatens  us  ?"  said  Margaret,  all  girlish  hesitation 
of  manner  giving  suddenly  way  to  a  collected  calm  bearing,  as  her  father 
and  mother,  pale  with  fear,  stood  before  the  Spaniard  trembling  like 
aspen  leaves,  unable  from  agitation  to  frame  the  questions  that  hovered 
cm  their  lips. 

•«  Would  to  Heaven,"  said  Chievosa,  gravely,  *'  that  I  could  devise  a 
mode  of  announcing  the  impending  evil  without  alarming  you." 

"  Lopez,  for  the  Virgin's  sake,  tell  us  quickly  what  is  about  to  happen?" 
exclaimed  Mistress  van  Meeren. 

The  Spaniard  still  hesitated. 
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"  Suspense  is  the  worst  of  evils,"  said  Maiguet 

'<  It  is  better  than  what  I  have  to  relatei  and  yet,  theogh  the  mif- 
fiurtune  is  unavoidable^  by  preparing  to  meet  it  the  uiook  may  be  lessened, 
and  such  pirecautions  taken  as  may  in  gieat  measure  neutralise  its  effeets. 
Be  not  frightened,  good  master  Cornelius,  it  will,  I  hope— I  tnist-«4ie  bat 
a  temponuy  separation  from  your  funily." 

'<  Then  it  is  my  father's  safety  which  is  threatenad  ?"  said  Maigawt ; 
*^  but  how,  on  what  account  ?** 

**  The  Inquisition,"  said  Chievosa,  in  a  slow,  subdued  tone,  and,  as  if 
afitaid  that  word  were  too  much,  he  checked  himself  suddenly. 

Mistress  van  Meeren  screamed  aloud ;  whilst  Cornelius,  tumiiig  asky 
pale,  sank  into  the  nearest  seat.  Terror  had  a  contrary  effect  upon 
Margaret  It  sent  the  warm  blood  to  her  cheeks ;  but  she  tremUea  so 
violently,  and  her  heart  beat  so  quick,  that  she  could  neither  speak  ner 
move.  Chievosa  looked  from  one  of  the  stricken  family  to  the  other  with 
mournful  sympathy.  At  length  he  moved  towards  Maigavet,  and  said, 
in  his  own  figurative  manner : 

'*  Take  courage,  poor  weeping  dove,  and  bid  your  parents  share  it  with 
you.     There  is  one  at  hand  who  will  aid  you  or  perish." 

<<  If  you  can  aid,*'  exclaimed  Margaret,   *'  oh !  help  n^  fSather  to 
esci^  before  the  worst  has  happened.      Once  in  the  hands  of  those 
dreadful  men,  how  were  it  possible  to  save  him !     Oh !  Li^pei,"  she  con- 
tinued, passionately  clasping  her  liands  together,  and  gaiing  at  him  with 
tearful  and  implorine^  eyes, — "  Lopez,  you  say  you  love  me ;  prove  it 
now,  or  never;  in  the  hour  of  need  is  the  friend  known.     Sawe  vay 
fftther ;  help  him  to  escape  to  England :  fly  this  instant ;  you  have  so 
many  secret  means  of  doing  what  you  please  that,  if  you  but  would^ 
I  know  you  could  do  this.     Oh  I  do  it,  axid  my  fortune— my  very  life  is 
yours.** 

*'  And  Mai^garet  herself — ^her  love  ?"  said  Chievosa,  tenderly  gazing 
upon  her.     *'  What  were  the  casket  without  the  pearl  T* 

*' Is  this  a  moment  to  speak  thus?"  said  Margaret,  reproach&lly. 
^^  How  can  you  think  I  would  bargain  for  my  father's  lite  ?  Every 
sacrifice  would  I  gladly,  joyfully  make  to  eain  such  an  aim.  Take  him 
but  safe  to  England,  and  I — I  will  remain  nere,  if  you  so  will  it,"  added 
she  hesitatingly ;  and,  with  revived  energy,  she  resumed :  "  But,  Lopei^ 
I  implore  you  lose  no  time ;  i{^  indeed,  tne  danger  with  which  we  an 
threatened  be  real,  every  hour  is  worth  a  life.  Why  do  you  tarry  ?  I 
will  grant  all  you  wish.  I  have  told  you  that  no  price  would  se«n  too 
high  by  which  I  could  buy  my  fathers  life." 

**  Would  to  Heaven,  sweet  Margaret,  I  could  grant  your  request;  boty 
alas !  I  have  already  done  more  than  my  own  safety  warrants  in  warning 
you — more  I  cannot  do." 

"  Is  it  personal  risks  you  dread?"  said  Margaret,  disdiunfully.  <'  Poiiit 
out  to  me  but  the  means,  and  I  will  gladly  embrace  them  alL" 
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BY  MISS  JUI^IA  A1>DI80N. 

Chapter  IX.— (CoNTiNnsix) 

**  8om  of  HftudeFs  oratorios,  for  iostaooe,"  said  Florence.  <*  What 
cm  be  finer  thui  the  words  of  the  opening  song  in  the  ^Messiah?* 
These  is  not,  I  think,  one  word,  or  one  syUahle,  that  can  be  called 
wmnisical,  or  nnsuited  to  vocalisation.  Nor  should  Haydn's  oanzonets 
he  fingotten ;  nor  '  Acis  and  Galatea;*  nor  the  beautifal  glees  of  Horsley, 
Wehbe,  and  Oah»tt" 

^The  mere  £sct,"  said  Wentworth,  *^  of  that  sublime  genius,  Handel, 
cheosing  our  language  in  preference  to  all  others  to  adapt  to  his  greatest 
compotitioiiB,  speaks  more  in  its  praise  ihan  any  other  argument  we  could 
bring  forward.'' 

^  It  is  greatly  to  be  wished,"  observed  Florence,  '*  that  our  native 
eomposers  would  pay  more  attention  to  the  higher  branches  of  compo- 
snion. 

*^  Indeed  it  is,"  returned  Wentworth ;  <'  for  truth  compels  us,  however 
nfaictantly,  to  adroit  that  while  England  has  prodaoed  poets,  painters, 
sculptors,  novelists,  and  philosophers,  whom  she  may  fearlessly  challenge 
die  world  to  surpass,  she  has  not  given  birth  to  one  composer  whose  name 
deserves  to  rank  with  those  of  Handel,  Mozart,  Beethoven,  or  Boasini." 

*'  It  is  a  pity,*'  observed  Florence,  '*that  music  does  not  form  part  of 
the  education  of  people  of  all  classes  in  England.  I  believe  that  is  one 
gieat  reason  why  we  are  less  musical  than  many  other  nations." 

^'  My  opinion  is,  that  the  lower  classes  are  educated  too  nmch  already," 
arid  Lady  Seagiove. 

^*  Yet  their  education,"  said  Wentworth,  *'  unfortunately  only  goes  just 
hr  enough  to  make  them  smatterers.  The  fact  is,  that  we  ought  either 
to  educate  a  great  deal  more,  or  a  great  deal  less." 

^  It  should  be  a  great  deal  less,  then,"  said  Lady  Seagrove ;  **  for  I 
am  sure  the  lower  oilers  are  conceited  enough  of  what  Teaming  they 
poiaess  at  present.  It  only  makes  them  above  their  station.  One  of  my 
motmen  has  just  left  me,  because,  being  a  good  accountant,  he  wishes  to  be 
%  merchant's  clerk.  Florence's  maid,  because  she  can  speak  a  little  French, 
is  looking  out  for  a  situation  as  governess ;  and  Mr.  Pemberton  told  me, 
the  other  day,  that  the  gardener  of  hb  brother,  Lord  Swellington, 
having  learned  Latin  at  a  grammar  school,  when  a  boy,  has  thrown  by  his 
tools,  and  aspires  to  be  a  schoolmaster.  If  the  people  are  much  more 
educated  we  shall  have  no  servants  at  all." 

*^  Pardon  me,"  said  Wentworth;  '*  it  is  the  rareness  of  such  accom- 
plishments which  induces  conceit  in  the  possessors.  If  every  footman 
were  a  good  accountant,  every  lady's-maid  understood  French,  and  every 
gardener  read  the  classics,  such  knowledge  would  not  be  found  to  moke 
Uiem  above  their  stations.  This  may  safely  be  asserted,  because  we  know 
%  case  exactly  analogous.  A  century  ago,  every  person  in  the  lower 
dosses  who  knew  how  to  read  and  write,  thought  himself  a  ereat  schdar, 
but  now  that  every  pauper  child  of  e^t  years  old  does  both,  reading 
and  writing  are  not  considered  as  accomplishments,  but  as  mere  matters 
of  course,  which  it  would  be  a  sign  of  gross  ignorance  to  be  without." 

'<  Granting  this,"  said  Lady  S^Eigrove — ^<  granting  that  it  would  do  no 
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hann,  I  do  not  see  that  teaching  the  lower  classes  so  much  can  do  any 
good." 

^*  I  cannot  help  differing  with  you  on  that  point,"  said  Wentworth. 
'*  It  appears  to  me  that  there  could  be  no  surer  and  more  speedy  way 
of  diminishing  crime  than  by  promoting  knowledge  among  the  mass  of  the 
people.  I  speak  not  of  rehgious  knowledge  alone,  though  that  of  course 
IS  of  paramount  importance ;  but  should  we  count  it  nothing  to  add  to  a 
poor  man's  scanty  stock  of  pleasures,  by  giving  him  refined  as  well  as 
merely  sensual  ones  ?  Were  the  whole  English  nation  educated  as  I  would 
have  them,  I  feel  little  doubt  that  a  large  portion  of  the  crime  now  existing 
would  disappear.  For  how  very  rare  is  it  for  a  thoroughly  well-educated 
person  to  be  tried  as  a  criminal;  how  seldom  is  one  of  the  upper  classes 
executed  or  transported !  Common  as  murders  are  grown — ^so  common  as 
scarcely,  except  in  very  aggravated  cases,  to  excite  any  emotion — so  com- 
mon that  we  never  take  up  a  newspaper  without  feehng  certain  that  we 
shall  read  of  one,  probably  of  two  or  three,  in  its  columns ;  still,  let  a 
person  in  the  rank  and  position  of  a  gentleman  commit  a  murder,  and  a 
sensation  is  produced  through  the  whole  country;  and  the  breast  of  eveiy 
creature,  from  the  prince  to  the  peasant,  thrills  with  horror.  I  suppose 
the  people  amongst  whom  there  is  less  crime  than  any  other  are  the 
Scotch  ;  and  for  this  reason,  the  lower  orders  are  better  educated." 

^'  But  would  not  the  people,  if  better  educated,"  said  Miss  Trimmer, 
''  interfere  thtill  more  than  they  do  with  matterth  of  government,  in 
which  they  have  no  conthem,  and  be  thtill  more  dithatithfied  with  their 
rulerth  r 

"  Let  them,"  said  Wentworth,  "  if  the  measures  of  their  rulers  are 
oppressive;  and  of  this  they  will  be  better  judges  in  proportion  as  they 
are  more  enlightened.  And  surely  the  discontent  of  civilised  and  edu- 
cated men  is  preferable  to  that  of  an  illiterate  multitude ;  for  where  the 
first  would  show  itself  by  threatening  life  and  destroying  property,  the 
other  would  quietly  offer  arguments  and  remonstrances.  I  am  far  from 
holding  democratic  opinions,  and  no  one  can  repudiate  more  strongly 
than  I  do  the  levelling  principles  which  are  so  rapidly  gaining  ground  in 
the  present  day;  but  the  idea,  that  the  people  have  no  concern  with  laws 
made  for  their  government,  and  no  ri^ht  to  appeal  agunst  them,  appears 
to  me,  common  as  I  know  it  is,  one  fitted  only  for  the  dark  and  barba- 
rous ages." 

Miss  Trimmer,  who  had  no  extended  benevolence,  and  who  cared 
nothing  about  the  rights  of  the  people,  was  veiy  glad  when  this  conver- 
sation was  over,  although  she  had  pretended  to  be  much  interested  by  all 
that  Wentworth  said.  She  was  now  asked  to  sing ;  and  after  a  reasonable 
time  spent  in  demurring,  debating,  considering,  and  coquetting,  repeating 
over  and  over — "I  can't,  indeed" — "  You  really  mutht  ecthcuthe  me" — "  I 
pothitively  cannot  thing  a  note  thith  evening," — and  other  similar 
speeches,  with  which  young  ladies  who  ''  sin^  a  Uttle*'  generally  prelude 
tneir  music, — she  was  prevailed  upon  to  seat  herself  at  ike  pianoforte. 

"  But,  really,"  said  she,  when  she  had  made  final  preparations  for  com- 
mencing, by  laying  her  gloves,  together  with  an  embroidered  satin 
work-bag  and  a  laced  pocket-handkerchief,  beside  her  on  the  pianofinrte^ — 
**  but,  really,  I  don*t  tiiink  Captain  Wentworth  wanth  to  hear  any  mors 
muthio  to-nifi^ht ;  I  thall  only  tire  his  earthe." 

Wentworth,  of  course,  entreated  her  to  proceed. 
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**  Welly  then,  ath  I  am  rather  hoarthe  I  will  play  you  a  little  manu- 
thcript  walth,  compothed  by  a  particular  friend  of  mine." 

'<  An  amateur  lady  who  has  a  great  deal  of  natural  talent,"  said  Lady 
Seagrove. 

*'  And  who  doth  not  know  the  leathe  in  the  world  about  thorough 
bathe,"  added  Miss  Trimmer,  with  eagerness,  as  if  she  thought  that  a  great 
recommendation . 

*'  So  much  the  worse,"  thought  Wentworth ;  but  he  merely  answered, 
"  Indeed  T 

Miss  Trimmer  opened  a  very  small  manuscript  music-book,  and  played 
a  walti  with  such  excessive  airs  and  graces,  that  Wentworth  could  nardly 
refrain  from  laughter. 

*'How  do  you  hke  that  waltz.  Captain  Wentworth?"  asked  Lady 
SeagTOve,  when  she  ceased  playing.     ''  Is  it  not  sweetly  pretty  ?" 

Wentworth  assented,  but  not  in  a  manner  that  satisfied  Lady  Seagrove. 

'*  Tell  me  really,"  she  said,  what  you  think  of  it.  You  do  not  admire 
it  much,  I  see  by  your  manner." 

**  That  I  pertheive,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  ^^  only  he  ith  too  polite  to  thay 
tho.     Now  do,  pray,  tell  me  your  theriouth  opinion." 

Wentworth,  thus  urged,  confessed  that  he  thought  the  waltz,  though 
Tery  well  played,  in  point  of  composition  rather  commonplace ;  and  also, 
that  the  composer  might  study  the  science  of  harmony  with  advantage. 

Miss  Trimmer  leaned  her  arm  on  the  desk  of  the  pianoforte,  and  lud 
her  head  upon  it,  in  an  attitude  of  pathetic  grief. 

"Captain  Wentworth  was  not  aware  that  the  composer  heard  his 
lentence,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  laughing. 

'^  Thay  not  a  word.  Captain  Wentworth !"  exclaimed  Miss  Trimmer. 
**  I  am  but  too  glad  that  acthident  hath  given  me  an  opportunity  of 
hearing  what  I  would  g^ve  worldth  alwayth  to  hear — the  truth  I" 

<*  Then,  Miss  Trimmer,"  said  little  Adela,  '^you  would  like  to  live  in 
the  palace  I  read  about  in  my  book  of  'Fairy  Tales,*  where  everybody 
was  obliged  to  say  just  what  they  thought" 

'^  I  thould  like  it  beyond  all  thingth  I"  exclaimed  Miss  Trimmer,  with 
enthusiasm.  "  I  am  sure  you  gentlemen,  with  your  gallantry,  and 
flattery,  and  fine  thpeecheth,  would  appear  very  different  from  what  you 
do  now.  For  ecthample.  Captain  Wentworth,"  she  continued,  with  a 
rather  malicious  glance  at  Florence,  *'  if  you  were  in  the  Palath  of  Truth, 
when  a  charming  young  lady  thung  to  you,  you  might,  however  you 
withed  it,  be  unable  to  thay  a  thiugle  word  of  praithe." 

'*  Perhaps  so,  in  some  instances,"  said  Wentworth,  smiling,  and  also 
looking  at  Florence ;  '^  but  where  praise  was  honest  and  deserved,  it  would 
remain  unaltered  even  though  spoken  in  the  Palace  of  Truth." 

Chapter  X. 

And  ostentation,  miscalled  charitj. — Cecil. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Pemberton,  who  was  on  the  most  inti- 
mate terms  with  the  family  at  Seagrove  Hall,  where  he  was  a  frequent 
lad  welcome  visitor,  joined  the  paity. 

**  1  bring  notes  and  messages  from  Lady  Dorcas  Woollersby,"  he 
iMd,  '<  whom  I  met  at  the  park  gato.  She  seems  half  mad  about  her 
Waar." 
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One  note  contained  an  invitaitian  to  Misv  'Mnuner  to  nun  a  week 
with  Lady  Dorcas,  aaod  ammt  in  the  prepaiationB,  wfaickafat  bogged  Ledy 
Seagrove  s  permbnon  to  accept. 

*^  Will  not  jour  ladythip  thend  thome  of  the  thingth  you  hmFor  mmik 
far  the  bathaar  ?*'  the  inquired.  *^  I  will  take  mine.  What  a  pity  it  ith 
diat  Florenth  doth  not  like  fimthy  workl  I  mudit  that  you  to  giro  har 
a  lecture,  Captain  Wentworth." 

*'  You  could  not  apply  to  a  worse  person,"  said  Pembeiton;  ^fnr  I 
have  heard  him  abuse  bazaars,  and  fancy  fairs,  and  fancy  work,  hj  A« 
hour  together." 

^*  And  pray,  Captain  Wentworth,"  said  Miss  Trimmez^^'iBsy  I  athk 
why  you  obtnect  to  fanthy  work?" 

**  One  reason,"  said  Wentwortfa,  *'  is,  because  ladies  who  do  s  great 
deal  are  apt  to  neglect  more  intellectual  and  agreeable  aeeempliflhmentab* 

*' At  all  erenth,"  said  Mss  Trimmer,  '*yoa  do  not  find  findt  with 
nth  far  working  in  the  evening?" 

*'  Yes,  indeed  I  do;  for  there  is  no  greater  drawbadc  to  oonveraatiDa 
— ^nothing  that  throws  more  dulness  and  heaviness  over  sodcity,  than  the 
circumstance  of  a  large  proportion  of  the  ladies  employing  themselvea  in 
work  which  must  engross  much  of  their  attention." 

^  Yes,"  said  P^mberton ;  ''  I  have  not  unfreqaentiy  seen  ladies  sit 
silent  for  half  an  hour  together,  whilst  they  are  counting  stiU^iea^  and 
poring  over  intricate  patterns.  In  fact,  if  the  fancy  woric  epidemie  con- 
tinues to  increase  at  the  rate  it  has  done  far  the  ls«t  ten  yean,  we  maf 
expect  that  the  next  generation  will  see  the  once  nearly  annihilated 
dynasty  of  embroidery  and  tapestry,  with  all  ita  attendant  horrors^  !•• 
some  its  empire  among  the  English  fair  ones." 

"You,  of  courth,  thpeak  hyperbolically,  Mitfater  Pemberton?"  said 
Miss  Trimmer. 

^'  Scarcely.  Take  Lady  Dorcas  Woollersby  as  an  example.  She  and 
her  daughters  positively  do  nothing  else  from  morning  till  night.  Ths 
other  day,  I  asked  Miss  Woollersby  whether  she  had  ever  heaid  that 
admirable  song  of  Parry's,  called  <  Berlin  Wool?' — '  Oh,  yes,'  she  re- 
plied, quite  innocently;  'she  knew  it  very  well,  and  lliought  it  fanny 
enough.* — '  But  of  course,'  said  Lady  Dorcas,  <  what  Mr.  Parry  ssjfi 
only  applies  to  useless  fancy  woik  :  when  it  is  done  far  bazaan  and 
charitable  objects  the  case  is  quite  different.'  '* 

'<  And  wath  not  her  ladythip  right  ?"  said  Miss  Trimmer.  '<  Wfast 
immenth  thumth  of  money  are  raithed  by  bathaardi  in  aid  of  yariooA 
charities." 

"  But  why,"  said  Peraberton,  '*  could  not  people  give  their  Gtby  poanii^ 
or  their  twenty  pounds,  or  whatever  they  please  to  subscribe^  without 
the  fuss  and  parade  of  a  bazaar." 

*'  That  would  be  a  more  ecthpenthive  way,"  sud  Miss  Trimmer. 

'^  I  think  not,  when  the  price  of  materials,  and  the  great  number  of 
articles  always  left  unsold,  are  taken  into  consideration,  not  to  mention 
iiie  expenditure  of  time,  health,  labour,  and  eyesight,  among  the  ladies 
of  the  family." 

^^  The  lith  of  itemth  in  your  account  of  ecthpenditnxe  is  modi  fai— i 
dable,**  said  Miss  Trimmer. 

**  Yet  I  could  have  enumerated  several  more.  A  very  important  ooe 
is  the  risk  of  spoiling  young  ladies*  fig^ures.     Miss  Anastatia  Wo<^lenhy 
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grown  quite  crcx^ed,  and  Bevenl  of  her  dsten  will  soon  follow  her 
mple." 

'  We  sfaonld  not,  also,  omit  to  mentioo,^  said  Wentwordi^  **  how  cruelly 
■tear  haiaars  injure  those  poor  people  who  earn  a  subsistence  (scan^ 
I  precarious  enough  at  all  dmes)  by  the  sale  of  various  articles  of 
dlework  made  by  themselves.  How  many  unfortunate  young  women 
It  lament  the  day  when  their  aristocratic  fellow-countiywomen  were 
l(  seised  with  the  mania  for  playing  at  shopkeeping,  and  selling  their 

'  Whico,'*  added  Pemberton,  **  their  friends  are  forced  to  buy  in  large 

tntities,  at  an  exorbitant  price,  or  be  stigmatised  for  ever  by  the  £ur 

idorB  as  mean,  stingy,  and  shabbily-behaved  people." 

It  nig^t,  when  Wentworth  retired  to  rest,  he  reflected  long  and 

iously  on  what  he  had  at  diflerent  times  observed  of  Florence's  senti- 

nts  regarding  l%r  Robert  Craven. 

*  Is  it  possible,"  he  said  to  himself,  ''  that  she  loves  him  ?     Surely  she 

mot.     fiut  why  then  does  she  almost  always  seem  anbairassed  when 

is  mentioned?*' 

rhe  young  man  presently  set  himself  to  examine  his  own  heart  as  to 

>  precise  nature  of  the  feelings  with  which  Florence  had  inspired  him, 

I  naving  satisfactorily  determined  that  he  only  felt  the  admiration  and 

eroet  which  one  so  lovely  could  not  ful  to  excite,  he  quickly  fell  asleep. 

Chafteb  XI. 

I  heard  the  bell  toU'd  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away. 
And,  turning  from  my  nun'ry  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu. 

COWPBB. 

Tbe  next  morning  Wentworth  rose  earW,  and  walked  out  into  iht 

Ic     The  dewdrops  still  glittered  upon  tne  grass,  the  graceful  deer 

■tered  in  groups  among  the  trees,  the  birds  sung  gaily,  and  all  nature 

ked  fresh  and  Uooming.  Before  he  had  gone  hr,  he  perceived  Florence 

■ing  down  an  avenue  towards  him.     Her  bonnet  had  fallen  back,  and 

T  fiwe  was  shaded  by  her  beautifiEd  hair,  which  fell  in  careless  profusion 

w  her  neck  and  shoulders.     Her  chedcs  were  tinged  with  a  still  more 

Ifiant  colour  than  the  rose  which  she  wore,  and  her  countenance  beamed 

li  health  and  happiness.    Little  Adela,  with  her  joyous  face  and  merry 

Igk,  was  beside  her,  and  carried  a  basket  of  wild  flowers  and  plants, 

•aged  with  much  care. 

^*  See  what  beautiful  flowers  we  have  got.  Captain  Wentworth !"  ex- 

bned  Adela,  af^  they  had  spoken  a  few  words.     ^  Yon  have  not  been 

ikngent  as  we  have. 

^'No,  indeed,"  said  Wentworth.    <<  Yon  seem  to  have  many  fine  speci* 

■■  in  your  collection,  and  some  of  them  are  rare.     I  need  not  ask  if 

■  aie  a  botanist,"  he  added,  addressing  Florence. 

^  I  am  very  fond  of  the  stud^"  she  replied.     **  I  always  collect  ib» 

U  flowers  I  meet  with  in  my  rambles." 

**  We  had  a  delightful  walk  this  morning,"  said  her  sister,  "  round  die 

■k,  and  beside  the  river,  and  over  a  pretty  little  bridge." 

*^  Yon  maka  me  wish  that  I  had  been  wUk  you,"  said  WentworA. 
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<'  Well,  70U  may  go  with  us  to-morrow,  if  you  can  get  up  early  enough,** 
said  Adela.     '^  May  he  not,  Florence?" 

Florence  smiled  her  assent,  and  Wentworth  said  that  he  should  avail 
himself  of  this  permission.  The  trio  had  now  reached  the  highest  point 
of  some  rising  ground,  where  was  seen  a  heauUful  view. 

Drawing  was  a  favourite  pursuit  of  Florence's,  and  she  discovered  with 
pleasure  that  Wentworth  had  the  same  fondness  for  it  as  herself.  Went- 
worth, who  had  studied  imder  a  first-rate  artist,  and  had  much  natural 
talent  for  the  art,  drew  very  welL  After  hreakfast,  he  and  Florence, 
seated  beneath  the  shade  of  one  of  the  fine  trees  in  the  avenue,  passed 
several  hours  in  painting.  Lady  Seagrove  was  much  pleased  with  the 
sketches  which  were  presented  to  her,  and  during  the  remainder  of 
WeDtworth*s  stay  at  Seagrove  Hall,  some  part  of  every  day  was  devoted 
to  the  delightful  occupation  of  drawing  from  nature. 

Wentworth  became  the  constant  companion  of  the  morning  rambles  of 
Florence  and  her  little  sister,  which  were  sometimes  very  long,  though 
they  always  appeared  short,  through  the  charm  of  agreeable  oonversatiob. 
In  the  evenings  they  had  music;  sometimes  singing  duets  together, 
which  was  a  great  delight  to  both;  or  Florence  would  sing  alone  ;  and 
Wentworth  thought,  as  he  heard  her,  that  he  could  listen  to  her  sweet 
voice  for  ever.  Occasionally  he  would  read  aloud,  at  Lady  Seagrove*s 
request,  and  as  he  read  remarkably  well,  tliis  was  always  a  pleasure  to 
Florence ;  and  then  the  two  young  people  would  have  long  discussions 
on  their  favourite  poets  and  authors,  and  both  were  pleased  to  find  how 
well  their  tastes  agreed. 

Several  evenings  during  his  visit  they  had  company  at  home,  or  went 
out  to  dinner  parties  in  the  neghbourhood,  but  Wentworth  infinitely 
preferred  those  evenings  which  they  passed  alone,  and  Florence  was  of 
the  same  opinion. 

The  young  g^rl  had  never  been  so  happy  in  her  life  before.  It  was 
delightful  to  have  a  companion  who  entered  into  all  her  pursuits,  who 
was  intellectual,  imaginative,  full  of  talent,  and  equally  fascinating  in 
person  and  manners.  Although  she  had  been  much  in  society,  and  had 
met  with  many  handsome  and  agreeable  young  men,  she  had  never  seen 
one  who  could  for  a  moment  be  compared  with  Wentworth.  Not  any 
of  them  had  ever  made  the  slightest  impression  on  her  heart.  Pemberton 
had  always  been  the  one  in  whose  society  and  conversation  she  to<^  the 
most  pleasure ;  he  was  her  favourite  partner  at  all  the  balls  where  they 
met,  both  in  London  and  the  country ;  she  had  known  him  indmately 
from  the  time  they  were  both  children,  and  had  a  strong  regard  and  friend- 
ship for  him,  but  she  considered  him  almost  in  the  light  of  a  brother, 
and  certainly  no  love  mingled  with  her  sentiments  for  him. 

Wentworth  had  known  many  beautiful  and  accomplished  women,  but 
he  had  never  met  with  one  so  suited  to  his  taste,  so  congenial  to  himself 
in  mind  and  feelings,  as  Florence. 

Thus  constantly  together,  it  was  scarcely  possible  but  that  Florence 
and  Wentworth  should  fSall  in  love  with  each  other.  And  both  certainly 
were  in  love,  although — ^no  uncommoi^  case — both  were  as  yet  uncon- 
scious of  the  fact ;  and  not  a  syllable  of  love  had  been  breathed  betweeo 
them. 

One  day,  when  a  heavy  shower  of  rain  had  driven  the  two  abters  sod 
Wentworth  in  firom  then:  moming's  walk  much  earlier  than  usual^  sod 
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they  Iiad  repaired  to  the  library  to  await  the  breakfast  hour,  Wentworth 
happened  to  see  the  Dame  of  General  Sir  Walter  Hamilton  in  one  of  the 
books  which  Florence  had  just  shown  him. 

"  Then  you  are  related  to  that  disting^uished  officer?"  he  said,  inquir- 
ingly. 

"  He  was  my  father,'*  she  replied.  "  I  am  proud  of  him,  and  venerate 
his  memory,  although  I  was  but  a  child  at  the  time  he  died." 

^'You  are  only  distantly  related  to  Lady  Seagrove?"  asked  Went- 
worth. 

'*  I  am  not  related  to  her  at  all,"  answered  Florence,  ''  although  she 
has  ever  treated  me  as  a  most  kind  relation,  indeed,  as  a  daughter,  ever 
since  she  adopted  me,  on  the  death  of  my  parents,  whom  I  lost  almost  at 
the  same  time." 

After  a  little  more  conversation,  Florence  somewhat  hesitatingly  asked 
her  companion  whether  his  pamets  were  living. 

"  My  father  is,"  he  replied;  ''  my  mother  is  not." 

He  sighed  deeply  as  he  mentioned  his  mother,  and  for  some  moments 
seemed  lost  in  a  melancholy  reverie.  Florence,  sorry  that  she  had  asked 
the  question,  considered  how  to  introduce  another  subject.  After  a  mo- 
ment's pause  she  rose,  and  going  to  a  bookcase,  took  down  a  lai^ 
volume  of  beautiful  engravings,  and  laying  it  on  the  table  before  him, 
resumed  her  seat  by  his  side,  saying,  as  she  did  so, 

**  I  do  not  think  you  have  seen  these,  though  I  have  several  times 
intended  showing  them  to  you." 

"  Let  me  look,  too,  Florence,"  said  her  sister,  eagerly.  "  I  like  so 
much  to  see  that  great  book  of  prints." 

Florence  kindly  took  the  little  girl  on  her  knee,  and  the  child,  after 
asking  her  permission,  opened  the  book.  It  happened  that  the  print 
she  opened  on  represented  a  youth,  apparently  about  sixteen,  standing 
by  the  bedside  of  his  dying  mother.  The  expression  of  the  countenances 
was  extremely  touching,  and  the  figures  beautifully  drawn.  The  mo- 
ther's head  rested  on  her  son's  arm,  and  while  the  expression  of  heart- 
rending sorrow  on  her  still  beautiful  features  showed  that  grief,  more 
than  sickness,  was  bowing  her  to  the  grave,  there  was  mingled  with 
that  sorrow  a  feeling  of  deep  affection  for  him,  and  a  something  that 
seemed  to  imply  she  had  no  one  but  him  to  love  in  the  world ;  while  the 
boy,  in  the  midst  of  his  sadness,  appeared  conscious  that  he  was  his 
m^er's  only  friend  and  protector. 

Florence,  the  instant  she  perceived  this  print,  hastened  to  turn  to 
another;  but  as  her  sister,  with  her  arm  resting  on  the  book,  was  eagerly 
examining  it,  it  was  some  moments  before  she  could  do  so. 

''You  must  begin  at  the  beg^ning,  Adela,"  she  said,  hastily;  ''this 
is  almost  the  end." 

But  Wentworth  had  seen  the  picture,  and  the  sight,  just  at  the  time 
when  his  feelings  were  touched  by  a  reference  to  a  subject  which  he 
ooold  never  think  of  without  emotion,  was  too  much  for  his  firmness.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  artist  had  depicted  a  scene  from  his  own  Ufe ;  and  h^ 
turned  away  his  face  to  hide  his  tears. 

"  I  am  extremely  sorry,"  faltered  Florence,  much  distressed,  "  that  I 
should  have  given  you  pain  by  my  thoughtlessness." 

"  Do  not  say  your  thoughtlessness,"  said  Wentworth,  recovering  him- 

YOL.  SIX.  T 
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self.     ^^  I  wish  yon  could  have  known  my  mother^  for  1  am  sure  yon 
would  have  loved  her." 

*'  You  were  much  attached  to  your  mother?"  said  Florence,  hesitat- 
ingly, for  she  judged  from  his  manner  that  he  did  not  wish  immediately  to 
quit  the  subject. 

"  Most  deeply,"  he  replied. 

As  he  spoke  he  again  turned  over  the  leaves  to  the  engraving,  and 
gazed  at  it  for  some  moments  in  silence,  but  with  a  face  expresdve  of 
painful  emotion. 

'^  How  unhappy  that  poor  lady  looks,"  observed  Adela.  **  Was  your 
mother  unhappy  ?" 

*'Hu8h!  Adela,**  whispered  Florence,  bending  over.  *'Do  not  a^ 
questions,  dear." 

"  She  was  indeed  unhappy,"  replied  Wentworth,  who  saw  by  Florence's 
face  that,  although  she  silenced  her  young  sister,  she  was  anxioos  to  hafe 
the  question  answered.  '^  She  died  of  that  most  dreadful  and  incurable 
of  all  diseases — a  broken  heart." 

"This,**  he  continued,  drawing  forth  a  miniature  set  in  diamonds, 
which  he  wore  round  his  neck  fastened  by  a  small  gold  chain,  ^  is  her 
portrait." 

Florence  examined  it  with  great  interest.  It  was  that  of  a  very  beta* 
tiful  woman,  with  rich  tresses  of  dark  auburn  hair,  deep  blue  eyes,  remark- 
ably handsome  in  form  and  colour,  which,  like  the  rest  of  her  delicately 
moulded  features,  wore  a  pensive  and  thoughtful  expression,  miited  wira 
great  sweetness. 

*'  What  a  beautiful  and  interesting  face,"  exclaimed  Florence,  when 
she  had  gazed  at  the  portrait  for  some  moments  in  silence ;  '*  I  think  I 


never  saw  one  more  so." 


"  Don't  you  think  he  is  very  like  her,  Florence  ?"  demanded  Adela,  in 
a  grave,  considering  manner,  looking  ^m  the  portrait  to  Wentwortb, 
and  from  Wentworth  to  the  portrait  again. 

The  resemblance  was,  indeed,  very  striking ;  but  Florence,  remember- 
ing the  observation  she  had  just  made,  pretended  not  to  hear  her  sister*! 
inquiry;  and  bending  down,  as  if  to  examine  the  portrait  still  more 
closely,  made  some  remark  on  the  exquisite  manner  in  which  it  was 
painted ;  but  Adela,  with  childish  pertinacity,  repeated  her  query. 

"Like  her!"  repeated  Wentworth,  in  such  a  perfectly  simple  and 
matter-of-fact  manner  as  showed — a  rare  case  with  very  handsome  men 
— that  personal  vanity,  at  least,  was  not  one  of  his  fioihngs;  ^^  oh  no^  I 
am  not  like  her!" 

"  I  did  not  ask  yaw,"  replied  the  child  ;  **  I  asked  Florence.  Of 
course  you  can't  tell.  /  think  it  extremely  like,  only  you  do  not  look 
near  so  sweet-tempered  and  patient.'* 

"  She  must  have  possessed  a  remarkably  amiable  disposition,"  said 
Florence,  who  wished  to  interrupt  her  sister's  observations. 

"  She  had,  indeed,"  replied  Wentworth,  earnestly,  replacing  the  portnit 
as  he  spoke;  '^  and  her  temper  was  angelic.  I  can  truly  say,  that  duriitf 
all  the  years  I  knew  her,  although  she  had  many  and  bitter  trials — aldKmgfl 
she  was  treated  with  harshness  and  neglect  by  one  who  should  have  shown 
her  nothing  but  love  and  tenderness,  I  never  saw  her  brow  clouded  hf 
anger  or  discontent,  or  heard  one  expreasion  of  reproach  or  murmunng 
pass  her  lips !" 
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Chapter  XII. 

Practised  to  lisp  and  hang  the  head  aside. — Pope. 

Lady  Seaorove  had  been  so  loDg  habituated  to  the  society  and 
flattery  of  Miss  Trimmer,  that  that  society  and  flattery  had  grown  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  her.  It  was,  therefore,  with  much  pleasure  that  she 
found  herself  on  the  evening  of  her  favourite's  return,  after  nearly  a  fort- 
night's absence,  seated  on  a  sofa  in  her  dressing-room,  to  enjoy  half  an 
hour's  tSie-a-tete  before  retiring  to  rest. 

"  You  cannot  think  how  I  missed  you,  my  dear  Wilhelmina,"  ^e  sud. 

"  It  is  very  kind  of  your  ladythip  to  thay  tho,"  returned  Miss  Trimmer, 
^  for  indeed  I  could  hardly  flatter  mythelf  I  thould  be  mithed ;  the  fame 
theemth  to  have  pathed  tho  agreeably  during  my  abthenth.*' 

'*  Why,  certainly  Captain  Wentworth  has  made  us  miss  you  less  than 
we  flhonld  have  done ;  wough " 

'*  Oh  yeth !  thertainly ;  I  do  not  wonder  that  you  like  Captain  Went- 
worth; he  ith  a  very  thuperior  young  man,  and  I  wath  dithtrethed  to  be 
away  tho  much  of  mth  vithit.  Hath  Thir  Robert  been  here  often  whiltht 
I  wath  out  ?" 

*^  He  has  not  called  once,  which  is  very  extraordinary ;  and  he  has  re- 
fused two  or  three  invitations  to  dinner.  I  hope  nothing  has  a£Bronted 
him." 

"  No,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  rather  pointedly,  "  I  hope  not.** 

''  He  is  very  soon  afironted,"  said  Lady  Seagrove.  '*  I  wish  he  had 
but  such  a  temper  as  Captain  Wentworth !" 

**  Ah !  your  ladythip  ith  very  fond  of  Captain  Wentworth ;  but  indeed 
I  think  you  do  thometunth  try  poor  Thir  Hoberth  temper  a  little." 

"Do  I?     How?" 

**  Why,"  answered  Miss  Trimmer,  '*  you  know  that  he  and  Captain 
Wentworth  never  from  the  firtht  theemed  to  like  each  other,  and  poor 
Thir  Robert,  I  think,  may  very  naturaUy  feel  a  little  jealouth,  when  he 
findth  Captain  Wentworth  domithiled  here  for  a  fortnight  together." 

''  My  dear  Wilhelmina,  do  you  really  think  so !  I  thought  I  could  not 
do  less  than  invite  him,  as  his  illness  was  entirely  owing  to  an  injury 
ivoeived  in  defending  you  and  Florence." 

"  That  ith  true,  perhapth ;  but  the  baronet,  doubtleth,  cannot  help  fore- 
tbeeing  the  almotht  inevitable  conthequentheth." 

Lady  Seagrove  looked  inquiringly  at  her,  and  Miss  Trimmer  continued : 

"  Wben  a  handthome  young  man  ith  for  a  whole  fortnight  in  the 
houthe  vrith  an  amiable  and  accomplished  young  lady,  drawing,  bota- 
nithing,  walking,  reading,  and  thinging  duetth  vrith  her  all  day  long, 
what  can  the  conthequenOieth  be,  but  that  he  mut/it  fall  in  love  with  her  ?" 

Lady  Seagrove  laughed.  "  No,  no,  my  dear,"  she  replied ;  "  he  has 
too  mutAi  sense  to  do  that.  Florence  Hamilton,  the  representative  of 
one  of  the  most  ancient  and  illustrious  famihes  of  England,  the  heiress 
of  Seagrove  Hall,  to  marry  a  man  of  unknown  family,  without  even 
great  wealth  to  recommend  him  I  Why,  the  mere  mention  of  such  a 
thing  is  enough  to  make  her  father,  General  Sir  Walter  Hamilton,  her 
gnuid£EUher,  Lord  Rowland  Hamilton,  and  all  her  noble  ancestors  back  to 
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the  time  of  William  the  Conqueror^  rise  from  their  grAves^  and  come  and 
reprimand  us." 

^*  Moth  undoubtedly  it  ith/'  replied  Miss  Trimmer ;  '^  but  perhaps 
Florenth " 

'^  Florence,**  interrupted  Lady  Seagrove,  '^has  far  too  much  spirit  to 
love  any  one  so  unequal  to  her  as  Captain  Wentworth.  I  have  the 
most  perfect  confidence  in  her.  I  know  that  she  would  never  for  one 
moment  think  of  falling  in  love  without  my  entire  consent  and  approba* 
tion." 

"  Your  ladythip  thows  your  uthual  thenth  and  judthment,"  siud  Miss 
Trimmer,  with  an  air  of  profound  deference,  thinking  to  herself,  as  she 
spoke,  "  Lady  Seagrove  is  still  more  silly  and  incoruequente  this  evening 
than  she  is  in  general." 

"  You  know,  I  am  sure,"  continued  Lady  Seagrove,  '^  how  much 
attached  Florence  is  to  me  ?" 

'^  Yeth,  indeed.  It  would  be  motht  ecthtraordinary  if  she  were  not, 
when  your  ladythip  hath  been  ath  kind  ath  the  betht  and  fondetht 
mother  to  her.     And  she  has  been  with  you  almotht  from  infanthy.* 

'*  Yes,  from  the  time  she  was  eleven  years  old,  when  on  the  death  of 
Lady  Hamilton,  who,  as  you  know,  survived  her  husband  but  a  few 
months,  she  was  sent  over  from  Lidia,  as  well  as  her  little  sister,  then  aa 
infant  in  arms." 

*'  How  kind  it  wath  of  you,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  who  knew  that  this 
was  a  subject  on  which  her  patroness  liked  to  descant,  ''not  only  to 
adopt  Florenth  and  promith  to  make  her  your  heir,  ath  you  did  when 
you  firtht  found  that  her  father  wath  ruined,  and  tliat  it  wath  pro- 
bable, from  the  impaired  thate  of  the  generalth  conthtitution,  and  the 
fact  of  Lady  Hamilton's  being  in  a  conthumption,  that  the  dear  girl 
would  thoon  be  left  an  orphan ;  but  also,  when  the  thecond  child  wath 
bom,  to  undertake  the  charge  of  her  also." 

'*  I  could  not  think  of  the  poor  little  things  being  left  in  a  state  of  des* 
titution,  or  to  the  mercy  of  strangers,"  said  Lady  Seagrove.  **  Although, 
as  I  told  her  mother,  Florence  would  continue  to  be  my  heir — first, 
because  I  had  made  the  promise  when  there  seemed  no  probability 
of  another  child ;  secondly,  because  I  was  her  godmother,  and  had  seen 
and  taken  a  fancy  to  her  before  she  went  to  India,  when  she  was  only 
seven  years  old ;  thirdly,  because  she  was  about  the  age  of  ray  nephew, 
to  whom  I  even  then  had  set  my  heart  on  seeing  her  married;  and, 
fourthly  (though,  of  course,  I  did  not  say  that),  because  I  knew  she  was 
the  poor  dear  general's  favourite-~I  promised  that  Adela  should  be  well 
provided  for,  although  not  an  heiress ;  and  have  always  treated  them  with 
equal  kindness  and  indulgence." 

Miss  Trimmer  murmured,  ''  That  I  am  thure  you  have ;"  and  Lady 
Seagrove  resumed,  with  a  sigh,  "  Poor  Greneral  Hamilton,  his  history  is  a 
melancholy  example  of  the  changeableness  of  human  affairs!  He  was  a 
brave  and  honourable  man,  but  shockingly  extravagant,  and  liberal  to  a 
fault.  Then  he  would  always  be  speculating,  till  he  lost  all  his  fine 
fortune ;  and  what  would  have  become  of  his  two  unprotected  orphans, 
had  it  not  been  for  me.  Providence  alone  knows." 

"  How  very,  very,  very  kind  it  wath  of  you  I"  exclaimed  Miss  Trim- 
mer, with  anmiation,  although  she  was  feehng,  to  use  her  owu  favourite 


FLOBENCB  HAMILTON.  265 

expression,  "  almost  bored  to  death,**  at  having  to  Ibten  again  to  a  history 
which  she  had  heard,  chapter  and  verse,  at  least  fifty  times  before. 

The  next  morning,  as  Miss  Trimmer  stood  practising  smiles  before  her 
mirror,  she  thought  much  of  her  favourite  scheme.  This  was  to  pre- 
tend to  promote  Florence's  marriage  with  Sir  Robert  Craven,  and  then, 
by  skilful  management,  contrive  that  the  affair  should  end  in  his  mann- 
ing herself.  She  thought  she  had  observed  that  Sir  Robert  was  quite 
inclined  to  like  and  admire  her ;  not,  certainly,  as  much  as  he  did  Miss 
Hamilton,  but  when  he  found  tliat  Florence  would  never  love  him, 
**  Thurely,**  she  said,  half  aloud,  as  she  moved  backwards  and  forwards, 
for  the  thirdeth  time,  before  the  mirror,  in  order  to  perfect  herself  in  a 
peculiar  manner  of  walking,  or  rather  tripping,  across  a  room,  which  she 
had  admired  in  the  Comtesse  de  Trenise,  and  was  particularly  desirous 
of  imitating  correctly — "  thurely  I  muth  contratht  very  advantageouthly 
with  Mith  Hamilton,  whothe  frigid  mannerth  and  behaviour  are  enough 
to  chill  his  love  completely;  and  he  will,  like  Romeo,  turn  with  g^titude 
to  thome  kind  charming  Juliet,  who  will  not  thcom  or  reject  him.  But 
I  mutht  play  my  game  well,  and  it  is  one  that  will  require  no  little  care 
and  judgment." 

Miss  Trimmer  sat  down  and  continued  meditating,  while  her  fingers 
were  busily  employed  in  constructing  an  elaborate  ornament  of  feathers 
and  flowers  for  ner  hair.  Just  as  she  had  completed  this  coiffure^  and  was 
taking  a  last  admiring  g^e  at  the  reflection  of  her  round,  plump,  simper- 
ing face,  she  heard  a  gentle  tap  at  the  door.  Not  knoMring  who  it  was, 
she  hastily  deposited  the  flowers  in  a  little  box  on  her  toilet,  and  then 
retreating  from  the  mirror,  and  seating  herself  on  a  chair  at  some  dis- 
tance, with  Milton *s  <*  Paradise  Lost"  in  her  hand,  which  she  wished  to 
appear  to  be  studying  intently,  called  out,  ''Come  in;"  and  little  Adela 
entered. 

**•  Miss  Trimmer,"  said  the  child,  *'  will  you  not  come  and  bid  Captain 
Wentworth  good-by?    He  is  going  in  a  few  minutes." 

*'  Ith  he  indeed !  said  Miss  Trimmer,  closing  her  book,  after  carefully 
marking  the  place.     "  What,  before  luntheon  ?     Where  ith  he  ?" 

"  In  the  library." 

«  Who  ith  with  him  ?" 

'*  Nobody.  Lady  Seagrove  and  Florence  are  speaking  to  a  poor 
woman." 

''  Now  then,"  said  Miss  Trimmer  to  herself,  ''  is  my  time  for  a  little 
private  conversation  with  Captain  Wentworth.  His  preference  for  Florence 
ia  most  provoking.  He  hardly  spoke  or  looked  at  me  once  yesterday, 
though  I  did  my  utmost  to  be  fascinating.  But  I'll  make  him  remember 
it.     No  one  shall  slight  my  charms  with  impunity." 


266 
RAILWAY  SPECULATION. 

BY  £.  F.  ROWSELL,  ESQ. 

It  is  astooishine  hovr  soon  a  spirit  of  gambling  is  created*  The  boy 
who  purchases  "  three  throws  for  a  penny,"  is  almost  certain,  if  he  have 
a  second  penny,  to  expend  it  in  another  three  throws ;  the  luckless  indi- 
vidual who  is  deluded  into  joining  the  raffles  at  bazaars,  is  never  satisfied 
without  he  suffers  a  second  loss ;  the  singularly  sanguine  personage  who, 
dazsled  by  the  advertisement  headed  ''  A  Fortune  for  a  Guinea,"  pkcei 
his  money  in  a  Derby  sweep,  is  by  no  means  enlightened  as  to  the  real 
state  of  the  case  by  losing  one  guinea — he  will,  almost  assuredly,  send 
another  after  it;  and,  in  the  same  way,  the  railway  speculator,  fortunate 
or  unfortunate,  keeps  on ;  the  fire  has  been  kindled,  and  it  will  bum,  under 
ordinary  circumstances,  so  long  as  there  shall  be  a  morsel  of  fuel  left. 

When  it  happens  that  this  spirit  of  gambling  has  arisen  in  numbers  st 
one  time,  and  the  direction  taken  has  been  the  same,  we  have  what  is 
termed  ''a  mania."  We  have  the  public  miud  brought  into  that  state 
that  on  this  one  point  it  cannot  be  considered  sane  or  healthy,  and  instead 
of  being  afflicted  with  only  some  hundreds  of  monomaniacs  in  our  land, 
we  are  burdened  with  tens  of  thousands. 

Rulways  do  undoubtedly  offer  a  tremendous  field  for  ^peculation.  Yoa 
cannot  fix  the  value  of  railway  shares.  The  worth  of  a  railroad  is  so 
entirely  dependent  upon  circumstances,  that  no  one  can  absolutely  say 
so-and-so  is  its  precise  extent  Railway  shares  highly  valuable  to-day, 
may  be  comparatively  worthless  ten  years  hence,  and  vice  versA ;  and  it 
is  the  possibility  of  this  change  that  creates  such  numerous  and  tempting 
opportunities  to  those  who  are  inclined  to  speculate  or  to  gamble  to  gra- 
tify their  inclinations  to  the  utmost.  And  if  anybody  should  take  ex- 
ception to  the  word  '^  gamble,**  let  us  ask,  can  any  other  term  be  used  in 
regard  to  railway  speculation  ?  We  are  not  now  speaking  of  the  par- 
chase  of  shares  as  an  investment — the  buying  them  for  the  sake  of 
the  dividend  they  will  produce ;  we  are  referring  to  what  is  termed  ^'  dab- 
bling in  shares — the  frequently  purchasing  with  the  object  of  selling 
within  a  short  period  at  a  better  pnce,  and  so  making  an  immediate  profit 
Now,  without  passing  any  very  harsh  judgment  on  this  practice — nay, 
without  even  denying  that  a  man  of  sufficient  means  may,  if  it  so  please 
him,  follow  it  as  a  business,  it  is  right  we  should  bear  in  mind  that  the 
system  may  be  designated  as  pure  gambling;  as  much  gambling,  reader, 
as  any  other  system  of  risk  or  chance  which  is  so  characterised.  If  I  bay 
shares  upon  the  chance  of  their  "  going  up,"  or  "  bear*'  them  upon  the 
likelihood  of  their  "  going  down,"  I  gamble ;  there  can  be  no  doubt  aboot 
it ;  and  without,  as  I  have  said,  pressing  the  question  as  to  the  morality 
of  the  proceeding— leaving  it  open,  at  all  events,  for  others  to  decide — i 
repeat,  it  should  be  confessed  at  once  that  in  this  transaction  I  am  abso-' 
lutely  and  positively  a  "  gambler." 

The  fact  is,  there  is  hsurdly  anybody  who  does  not  gamble  in  some  way 
or  other.  Immediately  there  exists  a  doubt  as  to  value,  transactions  in 
connexion  with  the  doubtful  property  become,  of  course,  tinctured  with 
risk.  A  man  bu3ring  imder  such  circumstances,  buys  a  chance.  The 
property  may  or  may  not  be  worth  what  he  is  about  to  give  for  it ;  he 
may  win  or  lose  by  the  transaction.  Very  well ;  lR  do  not  see  that  this, 
as  a  solitary  case,  could  be  called  gambling,  otherwise  you  would  prohibit 
nearly  all  ouying  and  selling,  for  doubt  is  more  or  less  present  in  all 
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busmees  dealings.  But  we  think  there  can  he  no  dispute  that  if  the 
bajer  in  this  case,  not  satisfied  with  having  purchased  one  risk,  should 
purchase  twenty  or  thirty  chances,  so  that  he  might  have  a  great  amount 
of  property,  the  value  of  which  neither  he  nor  any  one  else  could  teU, 
because  it  would  have-— K^uld  have — ^no  fixed  value— because  its  worth, 
as  be  knew  when  he  bought  it,  was  entirely  dependent  on  events,  and 
might  he  to-morrow  wonderfully  elevated  or  frightfully  depressed — there 
can  be  no  dispute  that  this  man  would  be  m  reaiity  and  truth  '^a 
gambler."  His  money  would  be  invested  in  chances,  just  as  much  as 
the  coin  of  the  player  at  rouge^et-nair.  The  speculator  in  railway  shares 
gambles;  he  buys  risks,  even  as  the  billiard-player — the  speculator 
hoping  that  the  shares  may  rise  or  &11,  as  he  wants  them ;  the  billiard- 
player  trusting  that  the  game  may  be  won  or  lost,  as  may  suit  his  stake 
or  his  betting-book.  And  we  do  hope  that  the  circumatance  of  this  simi- 
larity of  motive,  this  sameness  of  term  by  which  the  course  of  action  noted 
may  in  either  case  be  truly  designated,  may  be  a  little  more  regarded  than 
it  is.  Don't  let  my  pious  friend  turn  up  his  eyes  when  he  hears  I  lost 
half-a-crown  last  nignt  at  whist,  knowing  all  the  while,  the  sinner,  that 
he  has  this  day  purchased  fifty  Diddleton  and  Diddleburys,  forty  Carleton 
and  Marltons,  and  twenty  Wisberry  and  Fisberry  Junctions,  because  he 
has  a  conviction  they  will  all  go  up  prior  to  the  ^^  settling,'*  and,  there- 
fore, he  has  done  wisely  in  purchasing  the  chance.  He  says  I  gambled 
when  I  played  at  whist,  and  points  after  my  half-crown.  Well,  uhat  did 
he  do  when  he  bought  the  Diddleton  and  Diddleburys,  and  other  shares,  in 
the  hope  to  gain  some  hundreds  of  pounds  ?  Reader,  let  us  be  a  little  cha- 
ritable; let  us  look  deeper  than  we  ai'e  accustomed  to  do  into  our  own  hearts; 
let  us  more  closely  examine  our  own  actions,  and  it  may  be  that  we  shall 
blush — ^blush  scarlet,  at  finding  that  the  very  thing  we  have  condemned  so 
hotly»  so  unmercifully  in  others,  we  ourselves  have  been  fully  guilty  of ;  only, 
in  our  case,  they  have  been  so  wrapped  up,  so  screened  and  concealed, 
that  even  in  our  own  breasts  their  true  nature  has  not  been  recognised. 

But  now  there  is  another  remark,  in  reference  to  this  railway  specula- 
tioD,  which  we  should  wish  to  make.  We  have  come  to  the  conclusion 
that,  say  what  you  will,  you  cannot  disprove  the  assertion,  that  it  is 
gambling,  although,  as  we  have  intimated,  the  amount  of  moral  guilt 
attaching  to  it  is  a  question  upon  which  we  are  not  prepared,  and  do  not 
fare  to  enter  at  the  present  time.  But,  having  decided  that  it  is  gam- 
bling, an  unpleasant  inquiry  suggests  itself :  Does  it  not  oftentimes  involve 
aomething — (we  really  are  almost  afraid  to  put  the  question) — does  it  not 
ofitentimes  involve  sometliing  of  cheating  f  What  we  mean  is  this.  If, 
reader,  you  and  I  and  others  sit  down  to  cards  together,  playing  for 
stakes,  we  gamble;  in  a  darker  or  a  ligher  sense  we  gamble ;  but  we 
play  fiiirly — ^it  is  all  open  and  aboveboard ;  if  I  win,  I  do  so  either 
through  better  luck  or  superior  skill,  or  both ;  if  an  opponent  wius,  he 
does  so  through  the  same  causes ;  we  all  fully  understand  the  chances, 
and  are  prepared  for  them.  It  is  true  the  skill  of  each  player  may  not  be 
known  at  the  outset,  but  this  is  quickly  evidenced,  and  after  the  first 
deal  or  so,  the  combatants  are  aware  exactly  how  the  chance  runs. 

Now,  compare  this  with  the  mode  of  operation  in  share  speculations. 
Smith  comes  to  me,  and  he  has  just  seen  Brown,  the  Director  of  the 
Diddleton  and  Diddlebuiy  Line,  and  Brown  has  whispered  to  liim  the 
mysterious  words,  ^^  Diddletons  are  good."  This  is  quite  enough  for 
both  of  ua.     Smith  and  I  call  the  cab  with  the  best-looking  horse  in  it, 
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and  promise  the  man  an  extra  shilling  to  take  us  at  top-speed  to  our 
broker,  Jones.  When  we  get  there,  we  command  Jones  immediately 
to  leave  his  sandwich  and  his  sherry  (for  the  poor  man  was  having  his 
lunch),  and  going  straightway  into  the  Stock  Exchange,  to  buy  for  us 
every  "  Diddleton  and  Diddlebury"  that  is  to  be  bought.  Very  well;  he 
^2^s;  and,  inasmuch  as  it  is  only  we,  and  one  or  two  other  highly- 
&voured  mortals,  who  have  heard  those  tremendously  portentous  woitis 
from  the  mouth  of  really  "  g^d  authority,"  "  Diddletons  are  good,"  the 
jobbers,  who  have  orders  to  sell  given  by  poor  wretched  holders,  who 
having  watched  painfully,  day  by  day,  the  regular  and  steady  decline  of 
*'  Diddletons,"  have  come,  with  a  sigh,  to  the  conclusion  that  said  ^'  Did- 
dletons" are  bad,  and  so  have  resolved  to  sell  and  save  what  they  may — 
these  jobbers,  ',in  their  ignorance,  sell  to  us  better-informed  personages, 
through  our  broker,  plenty  of  '' Diddletons*'  at  a  price  which,  under  the 
altered  circumstances  hinted  at  in  Brown's  communication,  is  not  more 
than  three-fourths,  perhaps,  of  what  might  be  estimated  to  be  their 
present  value.  Now,  here  you  come  in  with  the  very  monstrous  doc- 
trine that  ''  a  thing  is  worth  what  it  will  fetch !"  I  deny  it ;  a  thing  is 
oftentimes  worth  treble  what  at  the  moment  it  will  fetch — oftentimes 
not  one-half.  Here  is  a  poor  man  who  has  something  to  sell  that  I 
want,  but,  unfortunately  for  him,  it  is  almost  a  matter  of  absolute  ne- 
cessity that  he  should  sell,  while,  comparatively  speaking,  it  is  of  no  real 
moment  to  me  that  I  should  buy.  I  offer  him  for  his  article  about  one- 
fourth  of  its  value.  He  remonstrates — he  argues — he  pleads — he  points 
out  clearly  the  baseness  of  the  offer.  My  reply  is,  that  that  is  my  price, 
and  I  will  give  no  more.  I  say  this  coolly  and  unconcernedly;  I  know 
that,  atrocious  as  my  terms  are,  they  must  be  accepted;  and  they  are  ac- 
cepted. But  will  anybody  say,  that  because  this  poor  man,  in  his  distress, 
in  his  poverty,  in  his  dire  extremity,  in  his  critical  and  desperate  situation, 
closed  with  my  offer,  because  it  was  possible  that  he  might  not  get  anoth^, 
and  ruin  already  had  its  clutch  upon  him — ^will  any  one  venture  to  say, 
that  because  I  was  mean  and  paltry,  because  I  was  hard-hearted  and  cruel, 
because  I  pressed  down  with  the  hand  with  which  I  should  have  raised 
up;  that  because  baseness  on  the  one  side,  and  misery  on  the  other,  brought 
about  a  sale  for  but  a  quarter  of  what  should  have  been  the  purchase- 
money,  that,  therefore,  these  goods  were  only  worth  what  they  fetched  ? 

And  again.  There  is  brought  to  me  something  which  is  for  sale.  I 
ask  its  price,  and  I  am  told  a  sum  that  I  know  from  some  source  or  other 
is  quite  inadequate.  Am  I  justified  in  taking  advantage  of  the  seller's 
ignorance  ?  Can  I  say  to  myself.  Does  it  stop  the  murmurings  of  con- 
science ? — *'  a  thing  is  worth  what  it  will  fetch."  What  a  falsehood !  It 
will  fetch,  if  I  close  the  bargain,  just  one-fourth  of  its  value.  When 
ifi;norance  and  cheating  are  banished  from  this  poor  imgodly  world,  a 
thing  will,  indeed,  be  worth  what  it  will  fetch  ;  but  not  till  then,  reader ; 
not  tdl  then.  And  yet— oh,  awful  fact,  oh,  humiliating  confession  ! — now 
that  our  task  is  concluded,  and  we  are  just  about  laying  down  our  pen, 
whither  are  our  thoughts  unconsciously  travelling  ?  Why,  we  are  quietly 
considering  (what  a  difierence  there  is  between  preaching  and  practice !) 
whether  there  is  any  chance  of  our  meeting  with  Brown  in  the  coarse  d 
the  day  ?  And  wherefore  ?  Because  we  want  to  ascertain  whether  Brown's 
opinion  is  still  that  "  Diddletons  are  good,"  for,  if  so — yes,  we  will,  we 
cannot  help  it — it  may  be  gambling,  it  may  be  cheating — but  we  most 
g^  and  buy  another  hundred  of  said  Diddletons  and  Diddleburys! 
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FORTUNE  AND  MERIT. 

A  DRAMATIC   SKETCH. — BY  JOSEPH  ANTHONY,  JUN. 

Scene. — A  Library. 

Lester,  And  shall  we  give 

Each  venture  up»  if  at  the  onset  Fate 
Should  seem  to  frown  ?     With  the  first  check  retire. 
Unmanned,  cast  down;— and  onward  press  alone. 
When  Fortune  meets  us  and  with  smile  serene 
The  patli  illumes  ?     These  tomes  can  tell 
The  noblest,  best  of  deeds  achieved  by  man, 
Such  teaching  give  not ! 

The  Recluse,    Yet  destiny  is  written,  and  'tis  vain 
To  struggle  'gainst  the  record!    Fortune*8  smiles 
Are  not  by  high  deservings  always  won; 
'Twere  easier  far  to  say  where  will  alight 
The  thistle-down  that  floats  upon  the  breeze^ 
Than  Fortune's  recompences.     He  shall  tell. 
Who  with  defeat  recals  the  flattering  dawn 
Of  his  life's  day,  who  joined  the  warring  path. 
His  mind  in  its  young  spring,  care  on  his  heart 
Not  traced  its  iron  pen — to  whom  was  hope. 
In  beauty  radiant,  from  deception  free ; 
His  dreaming  future,  though  of  liigh  emprise. 
Soared  not  beyond  what  reason  stern  approved ; 
The  fair  desert  of  gifts  as  his  might  be. 
The  gids  that  make  men  nearest  unto  gods. 
With  energy  combined,  and  dauntless  will. 
To  action  urged  by  strongest  fount  that  wells 
Within  man's  soul,  ambition !     He  shall  tell. 
When  on  his  course  hath  been  each  effort  foiled, 
A  heart-worn  struggler,  led  upon  the  path 
Verging  Despair's  abyss— his  sun  gone  down 
On  darken'd  waters,  where  but  meets  his  ear 
The  echoed  shouts,  ovations  loud  that  speak 
Some  compeer's  triumph,  who  with  less  deserts 
Hath  reached  the  goal.     His  spirit  crushed  shall  tell. 
If  this  the  lesson  of  his  life  hath  taught, 
That  destiny  is  written,  and  'tis  vain 
To  struggle  'gainst  the  record. 

Lester,    And  he  who  wins  the  goal  ? 

The  Recluse.    Wins  oft  amazed !    Him  shalt  thou  ask. 
When  from  his  sunny  sea  the  haven  bailed — 
The  glad  reality — the  substance  won. 
That  lived  alone  before  for  him  in  dreams  ; 
Ask  him  what  aids  were  his  upon  his  path. 
From  whence  scarce  known  or  why  bestowed. 
Like  fairy  visits  to  the  cobbler's  hut. 
For  whom,  whilst  slumb'ring  hours  of  night  away, 
The  elfins  worked  unseen,  and  mom  revealed 
To  his  all-wondering  gaze,  was  done 
The  day's  allotted  toil.     As  such  the  aids. 
Which  to  command  is  far  from  merit's  power, 
But  which  to  gain  is  so  to  gain  success 
Without  them  never.     He  shall  tell, 
If,  midst  his  high  achievments*  wreaths  of  fame, 
His  tlioughts  luive  turned  not  to  the  bygone  time. 
Recalling  those  left  struggling  on  the  path. 
If  in  those  moments  hath  a  voice  to  him 
Ne'er  whispered— Fortune! 
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Chapter  XII. 

What  was  it  that  urged  me  thus  on  from  place  to  place  and  from  crime 
to  crime  ?  Often  as  it  was  my  lot  to  fall  into  the  snare  of  death,  my  pro* 
gress  through  immortal  pathways  was  real ;  never  was  I  nearer  to  that 
which  is  holy  in  life  than  when  snatched  into  the  whirlpool  of  sin.  Was 
it  that  my  worst  crime  was  to  he  my  last,  and  that  thus  a  salvation 
increasing  in  strength  as  it  advanced,  and  a  self-corroding  soul  eating  deeper 
into  itself  at  every  step,  like  invisible  steeds,  dragged  on  my  car  ?  If  such 
conjunction  swayed  my  destiny,  when  was  the  self-tormented  to  be  at 
peace,  and  its  providential  associate  to  triumph  ?  Not  long  hence ;  I  had 
reached  the  porch  of  my  temple,  and  though  the  spirit  of  love  was  en- 
shrined only  inside,  the  door  of  the  vestibule  stood  half-open  before  me; 
a  step  more  and  I  should  tread  within  the  sanctuary. 

Meantime  it  rested  with  me  to  wind  up  my  career  of  iniquity;  in  truth, 
to  be  consistent  with  my  character.  I  had  not  yet  done:  it  remained 
for  me  to  inquire  the  fate  of  Thanatos,  to  take  comfort  at  his  arrest,  and 
his  subsequent  committal.  He  had  mixed  with  the  innocent  out  of 
mingled  curiosity  and  fear,  to  learn  if  1  were  dead ;  he,  among  the  rest, 
deemed  my  revival  miraculous,  and  my  evidence  against  him  superhu- 
man; he,  therefore,  confessed.  He  was  sentenced  to  the  galleys,  and 
the  thought  of  hi3  chains  soothed  me  for  a  time. 

During  my  first  ramble  I  was  attracted  to  the  house  of  a  sculptor :  the 
ringing  sound  of  his  mallet  stirred  an  emotion  within  my  breast  which 
did  not  belong  to  the  hour  then  present ;  its  influence  and  the  love  of 
art  drew  me  forward.  The  door  was  open  and  the  sculptor  within  sight 
at  work :  his  hand  was  engaged  on  a  monument;  his  back  being  turned 
towards  the  door  he  did  not  see  me  enter.  J,  therefore,  saluted  him  and 
inquired  what  work  he  was  engaged  on.  He  repHed,  without  looking 
round,  ^'  It  is  the  effigy  of  one  lately  entered  on  the  lists  of  the  Almighty. 
The  voice  was  familiar  to  me,  I  knew  it  as  of  yesterday ;  I  recognised 
the  monumental  figure  also;  it  was  true  to  the  life — that  life  to  wnich  I 
had  put  a  period :  and  the  familiar  voice,  though  not  Marsino's,  gave  at 
the  moment  a  strange  reality  to  the  marbled  existence  of  the  dead. 
Without  observing  his  £Eu;e,  I  saw  by  the  curly  head,  and  felt  by  the 
voice,  that  the  sculptor  was  my  old  friend;  the  sound  of  his  mallet  and 
chisel  rang  in  my  ears  as  it  had  done  of  old :  I  was  at  Rome  again  among 
those  I  loved  ere  my  nature  had  become  debased.  I  longed  to  speak  again, 
to  ask  after  the  mother,  the  little  children ;  but  the  monument  forbade 
me  utterance,  and  I  departed  with  a  heavy  heart,  thinking  to  return. 

I  wished  to  see  the  Countess  of  Marsino :  she  had  reached  Milan,  had 
mourned,  had  attended  mass,  and,  according  to  report,  was  to  be  seen 
sometimes  at  the  cathedral.  The  thought  of  again  standing  before  that 
structure  made  me  tremble,  but  the  tendency  in  me  to  resist  the  influence 
of  such  emotion  was  often  strong  in  me.  I  resolved  to  see  her  in  the 
sanctuary,  and  secretly  join  in  her  devotions.  I  went  alone,  and  pene- 
trated the  wide  and  chilly  stillness  of  that  universe  of  prayer,  for  so  may 
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be  named  its  immeasurable  proportions,  which  seem  to  diminish  the  greafe-i 
ness  of  the  spirit,  and  confine  it  to  its  house  of  clay.  I  traversed  those 
marble  plains ;  each  chapel  a  nnner's  world ;  the  cupola  an  overbrimming 
heaven,  its  angels  inviting  all  below  to  ascend  its  canopy,  deep  and  holy« 
Oh,  raptures  such  as  then  arose  in  my  heart,  why  do  ye  ever  droop,  when 
will  ye  be  eternal  ?  A  new  moniunent  attracted  me  as  I  walked  along :  it 
was  the  one  I  had  seen  already,  and  which  had  been  since  erected  in  the 
Marsino  chapel.  There  lay  the  gasping  form  of  my  victim,  for  the  lin- 
gering breath  which  the  sculptor  had  infused  into  it  was  that  of  the 
dying.  The  agony  of  departing  life  was  the  sole  emotion  of  the  figure ; 
there  it  was,  an  expression  fixed  and  unchangeable  on  which  the  children 
of  the  future  would  gaze,  as  those  of  to-day.  1  read  the  short  inscription, 
it  ran  thus : 

"  To  THE  MSMORT  OP  THE  CoUWT  OF  MaRSINO  : 
THE  LAST  OF  HIS  RACE." 

I  entered  the  chapel,  and  examined  every  part  of  the  monument.  While 
sadly  employed  in  observing  its  beauties  the  light  sound  of  approaching 
footsteps  reached  me,  and  I  retired  behind  the  base  of  the  tomb.  A 
female,  dressed  in  black,  knelt  before  the  I'ailings  outside ;  her  face  was 
veiled.  She  was  silent  for  some  moments,  when  she  commenced  a  prayer. 
I  knew  by  the  voice  that  it  was  ^Ethra,  the  widow  of  Marsino.  '^  Oh,  holy 
Virgin  !  surrounded  by  thy  glittering  train,  thou  who  hast  been  mortal, 
and  knowest  the  heart  of  woman,  obtain  me  pardon  for  my  sad  confession 
that  I  still  love  my  husband's  yurderer.  I  have  struggled  to  banish  his 
memory  firom  my  heart ;  I  have  prayed  that  his  image  might  be  driven 
from  me ;  I  have  shed  penitent  tears ;  but  all  my  efforts  are  vain.  His 
presence  haunts  me ;  I  converse  with  him  in  the  company  of  others,  in 
solitude,  in  prayer ;  I  am  for  ever  his !  Oh,  intercede  for  me  with  thy 
blessed  Son ;  give  me  support ;  strengthen  me  with  a  righteous  purpose, 
or  my  soul  is  lost. 

"  in  the  gloom  of  the  convent  I  should  behold  him  still ;  at  the 
vesper  hour  his  smile  would  reach  me ;  in  the  hymn  of  midnight  I  should 
hear  his  voice ;  in  the  dream  of  Paradise  I  should  walk  side  by  side  with 
him ;  in  the  tomb  I  should  hope  still  to  rise  again  in  his  arms.  Oh,  thou 
who  once  didst  love,  have  mercy  !  intercede  for  me  with  thy  Son." 

This  was  her  prayer ;  and,  having  said  it,  she  sobbed. 

While  she  gave  utterance  to  her  pious  sentiments  of  love,  I  was  rivetted 
in  amazement  to  the  spot  where  I  was.  I  had  become,  by  a  concurrence 
of  time  and  circumstance,  the  possessor  of  her  most  recent  thoughts  and 
feelings  :  she  had  entrusted  her  secrets  to  the  air ;  she  had  bidden  their 
sad  melody  ascend  to  the  Virgin's  ear,  that  they  might  be  commended  to 
her  Redeemer ;  she  had  called  on  the  milder  powers  of  Heaven  to  hear, 
and  mediate ;  she  had  implored  an  audience  of  the  Virgin  and  her  virgin 
train :  but  I  was  the  hearer ;  I  had  shared  in  the  counsels  of  her  breast^ 
had  looked  up  to  where  she  gazed,  piercing  the  atmosphere  of  cherubim. 
But  beyond  that  I  knew  nothing,  but  that  her  prayer  was  heard  by  me. 

At  the  time  of  vespers  I  entered  the  cathedral  again ;  1  knelt  before 
the  monument,  and  gazed  on  the  still  dying  figure  with  admiration  and 
wonder ;  for  I  had  not  anticipated  such  mature  skill  in  the  artist,  whom 
I  had  known  in  early  days.  The  eye  was  marvellously  expressed, — as  if 
immortal  mind  had  infused  into  it  a  mortal  sorrow ;  the  pained  features 
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were  at  once  exalted  and  subdued  to  heroic  mag^nanimity,  as  if  imperishable 
thought  had  been  really  there ;  the  statue  seemed  steeped  in  soul,  though 
soul  was  absent ;  the  destructible  gave  evidences  of  immortal  prospects, 
convincing  to  all  but  the  cold  philosophers  of  the  race,  that  man  was  to 
be  the  future  explorer  of  the  universal,  as  now  of  the  territory  below. 
And  it  is  a  great  thought  to  immortalise  the  dead  in  dying  marble ;  to  ex- 
hibit Death  ready  to  claim  his  prey,  ever  expectant,  but  ever  waiting  in  vun ! 

I  had  a  presentiment  that  ^thra  would  come  again,  and  kneel  by  me. 
It  was  a  feeling  to  be  believed  in,  as  co-relative  with  tbe  All-prescient. 
Prescience  originally  extended  to  events  near  at  hand,  but  the  mental 
darkness  in  which  man  sleeps  has  diminished  its  powers ;  for  the  unexer- 
cised faculty  declines  and  shrinks  into  a  mere  vestige  of  thought.  For 
my  part,  I  was  of  a  disposition  not  to  compromise  my  human  rights,  but 
rather  to  seek  for  their  precedents  in  the  records  of  prophets  and  sages. 

Presentiment  has  seldom  deceived  me,  and  I  have  become  an  adept  in 
the  interpretation  of  its  signs.  Whomsoever  I  meet  I  judge  of;  I 
question  his  chances  of  life  and  death,  prosperity,  and  ruin ;  and  for- 
getting what  I  have  done,  I  often  hear  unexpectedly  of  my  predictions 
being  realised.  Of  him  whose  fate  is  pending,  though  his  health  seem 
perfect,  I  say,  inwardly,  thou  art  surely  doomed.  If,  too,  I  hear  of  the 
sudden  decease  of  one  whom  I  knew  well,  but  had  not  thought  of,  I  feel 
that  I  could  have  foretold  it. 

^thra  came  and  knelt  beside  me,  but  knew  me  not,  for  I  was  concealed 
in  my  mantle.  I  was  satisfied  with  this  result,  and  took  no  notice  of  her ; 
the  success  of  my  mental  prediction,  an^  the  conjunction  of  two  beings 
situated  as  we  were  in  reference  to  each  other,  made  the  scene  complete. 


Chapter  XIII. 

On  the  following  day  I  was  again  on  my  knees  before  the  monument, 
^thra  came.     I  placed  my  hand  upon  hers,  saying, 

"  Dear,  lovely  sufferer." 

^<  Oh,  Heaven  !  it  is  Adonai,"  siud  she. 

**  It  is,  it  is,"  was  my  reply. 

^*  Canst  thou  look  upon  that  monument  ?"  inquired  ^thra. 

"  We  are  fellow  sufferers,"  I  again  replied. 

'^  Thou  hast  been  at  the  point  of  death,  and  on  my  account.     Thank 
Heaven  thou  art  restored !" 

"  Let  us  pray  for  the  dead." 

*'  He  lives,  and  gazes  on  me  with  ghastly  looks." 

"  He  died  bravely." 

*^  Ah,  he  was  an  affectionate,  good  husband." 

"  And  is  in  heaven." 

**  He  proved  his  love  for  me  by  his  rash  challenge,  though  he  did 
suspect  my  honour." 
'   '*  His  was  the  fate  of  a  thoughtless  and  impetuous  mortal." 

*^  He  was  always  generous  and  indulgent  towards  me.*' 

*^  His  loss  is  irreparable,  and  it  was  I  destroyed  him." 

'^  Oh !  thou  wert  not  to  blame.    I  know  it  aU,  unhappy  woman  that  I 


am  !* 


**  Had  I  bared  my  breast  to  his  dagger,  my  misery  would  have  been 
now  ended,  and  thou  wouldst  have  been  happy  still." 
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'^Generous  man!  It  was  never  intended  that  I  should  be  happy, 
unless—** 

'^  Thoa  hast  lost  a  husband  who  loved  thee  well,  and  by  this  hand  he 
perished." 

*^  Say  no  more,  I  beseech  thee.*' 

'^This  monument  is  a  reproach  to  me.  How  can  I  expiate  my 
deed?" 

*'Thou  hast  suffered  already.  Happy  wilt  thou  be  henceforth  in 
other  lands,  far  away  from  this  scene.  I  shall  be  wretched,  soli- 
tary  " 

*^  Thou  canst  not  love  again ;  but  thy  virtue  will  reconcile  thee  to  thy 
altered  lot*' 

*'  Never,  O  Adonai  I  Thou  dost  not  know  me,  or  thou  wouldst  not 
draw  a  picture  which  presents  so  calm  a  contrast  to  my  despair.  I  am 
bat  a  woman.     My  fault  is  that  I  am  too  confiding." 

''  I  know  thy  inestimable  worth ;  I  know  thee  better  than  thou  knowest 
thyself.  Thou  who  weddest,  at  a  tender  and  susceptible  age,  the  object 
of  thy  choicest  affections — who,  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  hast  been  depnved 
o£  all  that  made  life  delightful — canst  thou  be  happy  more,  except  in  the 
tranquil  recollection  of  an  early  love  ?" 

*^  Pardon  these  tears ;  they  will  flow.  I  cannot  stop  them.  Unhappy 
woman  that  I  am !" 

"  Give  me  thine  hand,  ^thra,  and  tell  me  if  I  have  said  truly." 

*^  Look  at  my  tears ;  they  best  answer  for  me." 

*'  Oh,  ^thra !  look  up  at  this  monument  with  those  tearful  eyes ; 
explore  the  countenance  of  an  indulgent  husband ;  penetrate  the  thought 
which  veils  his  wonted  looks  with  agony ;  reflect  that  his  soul  is  present 
with  us,  that  he  sees  our  inmost  thoughts  before  they  can  be  spoken  ;  and 
then  tell  me  if  in  thy  widowhood  thou  hast  a  greater  consolation  than  to 
recal  his  virtues,  ana  to  mourn  hb  loss  ?" 

My  words  convulsed  her.  She  sobbed  aloud,  wept  with  the  wail  of  the 
destitute,  and,  rising,  left  the  tomb  in  a  woful  state  of  disorder.  I  con- 
tinued on  my  knees  until  she  had  reached  the  doors,  and  then  arose ;  but 
I  could  not  grieve  at  the  moral  experiment  I  had  made,  though  my  part 
was  diabolical. 

Be  not  angry;  let  not  thy  countenance  change  with  indignation, 
O  Man !  Maturer  age  has  been  to  me  the  period  of  active  repentance. 
My  misdeeds  have  established  within  my  soul  a  purgatory,  which  tor- 
ments without  consuming,  which  swallows  up  every  wicked  thought  by 
turns,  and  gnaws  away  the  evil  which  is  interwoven  in  its  spiritual  texture, 
and,  after  purification,  still  retains  it  in  torture.  Conscience  is  the  seat 
of  this  unquenchable  volcano,  which  is  thus  situated  among  the  brightest 
prospects  of  a  pensive  soul ;  for  over  its  aspiring  heights,  as  if  no  erup- 
tion scoured  the  heavens,  the  sun  of  imagination  rises  and  sets  in  its 
diurnal  course,  but  to  renew  not  hope,  to  revive  not  emotion.  I  shall 
probably  know  no  respite  in  this  world ;  for  repentance,  once  necessitated 
to  come  into  being,  never  dies,  though,  finally,  it  may  alternate  with  the 
merciful  indulgence  of  reflecting  on  misspent  days,  which  can  never  be 
recalled. 

The  theories  with  which  I  started  in  my  career  having  thus  been  put 

into  lengthened  practice,  were,  after  a  time,  absorbed  wholly  in  active 

ife.     I  had  less  occasion  to  observe  the  coarse  of  my  emotions  as  I 

advanced ;  their  sigpufieation  becoming  plainer,  thdr  Tibrations  less  deep 
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within  me.  I  ceased  even  to  premeditate  crime,  biit  had  a  feeling  that 
nature,  though  under  perverdion,  as  if  reconciled  to  my  views,  would  either 
l^ad  me  into  scenes  of  action,  or  divert  my  career  into  a  fresh  channel. 
Of  one  thing  I  was  certain  even  at  that  time :  were  my  hopes  to  be 
realised  in  the  possession  of  Adora,  I  should  at  least  sin  no  more ! 

New  theories  sprang  up  out  of  the  events  in  which  the  old  had  merged, 
and,  in  their  turn,  anticipated  the  generalisation  of  highest  truths. 

Having  ascertained  the  movements  of  the  countess,  1  resolved  to  watch 
fiir  her  in  the  street,  and,  should  we  meet,  to  accost  her ;  but  from  some 
cause  then  not  evident,  but  which  influenced  my  feeling^,  I  found  myself 
irresolute  from  day  to  day,  and  unable  to  put  my  purpose  into  effect  This 
phenomenon  excited  my  wonder,  and  thus  I  was  led  to  the  analyas  of  my 
state  of  mind.  On  comparing  it  with  similar  states  of  an  earher  date,  I 
discovered  that  my  difficulty  with  respect  to  addressing  £thra  in  the 
public  way  had  relation  to  effect 

In  the  instance  of  Giuditta,  I  remembered  that  I  had  instinctively 
bhosen  the  moonlight,  the  storm,  the  chapel  of  the  cathedral  for  my 
rehearsal  of  the  great  scene — the  open  illuminated  country,  the  storm- 
whirling  heavens,  on  the  one  hand — the  expanse  of  pavement  and  decorated 
walls  on  the  other,  forming  part  of  the  perfect  idea.  With  Ormzio,  again, 
I  had  selected  the  court  of  my  palace,  and  a  sky,  through  which  all  that 
was  passing  on  earth  might  be  witnessed  on  high^  and  signalled  on  by 
the  couriers  of  light  to  the  farthest  Eternal.  It  was  clear,  then,  that  I 
had  been  suspended  between  the  instincts  of  pure  taste  and  reason;  I  was 
on  a  crisis  wherein  harmonious  impulse,  whose  analysis  had  been  delayed, 
had  gained  strength  by  repeated  action,  and,  when  the  o[^rtomty 
occarred,  had  asserted  its  claim  to  be  enrolled  among  those  principles  of 
reason  which  define  the  laws  of  beauty.  Taste  refused  to  accept  die 
public  road  as  a  stage  for  the  tragic  scene,  and  reason  admitted  the 
objection. 

Even  in  my  descriptions  of  disorder,  I  had  ever  sought  for  some  feeling 
of  harmony  which  might  connect  the  cavern  or  the  wilderness,  by  distant 
finks,  with  the  great  chain  which  binds  the  laws  of  order  together.  This 
was  from  the  same  impulse  of  intrinsic  harmony,  the  truth  of  wluch  had 
not  been  rationally  developed  within  me  before.  The  suggestions  of 
feding,  however  genuine,  fell  fiEu*  short  of  the  convictions  of  reason  as 
elements  of  power.  The  results  of  feeling  are  obscure;  to  it,  indeed,  are 
doe  those  phenomena  of  thought  which  are  grand  but  formless,  those 
creations  of  immature  genius  which  take  only  a  secondary  place  in  com- 
position, and  are  liable,  like  living  things  of  a  lower  grade,  to  become  the 
piey  of  the  clearsighted  thinker.  This  law  discovered,  I  found  at  once 
a  knowledge  of  it  essential  to  that  aristocratic  temper  of  mind  to  which 
works  of  highest  art  are  due. 

And  now  no  longer  embarrassed  by  undefined  struggles  after  the 
perfect  in  the  beautiful  relations  of  a  picture,  I  decided  unhesitatingly  on 
the  Marsino  chapel,  with  its  monument,  as  the  fit  scene  of  my  next  essay 
at  study,  the  conversion  of  an  eventful  life  into  a  great  drama.  The 
architecture  of  the  place  was  fine;  a  group  of  figures  in  serious  conver- 
sation about  the  monument,  which  rested  within  its  retired  walls,  would 
give  sombre  vitality  to  the  scene.  The  development  of  my  principles  led 
to  the  happiest  triumphs,  and,  in  searching  immortal  works,  I  have  found 
that  the  successful  writer,  if  the  classical  conceptions  of  greatest  authon 
may  be  so  judged,  has  ever  been  under  the  influenoe  of  tha  same  law. 
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But  at  the  same  time  that  this  new  law  shed  its  light  on  me,  I  made 
otlier  diacovenes  in  the  metaphysics  of  composition  which  threatened  a 
filial  end  to  m  j  prospects.  I  found  that  the  seyere  study  which  I  had 
bestowed  on  my  art  had  graduaUy  failed  to  produce  that  excitement  which 
at  first  had  sustained  roe  in  my  career.  I  had  begun  to  look  on  the 
Tarions  phases  of  suffering  with  indifference.  This  circumstance  greatly 
alarmed  me,  until,  on  investigation,  I  saw  that  its  oiigin  might  be  satis- 
factorily explained.  I  had,  in  fact,  collected  within  myself  the  richest 
stores  o£  knowledge,  and  what  was  thus  treasured  up  had  arranged  itself 
in  my  memory  like  the  groups  and  figures  distributed  through  a  gal- 
lery of  art.  There  being  a  time  when  the  collector  of  marbles  and  other 
forms  of  art  feels  disposed  to  relax  in  his  efforts,  deeming  his  collection 
sufiSciently  perfect,  I,  in  viewing  the  contents  of  my  spiritual  gallery,  saw 
its  deep  avenues  filled  with  choicest  works  of  thought.  Every  shadow  of 
death  there  had  form ;  every  feature  of  grief,  pity,  terror,  and  despair 
-was  there  imaged.  I  saw  but  one  vacant  recess — the  One  destined  to 
bold  a  colossal  figure  of  pure  Reason.  That  masterpiece  was  to  harmo- 
nise with  the  rest,  to  be  the  most  perfect,  to  render  all  complete.  It  was 
to  crown  my  experimental  toils ;  and  whatever  might  present  itself  after 
its  elevation  would  be  absorbed  within  this  concluding  work. 

If  an  artist,  who  hitherto  had  sculptured  his  works  in  stone,  had  sud- 
denly discovered  the  pure  marble  of  Paros,  his  pleasure  could  not  have 
been  greater  than  mine  was  on  learning  of  what  material  my  next  work 
was  to  be.  To  explain  my  position  more  fully,  the  labours  of  my  past 
days  bad  been  spent  in  emotion.  All  that  I  had  done  had  feeling.  But 
tbe  time  had  come  when  my  toils  were  to  be  only  intellectual.  Pure  in- 
teUect  was  to  be  the  material  on  which  my  future  energies  were  to  be 
exhausted. 

I  have  said  that  my  excitability  had  dinunished  in  a  manner  which 
alarmed  me.  This  I  first  observed  distinctly  when  I  saw  the  widow's 
grief  at  her  husband's  tomb.  I  had  seen  nothing  like  it  since  Giuditta 
declared  her  hopeless  love  in  the  g^arden.  But  when  she,  angelic  being, 
threw  her  anguish  into  my  arms,  and  wept  upon  my  breast,  I  shared  in 
her  terrible  emotion.  Now,  however,  I  had  felt  no  pity  for  JBthra,  while 
the  witness  of  her  anguish,  which  was  not  less  intense.  I  observed  it, 
bat  only  as  a  duplicate  of  what  was  already  present  in  my  mind.  It 
therefore  seemed  scarcely  worth  the  pains  of  being  recorded.  I  then 
learned  the  reason  of  this.  I  saw  that  one  good  example  was  sufficient 
for  the  wants  of  the  poet  But,  thought  I.  if  the  duplicate  have  not  the 
power  to  excite,  in  what  consists  the  virtue  of  the  original  ?  With  this 
thought  I  pondered  the  anguish  of  Giuditta,  and  found  myself  still 
unmoved.  But  though  insensible  even  to  the  memory  of  pain,  I  saw  the 
pain  itself  most  vividly.  It  appeared  embodied  in  an  intellectual  form, 
and  was  as  palpable  as  when  Giuditta  suffered  in  my  arms.  I  saw  it — a 
vision  perfect,  beautiful,  and  pure.  It  portrayed  the  shape  which  is 
allotted  to  a  former  anguish,  but  was  cold  and  classical.  The  fine  ideal 
was  alone  leh,  that  only  which  could  not  change  or  perish. 

The  truth  was,  that  feeling,  which  is  ephemeral,  had  been  absorbed  in 
intellect,  which  is  lasting.     The  mortal  had  merged  into  the  immortal 

Tbe  discovery  of  the  highest  law  of  art  thus  made,  I  began  to  reflect 
on  its  application  to  myself.  I  had  travelled  over  the  world  of  passion ; 
I  had  undergone  more  suffering  even  than  1  had  witnessed  in  others. 
My  soul  had  been  almost  rent  asunder  in  its  conflicts.   I  had  run  the  raoe 
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wiih  Nature  id  the  tempest,  even  as  I  had  equalled  her  in  her  loTe»  her 
brightness,  and  dwelt  with  her  in  most  peaceful  mansions.  These  great 
and  terrible  reverses  were  more  than  one  mind  could  bear.  I  sometimes 
felt  myself,  amidst  the  whirlwind,  unable  to  arrest  my  course,  and  some- 
times  a  wanderer,  without  my  reason,  in  the  plains  of  eternity.  It  was, 
therefore,  high  time  either  to  taste  tranquillity  or  to  die.  I  could  bear  no 
more  to  be  buffeted  by  the  contending  influences  of  things.  But  Nature 
is  conservative,  and  she  not  only  arrested  me,  but  pointed  out  to  me  the 
seats  of  Divine  philosophy.  She  flattered  me  that  I  need  endure  no  more 
ang^h;  that,  having  passed  through  these  dread  ordeals,  I  might 
henceforth  observe  with  intellect  alone,  and,  by  degrees,  merge  the 
activity  of  feeling  in  that  pure  and  placid  power. 


Chapter  XIV. 

All  this  I  believed — ^vain  man ! — and,  in  the  pride  of  my  heart,  I  saw 
a  peaceful  future.  I  thought  that  I  had  reaped  a  fortune  of  glory,  and 
should  enjoy  the  fruits  of  my  labours  in  an  intellectual  paradise.  Oh, 
Adora !  thou  whose  image  reigned  within  me,  while  I  dared  thus  to  hope, 
what  prospect  was  there  of  peace,  except  in  thee  ?  If  the  possession  of 
pure  delight  were  attainable,  it  was  thy  soul  which  revealed  it  to  me,  and 
not  the  arts  by  which  I  was  enslaved. 

It  was  in  the  cathedral  that  all  the  preceding  reflections  came  across 
me ;  but,  lost  in  a  new  species  of  ecstasy,  such  as  encircles  and  almost 
realises  hope,  I  had  forgotten  where  I  was ;  but,  on  coming  to  myself  I 
saw  the  horrid  monument  before  my  eyes. 

^'  Oh,  thoughtless  Marsino !"  exclaimed  I,  in  wild  despair,  '^  why  didst 
thou  rush  into  thy  destruction  ?  Behold  the  misery  thou  hast  entailed  on 
thy  survivor !" 

I  looked  down,  and  saw  ^thra  there ;  and  in  a  moment  the  theory  of 
calm  which  had  so  recently  developed  itself  within  me,  and  which  proposed 
to  intellectualise  all  emotion,  was  put  to  the  test  of  practice,  and  it  fuled. 
I  was  enrag^  at  the  sight  of  iEthra,  who  seemed  to  stand  between  me 
and  the  one  I  so  deeply  loved.  I  desired  to  be  calm,  but  strove  in  vain 
against  some  overwhelming  impulse.  I  would  have  left  the  cathedral, 
but  I  thought  that  figures  wanaered  like  shadows  round  the  monument, 
and  made  signs  for  me  to  approach  them.  I  could  not  resist  their  influ- 
ence, and  remained.  At  that  moment  iEthra  looked  at  me  with  affec- 
tion, upon  which  I  was  seized  with  a  species  of  fury,  and  returned  her 
love  by  pouring  the  most  fiendish  sentiments  into  her  ear. 

"  Woman,"  I  siud,  "  I  know  thy  falsehood,  and  hate  thee.** 

'^  Oh,  Powers  1"  replied  she,  with  hands  already  clasped,  *'  what  words 
are  these  ?     I  am  lost  for  ever  V* 

"  The  dead  also  hated  thee." 

"  Oh  that  he  were  here  to  save  me  !*' 

«  Behold  him !" 

"  Hast  thou  no  pity,  Adontti  ?" 

As  she  said  this,  she  gave  expression,  in  her  looks  and  words,  to  the 
natural  truth  of  her  heart,  which,  though  rarely  brought  out,  was  not  the 
less  affecting.  It  touched  me  deeply,  and  every  kind  thought  that  I  had 
ever  entertained  towards  her  returned.  From  her  my  mind  reverted  to 
her  sister,  and  thence  to  Adora,  the  beloved  one. 
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Chapteb  VIII. — (ComiKDED.) 

THE    BUINBD    COKYENTUAL    CHUBCH. 

Ladt  Asshston  did  not  tairy  long  within  the  entrance  hall,  for  such 
it  was,  but  conducted  her  guests  through  an  arched  doorway  on  the  right 
into  the  long  gallery.  One  hundred  and  BBy  feet  in  leneth,  and  pro- 
portionately wide  and  lofty,  this  vast  chamber  had  undergone  htUe 
change  since  its  original  construction  by  the  old  owners  of  the  abbey. 
Paneled  and  floored  with  lustrous  oak,  and  hung  in  some  parts  with 
antique  tapestry,  representing  scriptural  subjects,  one  side  was  pierced 
"with  lofty  pointed  windows,  looking  out  upon  the  garden,  wmle  the 
southern  extremity  boasted  a  magnificent  window,  with  heavy  stone 
xnnlEons,  though  of  more  recent  workmanship  than  the  framework, 
commanding  Whalley  Nab  and  the  riyer.  The  furniture  of  the  apart- 
ment was  grand  but  gloomy,  and  consisted  of  antique  chairs  and  tables 
belonging  to  the  abbey.  Some  curious  ecclesiastical  sculptures,  wood 
carvings,  and  saintly  imag^  were  placed  at  intervals  near  the  walls,  and 
on  the  upper  panels  were  hung  a  row  of  fieonily  portraits. 

Quitting  the  rest  of  the  company,  and  proceeding  to  the  southern 
window,  Dorothy  invited  Alizon  and  her  brother  to  place  themselves 
beside  her  on  the  cushioned  seats  of  the  deep  embrasure.  Little  con- 
versation, however,  ensued ;  Alizon's  heart  being  too  full  for  utterance, 
and  recent  occurrences  engrossing  Dorothy's  thoughts,  to  the  exclusion 
of  everything  else.  Having  made  one  or  two  unsuccessful  efforts  to 
engage  them  in  talk,  Ricba^  likewise  lapsed  into  silence,  and  gazed  out 
on  the  lovely  scenery  before  him.  The  evening  has  been  described  as 
beautiful ;  and  the  swift  Calder,  as  it  hurried  by,  was  tinned  with  rays 
of  the  declining  sun,  whilst  the  woody  heights  of  WhaUey  Nab  were 
steeped  in  the  same  rosy  light  But  the  view  failed  to  interest  Bidiard 
in  luB  present  mood,  and  after  a  brief  survey  he  stole  a  look  at  Alizon, 
and  was  surprised  to  find  her  in  tears. 

"  What  saddening  thoughts  cross  you,  fair  girl  ?**  he  inquired,  with 
deep  interest 

**  I  can  hardly  account  for  my  sudden  despondency,"  she  replied ; 
<<  but  I  have  heard  tiiat  great  happiness  is  the  precursor  of  dejection,  and 
the  saying,  I  suppose,  must  be  true,  for  I  have  been  happier  to-day  thaa 
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I  ever  was  before  in  my  life.     But  the  feeling  of  sadness  is  now  past," 
she  added,  smiling. 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Richard.  '^  May  I  not  know  what  has 
occurred  to  you  ?" 

'<  Not  at  present/'  interposed  Dorothy ;  '<  but  I  jua  sure  you  mH  %e 
pleased  when  jou  are  jnade  acguaintefl  fntk  thecincuiBstmce.  1  ««>ukl 
tell  you  now  if  I  might." 

"  May  I  guess  ?"  said  Richard. 

"I  aon't  know,"  rejoined  DoroChy,  who  was  dying  to  tell  him. 
"  May  he  ?" 

'<  Oh  no— ao !"  isnofl  Afiaon. 

"  You  are  very  perverse,"  said  Richard,  with  a  look  of  disappointment 
"  There  can  be  no  harm  in  guessing ;  and  you  can  please  yourself  as  to 
giving  an  answer.     I  fancy,  then,  that  Alizon  has  made  some  discovery." 

Dorothy  nodded. 

'<  Relative  to  her  parentage  ?"  pucaufid  Richard. 

Another  nod. 

'^  She  has  found  out  she  ia  not  Elizabegfah  Deme's  daughter  ?"  said 
Richard. 

Some  fintcli  womb  kaare  -tdU  ToniliiB,^  teaobimed  Dmrei^hy. 
'HMwe  I  indeed  giKned  ligBtfy?''  •cned  BieinFi, 'wHIi  «n«ag«nie« 
thai  startled  ins  sistec    -^Do  aot  keep  mat  m  sospeose.    SfeA  ^^aaotj^ 

^  How  jun  I  io  jmswer  Imn,  Aimonf*'  >6aid  Uovoilhy. 

^N&jf  ^o  not  appeallo  me,  dear  yvmig  lady,*'  ifae  answeFed,  tliJunj'. 

-^  I  IkKre  igme  ioo  hx  to  aetmift,"  le^Miea  DerollMr, "  and  therefore, 
defptte  JiuftKM  Sntter'e  ixrtesdiction,  m  tncflh  liadl  c«t.  Yo«  Itare 
f^u^aeed  AiewMff  Riehacd.  A  diaeorety  hms  been  made— «  very  gieA 
iUeeoveiy.     AHnm  it  not  the  dbughter  of  EJamheAk  Dofiee.*' 

■^  The  jnteLygenee  defighte  lae,  ihoagh  it  soaveely  suijiiiBce  DBe,"*  ened 
Btehard,  gaaag  with  bevtfelt  fJcafluee  at  the  Uunmg  girl,  '^Ibr  I  was 
one  of  die  hot  from  iSkt  £ni.  Notking  eo  good  aad  diaranqg  «  A£m 
ooM  apcia^  from  ik>  ind  a  eouxoe.  fiow  aoad  by  What  means  yom  Iwfe 
dfldved  ^tng  mfawiatioa,  jm  well «  ^eae  daoglrter  yoa  -eve,  I  akall  wnt 
patiently  to  leam.  £iioii^  £or  me  you  ase  mot  tbe  aster  <i€  Jamei 
I>eiooe^€Dougk,  jmi  ase  aot  idie  gtaadeUid  it£  Moliker  DemiSn.'* 

^Yon  icQOw  aU  I  Imov^  in  knovia^  Aus  maoh,^'  replied  Afiaon, 
tkudly.     '' Aad  leeraey  hm  been  eajoiMd  by  JH^rtvesB  Natter,  in  eiAer 
ilwii  the  reft  na^  he  fognd  oat     But  eh!  shmld.the  Inpes  I  tuwe- 
pediapt  too  haetdj— 4iididged,  proae  faiiaeioaB        *' 

^They  caaaot  he  faUadoos,  Aliaoo,"  intornipted  ittchard,  cageily. 
^  On  that  aeore  last  eaiMT.     lav  oomiesDon  nakh  thi*  wieitAed  fn^ 
fi>r  over  hniken.     But  I  lanaee  the  neceHsty  of  eautioB,  and  JkiAl  observe 
it*    And  so  KiBtBaM  Nnttertekes  ananiBrntinyoa?* 

^'Tliestjronge8t,^'xeplaedl>oro%;  ^'bataeel  sheeanoitffls-wqri" 

But  we  nBit  DOW  go  back  for  a  aiiQrt  spaoa. 

While  Jffiitreis  Nnttar  andiiicSidlaB  veaeaeaied  at  a  taMe  •exainiii^ 
a  plan  of  the  Rough  Lee  estates,  the  iatteraras  gaeatiyaafeoaidbed  toeee 
wm  doorqwa  and  g^  adaittanoe  to  Master PMi,  w4m  beteided  aauelj 
lying  between  a  couple  of  blankets  at  the  Dragon.  The  attowe^  was  dfaa 
in  a  nding-dresfl^  nkdi  ho  Jiad  eaahanged  for  &  fpet  baJIAaaents,  and  ^^ 
annoMfiwtied  by  Sir jyA  A«l»toua^  Oaeee- 
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^JUutl  flqpm,*  lw«ried,  ^jFMidUiioteiBeat^ 
€ik?    A.  poMie  of  hat  fade  ^t  sij  Uood  nto  •cuedMeo,  jud  limiiij^ 
luckily  a  change  of  raiment  in  my  valise,  I  am  all  right  again.    Nit  m 

^  fl»  it  ayyagB,**  leplied  Moiidha^  lai:^gliing. 

^  We  lame  %  trflii^-aooovit  to  wtde  tograur,  «^*said  ^  Mommy j 
puHiB^  M  «  smo«  look. 

''  Whenever  you  please,  sir,*'  replied  J^cbolas,  {pood-hmnmmdly,* 
■MT  the  juit  of  flii  flwonL 


'«'KetiH«i»twi7,''«neaPMt8,dflrtiiigqdddykadc.     '^loMorfight 
uMiihoeB  weapons    ww.    Our  Pupate  mwt  te  ^^Miid  im -a  «o«t  ^ 


-Ih  BtMMiit-of  law.     Toamdentaiid,  Mastsr  Nidnias?^ 

''  There  is  a  shrewd  maxim,  Master  Potts,  thrt  htb  who  is  Ins  own 
bwywIuB  a  fod  for  km  dfient,"  observed  Nfcholaa,  ^byiy.  •**  Woold  it 
not  be  better  to  stick  to  the  defence  of  odiers  Tatker  tktt  yiaotae  im  ytvr 
own  behalf?" 

*^  Y^m  luive«i!preesed  my  opbion,  Jfaster  Nichobs,*  cLgerved  fio^r 
Nowell ;  ''  and  J  hope  Master  Potts  will  not  commence  ^Byaotiea  maJm 
own  account  tifl  lie  fcas  ^fimshed  my  busiBess.'' 

'^  Ajwrodiy  not,  «r,  41000  yo«  desire  it,''  re{£ed  tke  attorney,  obse- 
quiously. ^  B«t  my  jnotrres  must  boC  ke  nstakm.  I  ksfe  m  cUmr  ease 
<rf  asiwilt  and  IwitAeiy  against  Master  Nidioks  Awhtitoii,  er  I  laay  pro- 
eeed  agurtthim  cnminally  ibr  «b  attempt  on  my  iife.^ ' 

^  nwe  yoa  ^given  him  no  pfofocatwp,  sir?*  demwaded  Sir  &dpk, 
sternly. 

"No 

«^     . 

■■■twar  IM  msculuieBt,  however  jvst  grounds  i  tmay 

feeynr,  I  ani^  willing  to  make  «p  tke  matter  widi  Master  l^choias, 


"  He  offers  you  a  handsome  consideratikm,  A  ?*  said  tke  squire. 

^Provided  lie  «fiera  me  a  handsome  apology— soch 40 m  gentleman 
may  accept,^  rejoined  Potts,  consequentiaUy. 

"And  which  lie  wiH  not  re£«se,  I  am  swe,^'  aaid  ftr  Ralpk,  g^ong 
Sw  flu  cevsm* 

^  I  should  certainly  be  sorry  to  have  drowned  you,**  ssid  theeqinxe'- 
"venreorry.** 

"  Enough— enough — I  am  content,'''eried  Potts,  holding  out  his  land, 
which  Nicholas  j^ped  with  an  energy  that  Ixroagkt  tears  into  the  little 
■mof s  eyes. 

''lam  gU  tibemsrtjter  IS amicahly  awaited,* <obseiveclBoger  Noweii, 
^  for  I  suspect  lio^  parfaes  have  been  4o  Umne.  And  I  must  now  »* 
^est  you,  Master  Potts,  to  forego  your  eean^  and  mquirioi  after  witdies, 
wU  jodh  time  OB  ytm  hi^e  eetded  -ehis  qaestion^jf  the  bouidaiy  line  for 
me.     One  matter  at  a  time,  my  good  sir." 

^  Bat,  Maimer  l^owefl,"  ened  Petto,  ^  my  nndi  esteemed  and  aagnlar 
good  client ^" 

^l^mJl  hftvesesay,'^  intemmtedNoweffl,  feremptorily. 

^Hfsnr*  muttered  Potie;  ^  I  dhnft  koe  ihe  best^hanoe  of  distindim 
ikufin  in  tny  way/** 

"  I  "Can  net,    sbm  NowhL 

«<  Jotft  as  jm  «ame  op,  Master  Newefl,^  i*Hirp»d  Nieholas,  «<  I 
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examiniog  a  plan  of  ihe  disputed  estates  in  Pendle  Forest  It  diSen 
ttom  yours,  and,  if  correct,  certainly  substantiates  Mistress  Nuttef^s 
daim. 

'^  I  have  mine  with  me,"  replied  Nowell,  producing  a  plan,  and  opening 
it  *'  We  can  compare  the  two^  if  you  please.  The  Ime  runs  thus  :— 
Prom  the  foot  of  Pendle  Hill,  beginmng  with  Barley  Booth,  the  boundary 
is  marked  by  a  stone  wall,  as  far  as  certain  fields  in  the  occupation  of 
John  Ogden.     Is  it  not  so?** 

^'  It  is,"  replied  Nicholas,  comparing  the  statement  with  the  other  phik 

"  It  then  runs  on  in  a  northerly  diction,"  pursued  Nowell,  "towards 
Burst  Clough,  and  here  the  landmarks  are  certain  stones  placed  in  the 
moor,  one  hundred  yards  apart,  and  giving  me  twenty  acres  of  this  land, 
and  Mistress  Nutter  ten." 

'<  On  the  contrary,"  replied  Nicholas.  '<  This  plan  ^ves  IGstvesi 
Nutter  twenty  acres,  and  you  ten." 

'*  Then  the  plan  is  wrong"  cried  Nowell,  sharply. 

"  It  has  been  carefully  prepared,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  who  had  ap- 
proached the  table. 

"  No  matter;  it  is  wrong,  I  say,"  cried  Nowell,  angrily. 

"  You  see  where  the  landmarks  are  placed,  Ma&^  Nowell,"  said 
Nicholas,  pointing  to  the  measurement     "  I  merely  go  by  them." 

**  The  landmarks  are  improperly  placed  in  that  plan,"  cried  NowelL 

"  I  will  examine  them  myself  to-morrow,"  said  Potts,  taking  out  a 
large  memorandum-book ;  "  there  cannot  be  an  error  of  ten  acres— ten 
perches,  or  ten  feet,  possibly,  but  acres — ^pshaw?" 
*      "  Laufi^h  as  you  pfease ;  but  go  on,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  WeU,  then,"  pursued  Nicholas,  "  the  line  approaches  the  bank  of  a 
rivulet  called  Moss  Brook — a  rare  place  for  woodcocks  and  snipes,  that 
Moss  Brook,  I  may  remark — the  land  on  the  left  conasting  of  five 
acres  of  waste  land,  marked  by  a  sheepfold  and  two  posts  set  up  in  a  line 
with  it,  belonging  to  Mistress  Nutter. 

«  To  Mistress  Nutter  1"  exclaimed  Nowell,  mdignantly.  *^  To  me, 
you  mean." 

"  It  is  here  set  down  to  Mistress  Nutter,"  said  Nicholas. 

'^  Then  it  is  set  down  wrongfully,"  cried  NowelL  "  That  plan  is  alto- 
gether iucoirect." 

"  On  which  side  of  the  field  does  the  rivulet  flow  ?"  inquired  Potts.  -, 

"  On  the  right,"  replied  Nicholas. 

"  On  the  left;,"  cried  NoweU. 

"  There  must  be  some  extraordinary  mistake,"  said  Potts.  "  I  shall 
make  a  note  of  that,  and  examine  it  to-morrow.— N.B.  Waste  land-* 
sheepfold — ^rivulet  called  Moss  Brook  flowing  on  the  left" 

"  On  the  right,"  cried  JVCstress  Nutter. 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen,"  rejoined  Potts;  "  I  have  made  the  entry  ai 
on  the  left" 

''  Gro  on.  Master  Nicholas,"  sud  Nowell;  **  I  should  like  to  see  hov 
many  other  errors  that  plan  contains." 

'*  Passing  the  rivulet,"  pursued  the  squire,  "we  come  to  a  fbotpatb 
leading  to  the  limestone  quarry,  about  which  there  can  be  no  misteks. 
Then  by  Cat  Gallows  Wood  and  Swallow  Hole ;  and  then  by  another 
path  to  Worston  Moor,  skirting  a  hut  in  the  occupation  of  James  Device 
— hal  ha !  Master  Jem,  are  you  here  ?    I  thought  yon  dwelt  with  your 


it 
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gittBdiuodnr  «l  MaOLm  Tower^— excuse  me,  Master  Now^,  but  one  must 
relieve  the  dulness  of  this  plan  by  an  exclamation  or  so— and  here  being 
w«0le  lani  *g>iD|  llie  landmarks  are  cestem  stoaes  set  at  interyals  towards 
Hook  Cliff,  and  gmD|»  Jfislresa  Nutter  two>tlard9  of  die  ^hdh  moor, 
and  Master  Roger  NoweD  one-thM.** 

"  False  agasB,"  cried  Kowd^  Itiriou^.  <<  11^  two-thiri^  are  mine, 
Ae  one-tkad  Mistress  Nutter  s.*^ 

Somebody  must  be  very  wrong,"  cried  NidioBM: 
Very  wrong  indeed,"  atMecl  Potta  ;  ^  and  I  snspeet  &at  that  some- 
Mkjis "^ 

**  Master  NoweR,*  said  Mistresa  Natter. 

*'  Mistress  Nutter,"  cried  Master  NeireE 

"  Both  are  wrong  and  both  right,  aecorJtng  to  jxmr  own  diowing," 
saidKdiolasy  hngbuig: 

"  To-morrow  w&l  decide  Ae  qtitstioD,'*  said  !l^itt9. 

"  Better  wait  tiU  dben,"  mterpeeed  Sbr  Rafpit  **  Take  both  phn^  with 
joti,  and  yov  will  then  aacertam  wkid^  is  eorrect.^ 

••  Agiead,"  cried  NoweB.     "  Here  la  mine.** 

<'  And  here  is  mine,"  said  Mistress  Natter.  '  I  w3I  abide  by  the  in- 
vestigation." 

*^  And  Master  Potts  and  I  will  verify  the  statements,'*  said  Nicholas. 

"  We  wilj,  sir,"  replied  the  attorney,  patting  his  memorandmn-book  in 
his  pocket.     ••Wewm." 

The  plans  were  then  ddSvered  to  the  custody  of  Sir  Ralph,  who  pro^ 
mised  to  hand  them  over  to  Potts  and  Nicholas  on  the  morrow. 

The  party  then  separated  ;  Mistress  Nutter  shaping  her  coarse  towards 
the  window  where  Alizon  and  the  two  other  young  people  were  seated^ 
vhik  Pbtts,  pkKking  the  squire's  deeve,  said,  with  a  reiy  mysterious 
look,  tiiat  he  desired  a  wora  with  him  in  private.  Wondering  what 
could  be  the  nature  of  the  communication  the  attorney  desmd  to  mzikey 
Niefaokia  withdrew  with  him  into  a  comer,  and  Noweff,  who  saw  them 
retire,  and  could  not  help  watching  them  with  some  curiosi^,  remarked 
t^at  the  squire's  hiktriofs  countenance  fell  as  he  Nstened  to  the  attorney, 
while,  on  the  contrary,  the  featiures  of  the  latter  gleamed  with  maliciona 


Meanwhile,  Mistress  Nutter  approached  Alizon,  and  beckoning  her 
towards  her,  they  quitted  the  room  together.  As  the  yoong  gir!  went 
forth,  she  cast  a  wistful  look  at  Dorothy  and  her  brother. 

"  Yoo  think  with  me,  that  that  lovefy  grrl  is  wdi  bom  ?"  said  I>>rothy, 
a»  AUsMi  disappeared. 

*^  It  were  heiesj  to  doubt  it,    answered  KichardL 

'^  Shall  }  teM  you  another  secret?"  she  continae4  regar^g  him 
fixedly — "  if,  indeed,  it  be  a  secret^  for  yon  nrast  be  sadly  wanting  in 
discernment  if  you  have  not  found  it  oat  ere  this;     She  lores  yon." 

'*  Dorothy  r*  exclaimad  Richard. 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,"  she  rejoined.  "  But  I  would  not  trff  yon  this,  if 
I  were  not  quite  equally  sure  that  you  love  her  in  return.'* 

"  On  my  faith,  Dorothy,  you  give  yourself  credit  for  wonderful  pene- 
tration,   cried  Richard. 

**  Not  a  whit  more  than  I  am  entitled  to,"  she  answered.  *  Nay,  it 
wSH  not  do  to  attempt  ccmcefdoient  with  me.  H  I  had  not  been  certain 
of  the  matter  before,  your  manner  now  would  convince  me.     I  am  fefj 
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glad  of  it.     She  will  make  a  charming  sister,  and  I  shall  be  very  fimd  of 

her." 

<^How  you  do  run  on,  madcap!"  cried  her  brother,  trying  to  look 
displeased,  but  totally  failing  in  assuming  the  expression. 

'^  Stranger  things  have  come  to  pass,"  said  Dorothy ;  ''  and  one  reads 
in  story-books  of  young  nobles  marrying  village  maidens  in  8{nte  of 
parental  opposition.  I  dare  say  you  will  get  nobody's  consent  to  the 
marriage  but  mine,  Richard." 

^^  I  dare  say  not,"  he  replied,  rather  blankly. 

'^  That  is,  if  she  should  not  turn  out  to  be  somebody's  daaghter,**  pur- 
sued Dorothy ;  *^  somebody,  I  mean,  quite  as  great  as  the  heir  of  IdQdcDe- 
ton,  which  I  make  no  doubt  she  wilL" 

'^  I  hope  she  may,"  replied  Richard. 

*^  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you  wouldn't  many  her  if  she  didn't!" 
died  Dorothy.     '*  I'm  ashamed  of  you,  Richard." 

**  It  would  remove  all  opposition,  at  all  events,"  said  her  brother. 

^^  So  it  would,"  said  Dorothy.  '*  And  now  I'll  tell  you  another  notion  of 
mine,  Richard.  Somehow  or  other,  it  has  come  into  my  head,  that 
Alizon  is  the  daughter  of — whom  do  you  think  ?" 

"  Whom !"  he  cried. 

**  Guess,"  she  rejoined. 

"  I  can't,"  he  exclaimed,  impatiently. 

'<  Well,  then,  I'll  tell  you  without  more  ado,"  she  answered.  **  Ifind, 
it's  only  my  notion,  and  I've  no  precise  grounds  for  it  But,  in  my 
opinion,  she's  the  daughter  of  the  lady  who  has  just  left  the  room." 

<<  Of  Mistress  Nutter!"  ejaculated  Richard,  starting.  *^  What  makes 
you  think  so?" 

'^  The  extraordinary  and  otherwise  unaccountable  interest  she  takes  in 
her,"  replied  Dorothy.  '^  And,  if  you  recollect.  Mistress  Nutter  had  an 
infant  daughter,  who  was  lost  in  a  strange  manner." 

'^  I  thought  the  child  died,"  replied  Richard ;  ''  but  it  may  be  as  you 
ay.     I  hope  it  is  so." 

**  Time  will  show,"  said  Dorothy ;  <<  but  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
about  the  matter." 

At  this  moment  Nicholas  Assheton  came  up  to  them,  looking  grave 
and  uneasy. 

<*  What  has  happened  ?"  asked  Richard,  anxiously. 

'*  I  have  just  received  some  very  unpleasant  intelligence,"  replied 
Nicholas.  ''  I  told  you  of  a  menace  uttered  by  that  confounded  rotts 
on  quitting  me  after  his  ducking.  He  has  now  spoken  out  j^ainly,  and 
declares  he  overheard  part  of  a  conversation  between  Mistress  r^atter  and 
Elizabeth  Device,  which  took  place  in  the  ruins  of  the  convent  church^ 
this  morning,  and  he  is  satisfied  that " 

<<  Well !"  cried  Richard,  breathlessly. 

'<  That  Mistress  Nutter  is  a  witch,  and  in  league  with  witches,"  oon^ — 
tinned  Nicholas. 

''  Ha !"  exclaimed  Richard,  turning  deathly  pale. 

<<  I  suspect  the  rascal  has  invented  the  charge,"  aali  Nicholas ;  ** 
he  is  quite  unscrupulous  enough  to  make  it ;  and,  if  made^  it  will  be 
to  our  relative's  reputation,  if  not  to  her  life." 

*<  It  is  false,  I  am  sure  of  it,"  cried  Richard|   torn  by  oonflictin^p 
emotions. 
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"  Would  I  could  think  so !"  cried  Dorothy,  suddenly  recollecting  Mis- 
tress Nutter's  strange  demeanour  in  the  little  chapel,  and  the  unaccount- 
able influence  she  seemed  to  exercise  over  the  old  crone.  "  But  something 
has  occurred  to-day  that  leads  me  to  a  contrary  conviction.'' 

"  What  b  it?     Speak!"  cried  Richard. 

"  Not  now — not  now,"  replied  Dorothy. 

<<  Whatever  suspicions  you  may  entertain,  keep  silence,  or  you  will 
destroy  Mistress  Nutter,"  said  Nicholas. 

"Fear  me  not,"  rejoined  Dorothy.  "Oh,  Alizon!"  she  murmured, 
"  that  this  unhappy  question  should  arise  at  such  a  moment." 

"  Do  you  indeed  believe  the  charge,  Dorothy  ?"  asked  Richard,  in  a 
low  voice. . 

"  I  do,"  she  answered  in  the  same  tone.  "  If  Alizon  be  her  daughter, 
she  can  never  be  your  wife." 

"  How  ?"  cried  Richard. 

"  Never — never,"  repeated  Dorothy,  emphatically.  "  The  daughter 
of  a  witch,  be  that  witcn  named  Elizabeth  Device  or  Alice  Nutter,  is  no 
mate  for  you." 

"  You  prejudge  Mistress  Nutter,  Dorothy,"  he  cried. 

"  Alas,  Richard,  I  have  too  good  reason  for  what  I  say,"  she  answered, 
sadly. 

luchard  uttered  an  exclamation  of  despair.  And  on  the  instant  the 
lively  sounds  of  tabor  and  pipe,  mixed  with  the  jingling  of  bells,  arose 
from  the  court-yard,  and  presently  afterwards  an  attendant  entered  to 
announce  that  the  May-day  revellers  were  without,  and  directions  were 

£' ven  by  Sir  Ralph  that  they  should  be  shown  into  Uie  great  banqueting- 
Jl  below  the  gallery,  which  had  been  prepared  for  their  reception. 


Chapter  JX. 
the    revelation. 

On  quitting  the  long  gallery.  Mistress  Nutter  and  Alizon  ascended  a 
wide  staircase,  and  traversing  a  corridor  came  to  an  antique,  tapestried 
chamber,  richly  but  cumbrously  furnished,  having  a  carved  oak  bedstead, 
with  sombre  hangings,  a  few  high-backed  chairs  of  the  same  material, 
and  a  massive  wardrobe,  with  shrine-work  atop,  and  two  finely  sculptured 
figures,  of  the  size  of  life,  in  the  habits  of  Cisterciaii  monks,  placed  as 
supporters  at  either  extremity.  At  one  side  of  the  bed  the  tapestry  was 
dravni  aside,  showing  the  entrance  to  a  closet  or  inner  room,  and  opposite 
it  there  was  a  g^reat  yawning  fireplace,  with  a  lofty  mantelpiece  and 
chimney  projecting  beyond  the  walls.  The  windows  were  narrow  and 
darkened  by  heavy  transom  bars  and  small  diamond  panes,  while  the  view 
without,  looking  upon  WhaUey  Nab,  was  obstructed  by  the  contiguity  of 
a  tall  cypress,  whose  funereal  branches  added  to  the  general  gloom.  The 
room  was  one  of  those  formerly  allotted  to  their  guests  by  the  hospitable 
abbots,  and  had  undergone  little  chanfi^  since  their  time,  except  in  regard 
to  furniture  ;  and  even  that  appeared  old  and  faded  now.  What  with 
the  gloomy  arras,  the  shrouded  bedstead,  and  the  Grothic  wardrobe  vrith 
its  mysterious  figures,  the  chamber  had  a  grim,  ghostly  air,  and  so  the 
young  girl  thought  on  entering  it. 
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*^  I  hwe  brought  ycm  hither,  Alizoa,''  said  Mistress  Nutter,  Moaning 
her  to  a  seat,  '^  that  we  may  converee  without  chanee  of  intefnqidoii,  lor 
I  lure  much  to  say.  On  first  seeing  you  to-day,  your  appeuaace,  so 
superior  to  the  rest  of  the  May-day  mummers,  struck  ase  forciUj,  siad  I 
resolved  to  question  Elizabeth  Devioe  about  you.  Accoidisgiy,  I  bade 
her  join  me  in  the  abbey  gardens.  She  did  so,  and  had  not  long  left  me 
■^n  I  accidently  met  you  and  the  others  in  the  Lacy  ChafieL  When 
questioned,  Elizabeth  affected  great  surprke,  and  demed  ^^oaXkvetj  tkti 
mete  was  any  foundation  for  the  idea  that  you  were  odier  tliaii  her  ehild ; 
but,  notwithstanding  her  asseverations,  I  could  see  from  lier  ooafiued 
maaner  iJaat  there  was  more  in  the  notion  than  she  chose  to  admits  and  I 
determined  to  have  recourse  to  other  means  of  arriving  at  the  tmtk,  libtie 
yy>^<-ing  my  suspicions  would  be  so  soon  confirmed  by  Mother  Chattox. 
To  my  interrogation  of  that  old  woman  you  were  yourself  a  party,  and  I 
am  now  rejoiced  that  you  interfered  to  prevent  me  imrm  proseonting  my 
in^mries  to  liie  utmost  I^iere  was  one  present  from  whom  the  secret  of 
your  birth  must  be  strictly  kept—at  least,  for  awhile— and  my  imiftddmiat 
carried  me  too  far." 

'^  I  only  obeyed  a  natural  impuke,  madam,"  saad  AKma  ;  ''  but  I  am 
at  a  loss  to  <;oooeive  what  daim  i  oan  possibly  hanre  to  the  consideration 
you  show  me  ?" 

^' Listen  to  me,  and  you  shall  kara,"  replied  Mistress  N«ifalier.  'it  js  a 
aad  tale,  and  its  recital  will  tear  open  (^d  wounds,  hot  it  most  net  he 
natiiheld  on  that  account.  I  do  not  ask  you  to  bury  the  secrets  1  am 
about  to  impart  in  the  reoeeses  of  your  bosooL.  Yom  will  do  so  what  jmi 
leam  them  without  my  telling  you.  When  little  more  than  yoiv  age  I 
was  wedded ;  but  not  to  him  I  would  have  dbosen,  if  -ehoioe  had  beoa 
permitted  me.  The  union,  I  need  scarcely  say,  was  unhappy — most  un- 
happy— though  my  discomforts  were  scrupulously  conceailea,  and  I  was 
looked  upon  as  a  devoted  wife,  and  my  husband  as  a  model  of  conjugal 
affection.  But  this  was  merely  the  surface — ^internally  all  was  strife  and 
misery.  Ere  long  my  dislike  of  my  husband  increased  to  absolute  hate, 
iFUle  on  his  part,  though  he  still  regarded  me  with  as  much  pasiwnii  as 
hflietafore,  he  became  frantically  jealous — aad  .above  all,  of  Edwand  TIrwi 
d|dJL  "of  PortBeld,  who,  as  his  bosom  fiiend  and  my  distant  rdativc^  was  a 


&tifnnf  visitor  at  the  hovse.  To  relate  :fche  nnmerons  -eiihibitioiis  of  Mr 
kmsy  that  ooeaired  would  answer  little  parpose,  and  it  will  he  eDonga  ta 
mr  that  not  a  wood  or  look  passed  between  Edward  and  myself  hat  aas 
ansooiiBtrued.  I  took  care  never  to  be  alone  widi  our  g«est»  nor  iogsia 
ailf  just  ^^und  f(»r  su^cioa — but  my  eaution  ataikd  nothinff.  Am 
aasy  lemedy  vould  liave  been  to  fiorbid  Ediward  the  house,  imt  Sm  mj 
lb— hand's  pnde  r^eeted.  He  pre£acred  to  endure  die  leidsaa  tanant 
•caasiaaed  kj  the  presenoe  of  his  wife's  £u>cied  low,  and  inflict  ■bbJwi 
angwh  on  her  rather  tium  brook  the  jeers  <i  a  few  indifagBt  aijqiiaiit- 
anees.  The  ibbm  keUng  made  hiaa  desire  Ibo  keep  ap  aa  appaaent  ^ooi 
imdfffi^sniliiig  withmt;  aad  so  i&r  I  eeconded  his  mart,  finr  1  atMunsd xa 
laspida,  if  iasuMdiingc^  Our (foaansb  wen aM  ia  fkoaate^  whtmwm 
qre  ooidd  see  as — no  aar  iieteii.^ 

^  YoBZB  is  a  jDetaachcdy  Ustorf,  mmUnm,^  mnadBwl  Alimmg  im  m  tnr 
«f  faofeud  inieRat. 

'^  You  will  think  so  ere  I  have  done,"  retimed  the  U^  aadlj*    ^Ik^ 
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mdy  fenoD.  in  mj  confideooe,  md  vtrare  of  my  secnet  ^oirows,  was  £Ha- 
imA  Dewicfty  wiio  witk  her  husbaDd,  Johm  Devioej^  tJien  iii^  mi  Bovgii 
liae.  Serving  ne  in  tiae  quality  of  tiiB-woman  and  persoBal  aMendattt^ 
dk  ecmld  not  be  lGe]ii  in  ig^aranee  of  whai  took  plaee^  and  the  poor  «oal 
rfiiwd  me  all  the  Byw^iky  in  her  poimr.  Much  wm  it  needed,  for  I 
hai  no  other  ^rmpatny.  After  awhile,  I  know  not  £roin  what  cause,  un- 
loBB  from  flooBM  ioqpmdenoe  on  the  part  of  Edwanl  Ecaddyll,  who  was  wikl 
and  icckleaB,  lay  husband  conceired  worse  susptckms  than  ever  oi  me,  and 
t0  treat  me  with  such  harshness  and  craelty,  diat,  unable  longer  to 
his  vioknee^  I  appealed  to  my  £iuther.  But  he  was  of  ti  stem  and 
ivbilraiy  nature,  and  having  loioed  me  into  the  match,  would  not  listen 
tD  my  comphunta,  hut  bade  me  submit.  '  It  was  my  duty  to  do  so,'  he 
anid ;  and  he  added  some  cutting  expressions  to  the  effect  tliat  I  desOTved 
Ae  treatment  I  eKperieneed,  and  dismissed  me.  Driven  to  desperatMm,  I 
■Wight  counsel  and  assistance  ^m  one  I  should  most  have  avoided— 
fioom  Eidwaid  Braddyll— and  he  proposed  flig^  £x)m  my  husband's  roof 
— 4^t  widi  lam." 

^  Bat  yo«  were  sa^,  madam?"  cried  AUson,  greatly  shocked  by  the 
■anadon.     ^  You  were  sav>ed  ?" 

^  Hear  me  out,"  rejoined  Mistress  Natter.  '<  Outraged  as  my  feeling^ 
«eie,  and  loathsome  as  my  husband  was  to  me,  I  spunied  the  base  pro- 
•aaaiy  and  instantly  quitted  my  fiiJlse  friend.  Nor  would  I  have  seen 
aim  more,  if  permitted;  but  that  secret  interview  with  him  was  my  fint 
and  last ; — ^for  it  had  been  witnessed  by  my  husband." 

^  Hal"  exclaimed  Alison. 

^^  Concealed  behind  the  anas,  Ridiard  Nutter  heard  enough  to  oas* 
fiias  has  worst  suspicions,"  pursned  the  lady,  ^  but  he  did  not  hear  my 
jnstificaition.  He  saw  Edward  Braddyll  at  my  feet — he  heard  him  urge 
mm  to  fly — hut  he  did  not  wait  to  kam  if  I  consented,  and  looking  upon 
jaa  as  guilty,  left  hb  hiding-place,  to  take  measioes  for  frustrating  the 
flkn  he  suji^tosed  concerted  between  us.  That  night  I  was  aoade  prisoner 
■a  my  room,  and  endured  treatment  the  most  inhuman.  But  a  proposal 
vas  made  by  my  hudmnd  that  promised  some  alleviation  of  my  suffering. 
Seneofarth  we  were  to  meet  only  in  public,  when  a  semUance  of  a£feo- 
tion  was  to  be  maintained  on  bo£b  odea.  This  was  done,  he  said,  to  save 
mj  character  and  preserre  his  own  name  unspotted  in  the  eyes  of  others, 
iMMrever  tanushed  it  might  be  in  his  own.  I  willingly  consented  to  the 
■oangemttat;  and  thus,  for  a  biief  space,  I  became  tranquil,  if  Jiot  happy. 
Bnt  another  and  severer  trial  awaited  me." 

^  Aktf^  a:iadam!"  exclaimed  Alizon,  sympathismgly. 

^  tf y  cm  of  sorrow,  I  thought^  was  full,"  pursued  Mistress  Nutter^ 
^  Imt  the  mmp  was  wanting  to  make  it  overflow.  It  came  soon  enough. 
Amidst  my  gziefii  I  expected  to  he  a  mother,  and  with  that  thought  how 
■May  fona  and  cheering  aotietpaidons  aBungled !  In  say  fhald  I  hoped  to 
^  ~  a  faahn  £Dr  my  woes :  in  its  smiles  and  innocent  endearments  a  oom- 
ation  £or  the  harshness  and  injustioe  I  had  experienoed.  How  little 
I  losesee  thai  it  was  to  be  a  new  instrument  of  torture  to  me ;  and  that 
I  Aould  be  cmelly  robbed  of  the  only  blessing  ever  TOiifhsafed  aoei* 

*'  Did  thechild  die,  madam?"  asked  Aliaoo. 

^  Yon  shall  hear,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  "  A  daughter  was  bom 
to  me.  I  was  aiuide  happy  by  its  birth.  A  aew  exbtenee,  bright  and 
■Mlooded,  saamwi  dbraing  wpoo  me;  hot  it  was  like  «  smihimit  on  a 
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ftonnj  day.  Some  two  months  before  this  event,  Elizabeth  Device  htd 
given  birth  to  a  daughter,  and  she  now  took  my  child  under  her  fbtteciiig 
care,  for  weakness  prevented  me  from  afiS^rdmg  it  the  support  it  it  a 
mother^s  blessed  privilege  to  bestow.  She  seemed  as  fond  of  it  as  mysdf ; 
and  never  was  babe  more  calculated  to  win  love  than  my  little  Iffillheent 
Oh  I  how  shall  I  go  on !  The  retrospect  I  am  compelled  to  take  is  firieht- 
fiil,  but  I  cannot  shun  it.  The  foul  and  false  suspicions  entertained  by 
my  husband  began  to  settle  on  the  child.  He  would  not  believe  it  to  oe 
his  own.  With  violent  oaths  and  threats  he  first  announced  his  odioos 
suspicions  to  Elizabeth  Device,  and  she,  full  of  terror,  communicated  them 
to  me.  The  tidings  filled  me  with  inexpressible  alarm,  for  I  knew  if  the 
dread  idea  had  once  taken  possession  of  him  it  would  never  be  removed, 
while  what  he  threatened  would  be  executed.  I  would  have  fled  at  once 
with  my  poor  babe  if  I  had  known  where  to  go;  but  I  had  no  place  of 
shelter.  It  would  be  in  vain  to  seek  refoge  with  my  father ;  and  I  had 
no  other  relative  or  friend  whom  I  could  trust  Where  then  should  I 
fly  ?  At  last  I  bethought  me  of  a  retreat,  and  arranged  a  plan  of  escape 
with  Elizabeth  Device.  Vain  were  my  precautions.  On  that  very  night 
I  was  startled  from  slumber  by  a  sudden  cry  from  the  nurse,  who  was 
seated  by  the  fire,  with  the  child  on  her  knees.  It  was  long  past  mid- 
night, and  all  the  household  were  at  rest.  Two  persons  had  entered  the 
room.  One  was  my  ruthless  husband,  Richard  Nutter;  the  other  was 
John  Device,  a  powerfol,  ruffianly  fellow,  who  planted  himself  near  the 
door. 

'*  Marching  quickly  towards  Elizabeth,  who  had  arisen  on  seeing  him, 
my  husband  snatched  the  child  from  her  before  I  could  seize  it,  and  with 
a  violent  blow  on  the  chest  felled  me  to  the  ground,  where  I  lay  helpless — 
speechless.  With  reeling  senses  I  heard  Elizabeth  cry  out  that  it  wss 
her  own  child,  and  call  upon  her  husband  to  save  it.     Richard  Nutter 

Eaused,  but,  re-assured  by  a  laugh  of  disbelief  from  his  ruffianly  follower, 
e  told  Elizabeth  the  pitiful  excuse  would  not  avail  to  save  the  brat  And 
then  I  saw  a  weapon  gleam — there  was  a  feeble,  piteous  cry — a  cry  that 
might  have  moved  a  demon — but  it  did  not  move  him.  With  wicked 
words  and  blood-imbrued  hands  he  cast  the  body  on  the  fire.  The  horrid 
sight  was  too  much  for  roe,  and  I  became  senseless." 

"  A  dreadful  tale,  indeed,  madam,"  cried  Alizon,  frozen  with  honor. 
^^  The  crime  was  hidden — hidden  from  the  eyes  of  men — but  mark 
the  retribution  that  followed,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  her  eyes  sparkling 
with  vindictive  joy.     "  Both  the  murderers  perished  miserably.     John 
Device  was  drowned  in  a  moss  pool.     Richard  Nutter's  end  was  terrible 
sharpened  by  the  pangs  of  remorse,  and  marked  by  frightful  suffering 
But  another  dark  event  preceded  his  death,  which  may  have  laid  a  crinr 
the  more  ou  his  already  heavily-burdened  soul.     Edward  Braddyll,  ti 
object  of  his  jealousy  and  hate,  suddenly  sickened  of  a  malady  so  stran 
and  fearfol  that  all  who  saw  him  affirmed  it  the  result  of  witchcn 
None  thought  of  my  husband's  agency  in  the  dark  a£FiEur  except  mjf 
but  knowing  he  had  held  many  secret  conferences  about  the  time  i 
Mother  Chattox,  I  more  than  suspected  him.     The  sick  man  died,     . 
from  that  hour  Richard  Nutter  knew  no  rest.     Ever  on  horsebaci 
fiercely  carousing,  he  sought  in  vain  to  stifle  remorse.     Visions  m 
him  by  night,  and  vague  fears  pursued  him  by  day.     He  would  st 
shadows,  and  talk  wildly.     To  me  his  whole  demeanour  was  altered 
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lie  strove  by  every  means  in  his  power  to  win  my  love.  But  he  could  not 
give  me  back  the  treasure  ho  had  taken.  He  could  not  bring  to  life  my 
murdered  babe.  Like  his  victim,  he  fell  ill  on  a  sudden,  and  of  a  strange 
and  terrible  sickness.  I  saw  he  could  not  recover,  and  therefore  tended 
him  carefuUy.     He  died;  and  I  shed  no  tear." 

^'  Alas!''  exclaimed  Aliason,   '^  though  guilty,  I  cannot  but  compass 
flionate  him." 

**  You  are  right  to  do  so,  Alizon,"  said  Mistress  Natter,  rising,  while 
the  young  girl  rose  too,  "  for  he  was  your  father." 

''  My  &uier!"  she  exclaimed,  in  amazement.  "  Then  you  are  my 
mother? 

*<  I  am — I  am,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  straining  her  to  her  bosom. 
^<  Oh,  my  child! — my  dear  child !"  she  cried.  ^'  The  voice  of  nature 
from  the  first  pleaded  eloquently  in  your  behalf,  and  I  should  have  been 
deaf  to  all  impulses  of  aSSection  if  I  had  not  listened  to  the  call.  I 
now  trace  in  every  feature  the  lineaments  of  the  babe  I  thought  lost  for 
ever.  All  is  dear  to  me.  The  exclamation  of  Elizabeth  Device,  which, 
like  my  ruthless  husband,  I  looked  upon  as  an  artifice  to  save  the  infimt's 
life,  I  now  find  to  be  the  truth.  Her  child  perished  instead  of  mine. 
How  or  why  she  exchanged  the  infiEmts  on  that  night  remains  to  be  ex- 
plained, but  that  she  did  so  is  certain  ;  while  that  she  should  afterwards 
conceal  the  drcumstance  is  easily  comprehended,  from  a  natural  dread  of 
her  own  husband  as  well  as  of  mine.  It  is  possible,  from  some  cause,  she 
may  sdll  deny  the  truth,  but  I  can  make  it  her  interest  to  speak  plainly. 
The  miun  difficulty  will  lie  in  my  public  acknowledgment  of  you.  But 
at  whatever  cost,  it  shall  be  made." 

"  Oh  I  consider  it  well,"  said  Alizon.  '^  I  will  be  your  daughter  in 
k>ve— in  duty — ^in  aU  but  name.  But  sully  not  my  poor  father's  honour, 
which  even  at  the  peril  of  his  soul  he  sougnt  to  maintain !  How  can  I  be 
owned  as  your  daughter  without  involving  the  discovery  of  this  tra^c 
histon^r 

'^  You  are  right,  Alizon,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  thoughtfully.  <'  It 
will  bring  the  dark  deed  to  light.  But  you  shall  never  return  to  Eliza- 
beth Device.  You  shall  ffo  with  me  to  Rough  Lee,  and  take  up  your 
abode  in  the  house  where  I  was  once  so  wretched,  but  where  I  shall  now 
be  full  of  happiness  with  you.  You  shall  see  the  dark  spots  on  the  hearth 
which  I  took  to  be  your  blood." 

"  If  not  mine,  it  was  blood  spilt  by  my  father,"  said  Alizon,  with  a 
shudder. 

Was  it  fancy,  or  did  a  low  groan  break  upon  her  ear?  It  must  be  ima- 
ginary, for  Mistress  Nutter  seemed  unconscious  of  the  dismal  sound.  It 
was  now  growing  rapidly  dark,  and  the  more  distant  objects  in  the  room 
were  wrapped  in  obscurity ;  but  Alizon's  gaze  rested  on  the  two  monkish 
figures  supporting  the  wardrobe. 

''  Look  there,  mother,"  she  said  to  Mistress  Nutter. 

**  Where  ?"  cried  the  lady,  tuminfi^  round  quickly.  "  Ah  I  I  see.  You 
alarm  yourself  needlessly,  my  child.  Those  are  only  carved  figures  of 
two  brethren  of  the  abbey.  They  are  said — I  know  not  with  what 
truth — ^to  be  statues  of  John  Paslew  and  Borlace  Alvetham." 

<<  I  thought  they  stirred,"  said  Alizon. 

^'  It  was  mere  ffmcy,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.  **  Calm  yourself  sweet 
child.     Let  us  think  of  other  things— of  our  newly-discoTeied  relation- 


28S  THE  LikKCASHIBB  WITCHES. 

afa^      HeBcefortb,  to  me  ymat  wae  l^GUienit  Nvttor;  &o«gk  t» 

Bfc  stiM  be  Alison  Device.     Mj  swael  Mftfatnt,"  she  orie^ 

ker  again  and  agai%  "^  ah,  Mde,  Httlft  did  I  thiak  ito>  mm 

f 

Alison's  fears  were  speedOj  chased  anvaj. 

*^  Favgm  me,  dear  mother,*'  she  eried,  <<  if  I  have  €nM  to  expraae  the 
full  delieht  I  experience  in  my  restitution  to  you.  The  shock  of  joornd 
tola  li;  test  deadened  xbt  joy,  whUe  the  ssddeiuiesB  of  the  infoRBUHliQn  re- 
specting myself  so  overwheliDed  me,  that,  Hke  one  dfeanebig  npoaa  hiddi 
traaaui't,  and  gfuSmg  at  it  eoafounded,  I  waff  wiaUe  to  eredii  nqj  own 
good  fortune.  Even  now  I  am  quite  bewildered;  and  no  wonda%  §&r 
IBHT  tiioi^hts.  eaeh  of  diffisrent  import,  throng  opes  me  •  Indepcodently 
of  urn  plef^mre  and  natural  pride  I  must  fieelis  beings  adawwuWdgad  bj 
ma  aa  a  d— ghtei,  it  is  a  soinree  of  the  deepest  eaCiaiMtMi  t»  me  to 
kiiow  that  I  am  no^  in  anyway,  eannectedwi^  Elizabeth  Dmrice;.  notfimai 
hm  hamble  atotion — for  poyerty  weighe  litl^wit^  meia  eompariaom  mA 
TStse  and  goodness — bat  from  her  smfbhieBS*  Ye«  know  the  darifcofiaaoe 
laid  to  her  charge?^ 

"^I  do,*'  replMd  J^&toess  Nntter,  in  a  hiw  deep  tone;  ^  hut  I  de  aot 
baiieTeit'' 

"^  Nor  I,*'  letnmed  Alison.  «"  Stil  she  acts  as  if  sfce  weie  tke  widad 
d&ng  she  IS  called;,  aioids  all  rehgioos  oftees ;  skoM  aU  pfausea  of  war- 
sUp  ;  and  brides  ike  lUy  Scripturea.  Oh!  mo^^Mr,  ywa  will  coBip»> 
head  the  frequent  conflict  of  fecfings  1  must  ha^e  enmved.  Tea  wift 
understand  my  hoeror  when  I  have  soaietinies  thought  asjaelf  the  daogh* 
ter  of  a  witch." 

^^  Why  did  yon  not  IcaTo  her  if  yo«  thoaght  8»  ?"  said  llfiatoess  Kiitter, 
frowmng. 

<'  I  could  not  leaie  her,"  replied  AlMa,  •«  for  I  then  Aowgkt  her  aiy 
mother. 

Mistress  Nutter  fell  upon  her  daughter's  neck,  and  wept  aloud. 

*^  You  hare  an  excdlent  heart,  my  child,"  she  said,  at  lengdi,  ehedc- 
ing  her  emotaon. 

^  I  have  nothing  to  complain  of  in  Elinbeth  Device,  dear  BBoAer^** 
she  replied.  *^  What  she  denied  herself,  she  did  not  refose  me ;  aai 
though  I  hafe  necessarily  many  and  great  deficiencies,  you  will  find  ia 
me,  I  trust,  no  evil  principles.  And,  oh!  shall  we  not  striTe  to  reseoe 
that  poor  benighted  creatore  from  the  pit  ?     We  may  yet  save  her." 

"  It  is  too  late,"  replied  Mrs.  Nutter,  in  a  sombre  tone. 

^  It  cannot  he  too  late,"  said  Ahzoa^  confidently.     ''  She  cannot  be 
beyond  redemption.     Bat  eren  if  Am  should  prove  intraetoble,  poor  httle 
Jennet  may  be  preserved.     She  is  yet  a  child,  widi  some  good — though 
alas !  much  evil,  also,  in  her  naturev     Let  our  united  efforts  he  exerto 
in  this  good  work,  and  we  must  succeed.     The  wceda  extirpated^  tl 
flowers  will  spring  up  freely,  and  bloom  in  beauty." 

'^  I  can  have  nothings  to  do  with  her,**  said  Mistress  Nutter,  in  a  fier 
ing  tone;  '*  ner  most  yon.* 

^  Oh!  say  not  so,  mother,"  cried  Alison.  ^  You  rob  me  of  half 
happiness  I  feel  m  h&ng  restored  to  ytw.  When  I  was  Jennet's  m 
I  devoted  myself  to  the  task  of  redaiming  her.  I  hoped  to  be  her  g 
dian  aog^— to  step  between  her  and  the  assaults  of  evil — and  I  ear 
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ill  not,  now  abandon  her.  If  no  longer  my  sister,  she  is  still  dear  to 
le.  And  recollect  that  I  owe  a  deep  debt  of  gratitude  to  her  mother-^ 
debt  I  can  never  pay." 

**  How  so  ?*'  cried  Mistress  Nutter.  *'  You  owe  her  nothing — ^but  the 
mtrary." 

**  I  owe  her  a  life/'  said  Alizon.     *'  Was  not  her  infant's  blood  poured 
it  for  mine !  And  shall  I  not  save  the  child  left  her,  if  I  can  ?" 
*'  I  shall  not  oppose  your  inclinations,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  with 
ilnctant  assent;  ^^  but  Elizabeth,  I  suspect,  will  thank  you  little  for  your 
iterference." 

**  Not  now,  perhaps,*'  returned  Alizon;  '^  but  a  time  will  come  when 
le  will  do  so." 

While  this  conversation  took  place,  it  had  been  rapidly  growing  dark, 
nd  the  gloom,  at  length  increased  so  much,  that  the  speakers  could 
iarcely  see  each  other  s  faces.  The  sudden  and  portentous  darkness  was 
seounted  for  by  a  vivid  flash  of  lightning,  followed  by  a  low  growl  of 
umder,  rumbling  over  Whalley  Nab.  The  mother  and  daughter  drew 
lose  together,  and  Mistress  N^utter  passed  her  arm  round  Alizon's 
eok. 

The  storm  came  quickly  on,  with  forked  and  dangerous  lightning,  and 
md  cl^s  of  thimder  threatening  mischief.  Presendy,  all  its  fury  seemed 
oUeetea  over  the  abbey.  The  red  flashes  hissed,  and  the  peals  of  thun- 
er  rolled  over  head.  But  other  terrors  were  added  to  AHzon's  natural 
read  of  the  elemental  warfare.  Again  she  fancied  the  two  monkish 
^^nres,  which  had  before  excited  her  alarm,  moved,  and  even  shook  their 
mis  menacingly  at  her.  At  first  she  attributed  this  wild  idea  to  her 
verwrought  imagination,  and  strove  to  convince  herself  of  its  fallacy  by 
:ee(nng  her  eyes  steadily  fixed  upon  them.  But  each  succeeding  flash 
•nly  served  to  confirm  her  superstitious  apprehensions. 

Another  circumstance  contnbuted  to  heighten  her  alarm.  Scared 
Qost  probably  by  the  storm,  a  larg^  white  owl  fluttered  down  the  chimney, 
ikd  aifter  wheeling  twice  or  thrice  round  the  chamber,  settled  upon  the 
led,  hooting,  pumng,  ruffling  its  feathers,  and  glaring  at  her  with  eyes 
bmt  glowed  like  fiery  coals. 

Mistress  Nutter  seemed  little  moved  by  the  storm,  though  she  kept  a 
Ntafbtmd  silence,  but  when  Alizon  gazed  in  her  face  she  was  frightened 
vy  its  expression,  which  reminded  her  of  the  terrible  aspect  she  had  worn 
li  the  interview  with  Mother  Chattox. 

All  at  once  Mistress  Nutter  arose,  and,  rapid  as  the  lightning  playing 
around  her  and  revealing  her  movements,  made  several  passes,  with  ex- 
ended  hands,  over  her  daughter ;  and  on  this  the  latter  instantly  fell 
MUsk,  as  if  £unting,  though  still  retaining  her  consciousness,  and,  what 
ras  stranger  still,  though  her  eyes  were  closed,  her  power  of  sight  re- 
oained. 

In  this  condition  she  fencied  invinble  forms  were  moving  about  her. 
Strange  soimds  seemed  to  salute  her  ears,  like  the  gibbering  of  ghosts, 
md  she  thought  she  felt  the  flapping  of  unseen  wings  around  her. 

All  at  once  her  attention  was  drawn — she  knew  not  why — ^towards  the 
loeety  and  from  out  it  she  £&ncied  she  saw  issue  the  tall  dark  figure  of  a  man. 
^Iie  was  sure  she  saw  him,  for  her  imagination  could  not  body  forth  fea- 
nres  charged  with  such  a  fiendish  expression,  or  eyes  of  sucn  unearthly 
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lustre.  He  was  clothed  in  black,  but  the  fashion  of  his  raimaits  was  un- 
like aught  she  had  ever  seen.  His  stature  was  gigantic,  and  a  pale  phot* 
phoric  light  enshrouded  him.  As  he  advanced  forked  lightnings  shot 
itato  the  room,  and  the  thunder  split  overhead.  The  owl  hooted  fearfullj, 
quitted  its  perch,  and  flew  off  by  the  way  it  had  entered  the  chamber. 

The  Dark  Shape  came  on.  It  stood  beside  Mistress  Nutter,  and  she 
prostrated  herself  before  it.  The  gestures  of  the  figure  were  angry  and 
imperious — those  of  Mistress  Nutter  supplicating.  Their  converse  was 
drowned  by  the  rattling  of  the  storm.  At  last  the  fig^ure  pointed  to 
Alizon,  and  the  word  *'  Midnight"  broke  in  tones  louder  than  the  thun- 
der from  its  lips.     All  consciousness  then  forsook  her. 

How  long  she  continued  in  this  state  she  knew  not,  but  the  touch  of  a 
finger  applied  to  her  brow  seemed  to  recal  her  suddenly  to  animation. 
She  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  looked  around.  A  wondrous  change  had 
occurred.  The  storm  had  passed  off,  and  the  moon  was  shining  brightly 
over  the  top  of  the  cypress  tree,  flooding  the  chamber  with  its  gentle 
radiance,  while  her  mother  was  bending  over  her  with  looks  of  tenderest 
affection. 

"  You  are  better  now,  sweet  child,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.  "  You  were 
overcome  by  the  storm.     It  was  sudden  and  terrible." 

^'Terrible  indeed!"  replied  Alizon,  imperfectly  recalling  what  had 
passed.  '*  But  it  was  not  alone  the  storm  that  frightened  me.  This 
chamber  has  been  invaded  by  evil  beings.  Methought  I  beheld  a  dark 
figure  come  from  out  yon  closet,  and  stand  before  you?" 

"  You  have  been  thrown  into  a  state  of  stupor  by  the  influence  of  die 
electric  fluid,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  *'  and  while  in  that  condition 
visions  have  passed  through  your  brain.     That  is  all,  my  child." 

"  Oh !  I  hope  so,"  said  Alizon. 

*^  Such  ecstasies  are  of  frequent  occurrence,"  repKed  Mistress  Nutter. 
'^  But  since  you  are  quite  recovered,  we  will  descend  to  Lady  Assheton, 
who  may  wonder  at  our  absence.  You  wiU  share  this  room  with  roe  to- 
night, my  child,  for  as  I  have  already  said,  you  cannot  return  to  Elifli- 
beth  Device.  I  will  make  all  neednil  explanations  to  Lady  Assheton, 
and  will  see  Elizabeth  in  the  morning — ^perhaps,  to-night.  Re-assore 
yourself,  sweet  child.     There  is  nothing  to  fear." 

^*  1  trust  not,  mother,'*  replied  Alizon.  *<  But  it  would  ease  my  mind 
to  look  into  that  closet" 

^'  Do  so,  then,  by  all  means,*'  replied  Mistress  Nutter,  with  a  forced 
smile. 

Alizon  peeped  timorously  into  the  little  room,  which  was  lighted  up  by 
the  moon's  rays.  There  was  a  faded  white  habit  like  the  robe  of  a  Cis- 
tercian monk  hanging  in  one  comer,  and  beneath  it  an  old  chest.  AliiOD 
would  fain  have  opened  the  chest,  but  Mistress  Nutter  called  oat  to  her 
impatiently,  '<  You  will  discover  nothing,  I  am  sure.  Come,  let  os  go 
down  stairs." 

And  they  quitted  the  room  together. 
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MV  STRANGE  ACQUAINTANCE  OF  THE  DEVIL'S  BRIDGE. 
Bsnro  TH«  irnfTH  chapter  op  "  incidesits  op  the  boad  ;  ob, 

PASSAGES  FBOM  THE  LIPE  OF  A  COBCBfERCIAL  TRAYELLEB.'' 

Bt  Joseph  Anthony,  Jun. 

Kow  the  distempered  mind 
Has  lost  that  concord  of  harmonious  powers 
Which  forms  the  soul  of  happiness;  aod  all 
Is  off  the  poise  within:  the  passions  all 
Hare  burst  their  bounds ;  ami  reason,  half  extinct 
Or  impotent,  or  else  approving,  sees 
The  foul  disorder.    Senseless  and  deform'd, 
Conmlsive  anger  storms  at  large;  or,  pale 
And  silent,  settles  into  fell  revenge. 

Thovsox. 

He  who  18  mudi  of  a  traveller,  whether  he  be  given  to  observe  or  not, 
ean  scarcely  fail  to  be  struck  with  the  great  contrast  of  manners,  as  well 
as  the  wonderful  variety  presented  in  the  countenances  of  the  different 
ssembers  of  the  genus  homo  with  whom  he  comes  in  contact — the  tad- 
turn  and  talkative,  the  civil  and  the  surly,  the  merry  and  the  morose. 
Extremes  in  all  things  are,  indeed,  undesirable.  Who  has  not  suffered 
the  infliction  of  being  bored  by  a  determined  talker,  whom  the  responses 
of  monosyllables  alone  would  not  stop  in  his  prosings  on  the,  perhaps^ 
not  more  important  and  interesting  subject  than  that  of  cooking  a  cauli- 
flower or  planting  a  cabbage  ?  Who,  on  the  other  hand,  has  not  been 
£EKiled  in.  attempting  to  draw  on  a  conversation  with  the  view  of  whiling 
away  the  tediousness  of  a  long  coach  journey,  by  the  gruff^  half-muttered 
leply  of  some  sleepy  insider,  or  by  one  who,  squeeung  himself  up  into 
the  opposite  comer,  would  at  intervals  direct  his  cold  grey  eye  at  you 
firom  under  the  huge  brim  of  his  beaver,  as  though  he  regiurded  your 
overture  to  chat  with  suspicion  ?  in  all  probability  debating  within  himself 
whether  you  were  a  genUeman  out  of  luck,  or  one  of  the  aristocracy  of 
the  light-flngered  tribe,  who  pass  through  those  colleges  of  Art  wherein 
is  taught  the  arcanum  of  lightening  pockets — a  science  in  itsel£ 

Travelling,  even  to  a  proverb,  brings  a  man  curious  companions, 
throwing  utter  strangers  together,  from  which  often  springs  the  closest 
intimacies — ^I  say  brings,  but  more  correctly  should  have  written  did 
brings — ^fior,  amongst  its  many  innovations,  steam  has  all  but  done  away 
with  long  journeys  and  journeying  acquaintances.  He  who  travels  the 
longest  Ime  by  rail  need  scarcely  trouble  himself  to  invite  conversation 
with  his  neighbour,  for  he  is  either  too  much  engrossed  in  consulting 
his  dial,  and  comparing  the  speed  at  which  he  is  progressing  with  that  of 
the  Chowbent  and  Bullock  Smithy,  or  some  otner  line,  or  continually 
popping  his  frontispiece  out  of  the  window  as  he  nears  his  destined  sta- 
tion, in  all  probability  grumbling  that  they  are  no  less  than  a  minute  and 

a  half  behind  their  time. 

Nay,  should  he  with  you  be  going  the  whole  length,  i^ainst  you  haye 
ascertained  that  important  fact,  and  as  a  nreliminary  to  further  edifying 
eonduaionsy  have  both  agreed  tiiat  yesteroay  was  finer  than  to-day;  that 
tha  wind  hWw  dully,  yezy  chilly,  tiie  day  wfore ;  and  that  the  late  rain 
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has  done  much  good ;  screech!  goes  the  steam,  like  a  devil  escaping  firom 
bondage,  the  doors  fly  open  in  a  somewhat  similar  style  to  those  of  the 
rock  to  Haji  Baba,  your  luggage  comes  flying  from  the  top  of  the  car- 
riage  before  you  have  yourself  well  alie hted — when,  turning  to  bid  good- 
by  to  your  late  companion,  you  find  he  has  vanished  like  a  harlequin, 
and,  following  the  general  example,  you  rush  about  for  omnibus  or  cab  as 
though  escaping  from  the  plague,  or  about  to  catch  some  vessel  about  to 
start  on  a  voyage  from  this  sublunary  sphere  to  regions  of  eternal  bliss. 
Hurry,  hurry  and  dash,  from  the  commencement  to  the  end  of  the  jour- 
ney, wherein  the  loss  of  a  minute  is  regarded  almost  as  heinous  as  pocket- 
picking,  whilst  to  one-half  of  the  joumeyers  it  is  only  changing  places 
from  forming  a  part  in  the  dull  routine  and  uneventful  commonalties  of 
every-day  life,  in  which  not  minutes,  but  days  and  years  are  wasted,  as 
though  old  Time  had  emigrated  &om  the  earth,  and  King  Death,  wearied 
of  conquest  and  slaughter,  would  slay  no  more. 

Yea,  verily,  the  old  system  has  passed  away,  and  we  chat  with  our 
fellow-passengers  as  of  old  no  more;  and  yet,  although  we  fly  on  the  wings 
of  steam,  who  will  assert  that  monotonous  is  the  flight?  Let  such  an  one,  at 
the  same  time,  confess  that  he  has  neither  imagination  in  his  brain,  nor  music 
in  his  soul,  else,  how  can  he  look  on  the  grassy  embankment  by  which  he 
skims  along,  and  behold  not  a  myriad  glossy  cords  fleeting  past,  in  which 
the  buttercup,  the  daisy,  and  the  green  blade,  uniting  their  beauteous 
hues,  are  vibrating  in  dazzling  lustre,  appearing  like  the  strings  of  some 
mighty  instrument — or  yet  not  conceive  a  melody  in  the  voice  of  the 
machinery  of  the  monster  which  speeds  him  along,  and  readily  adopt  its 
mellifluous  notes  to  Com'  E  Gentil,  or  Fake  Away? 

We  are  all  united  in  the  opinion  that  steam  is  indeed  mighty  steam, 
and  a  great  feature  in  the  march  of  improvement;  yet  there  are  many  who, 
with  me,  will  often  with  regret  recal  the  dashing  four-in-haud,  the  road- 
side house,  the  guard's  ^^AU  right,*'  the  coachman's  "  Let  them  go,"  and 
the  country — the  landscapes — the  moving  panoramas  by  which  we  took 
our  devious  way.  Farewell  to  thee,  honest  jarvey,  and  the  team,  the  pride 
of  thy  heart ;  no  more  shall  we  hear  the  pedigree  of  the  black  wheeler,  or 
the  eventful  history  of  the  ofl*  bay  leader,  and  the  plates  he  was  wont 
to  win. 

Coach  travelling,  I  repeat,  not  unfrequently  brought  amusing  com- 

J>anionship,  and  sometimes  originated  lasting  friendsnips;  amongst  the 
atter,  one  that  I  most  highly  prized,  originated  in  a  conversation  result- 
ing from  my  consulting  the  wishes  of  a  fellow  insider  respecting  the  up 
or  down  of  the  windows,  oiu*  destination  being  the  same,  and  our  journey 
together  of  some  four  hours'  duration  on  a  winter's  day. 

The  acquaintance,  however,  of  one  of  the  strangest  beings  I  ever  met, 
and  to  whom  I  am  about  to  introduce  the  reader,  arose  not  from  our 
journeying  together,  but,  being  an  incident  of  travel,  I  relate  it — ^for 
singular  was  the  commencement  of  our  acquaintance,  and  singular  the 
place  of  our  meeting — and  that  was  the  Devil's  Bridge,  in  Wales. 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  attempt  a  description  of  a  place  so  celebrated,  and 
made  so  well  known  by  the  author  and  the  artist,  and  so  wonderfbl  in  its 
grandeur,  as  to  rival  ought  that  ever  famed  Switzerland  can  boast.  Of 
it  I  will  venture  to  say  no  more  than  this,  that  it  is  one  of  those  places 
which,  once  to  look  upon,  is  never  to  forget — a  scene  whose  wild  and 
romantic  beauty  seems  to  ieaye  a  spell  upon  the  spirit^  and  when  fiur  ^ymj 
haunts  one  in  oreams. 
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On  mj  visit  to  the  place,  it  so  chanced  that,  the  moment  I  sought  the 
guide,  a  gentleman,  whom  I  had  noticed  on  my  arrival  alighting  from  a 
postchaise,  and  who  in  all  prohahilitVy  like  myself,  since  his  arrival  had 
oeen  partaking  of  some  refreshment  in  the  hotel,  required  the  attendance 
of  that  very  useful  appendage  on  an  expedition  to  the  waterfall — a  con- 
ductor. 

The  guide,  as  is  his  wont  when  more  than  one  person  requires  his 
attendance,  made  the  inquiry  if  it  would  be  agreeable  for  us  together  to 
accompany  him,  which  meeting  with  an  assent  from  both,  we  descended 
the  st^ps  immediately  fronting  the  hotel,  commencing  the  series  of  views 
with  a  fedl  of  the  torrent,  whilst  standing  in  the  robbers'  cave,  of  which 
the  guide  tells  a  legend.  Should  there  not  be  a  scarcity  of  the  liquid 
element,  the  water  bounds  over  the  spectator's  head  from  the  rock  above, 
forming  a  beautiful  veil  before  you,  or,  in  the  words  of  the  guide,  ap- 
pearing like  a  sheet  of  glass. 

So  much  was  my  attention  absorbed  by  the  extraordinary  formation  of 
the  rocks  around  me,  that  for  some  time  I  had  scarcely  noticed  the 
stranger  at  my  side ;  and  it  was  not  imtil  we  had  gained  the  lowest 
depth  of  the  gorge,  that,  in  turning  to  avail  myself  of  a  seat  command- 
ing a  full  view  of  the  fall,  my  attention  was  arrested  by  his  coun- 
tenance, which  indicated  great  emotion,  as  he  gazed  on  the  vortex  of 
waters  which  was  boiling  at  our  feet. 

From  the  first  moment  of  my  seeing  him  I  had  judged  him  to  be  an 
invalid.  A  closer  observation  revealed  lines  of  deep  suffering,  not  to  be 
mistaken,  in  his  pallid  countenance,  and  a  feebleness  in  his  g^it  which 
implied  recent  illness.  Age  it  could  not  be,  for  he  was  evidently  not  more 
than  thirty,  although  his  attenuated  figure,  combined  with  a  number  of 
grey  hairs,  which  showed  amongst  his  black  locks,  would  have  led  a 
casual  observer  to  pronounce  his  sojourn  on  earth  to  have  been  nearer 
forty  years. 

I  remember  that  we  entered  into  conversation  through  his  taking  a 
part  in  some  remarks  which  I  made  to  the  g^de  in  reference  to  the 
inscriptions  of  visitors'  names  on  the  rocks  around  us,  the  stranger 
pointing  out  one  of  these  to  my  notice,  which  had  been  cut  in  the  stone 
with  not  a  little  labour,  and  which  he  observed  had  struck  him  on  his 
last  visit  to  the  place  as  one  of  the  most  uncommon  and  uncouth  names 
he  had  ever  met  with.  It  was  this  remark  on  the  singular  patronymic 
carved  before  us,  that  commenced  an  animated  conversation  between  us, 
which  terminated  not  until  long  after  we  had  completed  the  series  of 
views,  which  terminate  at  the  base  of  that  singular  perpendicular 
division  of  rock,  through  whose  rent  base  the  boiling  torrent  tumul- 
tnously  rushes,  and  whose  high  crests  are  spanned  by  that  extraordinary 
combination  of  stones  and  human  skill,  known  as  the  '*  Devil*s  Bridge." 
Here,  after  having  delayed  my  departure  some  two  hours  later  than  I 
had  originally  intended,  I  left  the  stranger,  the  day  being  far  advanced, 
and  soon  after  sunset  I  arrived  at  that  paragon  of  hotels,  the  Belle 
Vue,  at  Aberystwith. 

During  my  drive,  the  manner,  appearance,  and  conversation  of  my  late 
angular  companion  occupied  much  of  iny  thoughts.  That  he  was  one 
accustomed  to  move  in  the  upper  ranks  of^society  I  felt  assured,  from  his 
bearing  as  well  as  the  highly-cultivated  mind  revealed  in  his  remarks  on 
the  yariovs  subjects  on  whicn  we  had  convened.    The  disposition  he  had 
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«?iiieei  to  enter  into  conyeraation  and  to  oontmne  with  me  tfaroughout 
tiie  aftemoon*  would  naturally  cause  me  to  feel  some  amomit  of  iaCerait 
in  him;  hat  the  incident  attendant  upon  our  afternoon's  nunhle,  wludh  I 
wSH  BOW  relate,  excited  also  on  mj  part  yery  considerahle  curiosity 
jPBspoctmg^  him. 

I  have  already  stated  that  I  had  noticed  the  working  of  his  eoonte- 
nanoe,  indicatiye  of  strong  emotion  ;  I  was  also  struck  with  tlie  settled 
gloom  which  shadowed  his  brow  ;  and  also,  as  more  unreserred  became 
our  conyersation,  the  bitterness  which  seemed,  spite  of  himself^  to  per- 
yads  his  remarks  whenever  the  theme  touched  upOn  our  fellow  kind. 

It  was  some  time  after  we  had  dismissed  the  guide,  and  whilst  redining 
<m  the  moss-covered  rock,  taking  a  last  view  of  the  waterfBtli,  that  tiie 
cireamstance  occurred  which  was  the  subject  of  my  cogitation  and  eu- 
xiooty  for  long  after  we  had  parted.  Whilst  enjoying  the  beauteous 
scene  spread  before  us,  the  sun,  which  for  some  time  had  beem 
sereened  by  a  bank  of  clouds,  burst  suddenly  over  the  vapoury  boundary, 
fike  a  stroke  of  magic,  lighting  up  rock,  wood,  and  waterfall,  with  its 
glorious  effulgence.  The  effect  was  sublime;  and  at  the  moment  oc- 
enrrod  to  me  a  part  of  one  of  Bishop's  gems,  and  I  began  involuntarily 
to  give  forth — 

Till  the  sunbeam's  genial  ray 
Chase,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. 

Had  I  not,  in  the  sudden  exhilarating  effect  produced  by  the  buntiDg 
flood  of  sunshine,  forgotten  that  the  stranger  sat  beside  me^  I  should  have 
hesitated  in  giving,  unasked  for,  a  specimen  of  my  vocal  powers,  mine 
b^g  very  far  from  notes  mellifluous.  I  was  repeating  the  strain,  when 
ft  kind  of  half-stifled  groan  from  my  companion  recalled  me  to  ft  know- 
led^  of  his  presence.  Turning  round,  to  my  great  astonishmeat^  I  be- 
held him  lying  flat  upon  the  earth,  his  face  buried  in  hb  hands,  and 
evidently  suffering  frx)m  bodily  pain  or  deep  mental  ang^uish.  Conjec- 
turing that  he  had  been  taken  suddenly  ill,  I  placed  my  hand  on  hiB 
shoulder,  and  inquired  if  I  could  render  any  assistance.  He  sprang  to 
his  feet  at  the  moment,  and  never  shall  I  forget  the  ejqpression  of  the 
features  which  met  my  gaze. 

Grief,  intense  passion — nay,  frantic  madness — spoke  in  his  flashing 
eye ;  his  hitherto  pallid  countenance  was  flushed ;  and  contortions  of  the 
most  fearful  kind  played  around  his  mouth,  whilst  his  hands  still  deocbed 
fiagments  of  moss^  which  he  had  grasped  in  his  anguish  from  the  rock. 

I  diuddered,  for  he  appeared,  with  his  dilated  eyes,  to  be  gaang  upoo 
something  against  which  he  was  uttering  denunciations  which  I  will  not 
repeat ;  and  cold  ran  my  blood  when  I  beheld,  whilst  imprecatioiis  weis 
on  his  lips,  his  clenched  hands  raised  up  against  the  blue  vault  of  heavea; 
ftnd  then,  exhausted  with  his  raving,  he  sank  to  the  earth,  gaiqpiqg  for 
breath,  and  helpless  as  a  child. 

I  did  not  speak,  but  stood  beude  him  lost  in  amazement,  heritafciiig 
whether  to  hasten  to  the  inn  for  assistance,  or  to  wait  and  watch  hk 
recovery.  I  had  come  to  the  determination  of  adopting  the  former  plan 
of  nroceeding,  when  he,  with  some  difliculty,  rose  to  a  ritting  postun^ 
and  began  to  look  wildly  around  him,  as  though  awakening  from  i 
dream. 

A  pang  of  pity  shot  through  my  heart  as  he  turned  to  addzaai  0 
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wlulst  endeavouring  to  raise  a  smile  on  his  countenanoe,  which  hore 
traces  of  the  anguish  he  had  endured  in  the  paroxysm  I  had  witnessed. 

*'  1  am  very  raint,"  he  commenced,  in  a  voice  scarcely  articulate,  "  and 
in  pain,  hut  shall  soon  recover;  these  attacks — these  fits,  I  su£fer  from  at 
times;  you  poroeive  that  I  am  indeed  an  invalid."  He  paused:  I  did  not 
iipeak,  but  grazed  at  him  with  feelings  of  blended  sonrow  and. astonish- 
ment. Perceiving  me  silent,  he  continued:  "'Tis  dreadful  to  be  so 
afflicted;  my  nervous  system  is  deranged.  The  fits  are  very  exhausting, 
but  I  feel  better  now.     Thank  you — ^thank  you ;  you  are  very  kind." 

By  this  time,  with  my  assistance,  he  had  risen  to  his  feet,  and,  after 
I  bad  expressed  my  commiseration  for  his  sufierings,  he  requested  per- 
mission to  lean  on  my  arm,  and  we  slowly  quitted  the  place.  He  nad 
soon  regained  his  composure;  indeed,  was  so  far  recovered,  that  we 
stroUed  on  to  view  the  bridge  again.  And  here  I  parted  with  my  singular 
companion,  he  never  once  alluding,  in  the  convenation  which  ensued,  to 
the  muitic  and  fearful  outbreak  which  I  had  so  recently  witnessed. 

Well  might  I  cogitate,  in  my  drive  from  the  "  EJevil's  Bridge"  that 

evening,  on  the  singular  occurrence  which  1  have  related,  and  feel  con- 

rinced  there  was  something  more  than  physical  suffering  that  produced  the 

lavings  of  the  stranger.    Little  did  I  think  at  the  time  that  it  was  destined 

we  were  soon  to  meet  again. 

There  are  few  finer  prospects  afforded  by  our  watering-places  than  is 
presented  at  Aberystwith.  Standing  on  Constitution-hill,  you  embrace 
at  one  view  the  town,  with  its  handsome  uniform  parade  facing  the  sea, 
the  ruins  of  the  castle,  the  huge  rocks  basing  the  ruins,  against  which  the 
tireless  waves  lash  themselves,  and  at  times  send  high  mto  air  the  feui- 
tastic  play  of  their  foam;  and,  not  the  least  important  feature  in  the 
scene,  the  bold  sweeping  coast,  and  on  the  wide  spread  of  ocean,  here  and 
tbere  the  sail  of  an  outward-bound  crossing  the  bar. 

Aberystwith  possesses  many  solid  attractions  for  the  invalid;  there  is, 
peribaps,  not  another  watering-place  in  the  kingdom  the  air  of  which 
produces  so  rapid  an  effect  on  the  appetite  and  upon  the  spirits ;  and  yet 
it  must  be  confessed  that  it  is  anything  but  a  place  of  animation.  To 
<me  visiting  it  without  a  party  of  friends,  it  would  be  found  almost  in- 
anfferably  dull,  much  depending,  of  course,  on  the  resources  of  the  indi- 
vidual's mind ;  but  most  of  those  who  singly  sojourn  in  watering-places 
where  there  are  no  amusements  in  the  town,  and  little  or  no  fraternising 
amongst  the  visitors,  find  themselves  soon  in  a  migratory  mood.  Wonder- 
ful, beautiful,  and  harmonious  at  first,  but  dreadfully  monotonous  very 
soon  becomes  the  rush  of  waters  on  the  beach;  and  speculations  as  to  the 
probable  reach  of  the  next-coming  wave  as  the  incoming  tide  nears  its 
boundary,  soon  cease  to  interest. 

The  solitaire  at  Aberystwith  might  certainly  amuse  himself  by  saun- 
tering over  the  pebbly  beach,  and  find  rich  food  for  the  mind  in  con- 
templating the  curiously-marked  stones  and  shells  which  are  to  be  found 
by  persevering  searchers,  or  matter  to  moralise  upon  in  bits  of  wood  or 
bone  thrown  up  by  the  restless  world  of  waters.  Nay,  there  is  yet  an- 
other resource — to  say  nought  of  the  subscription  library,  well  stored 
with  sentimental  lore — ^the  castle-walk,  so  delightfully  situated,  with  its 
numerous  seats  to  accommodate  the  promenaders.  Here,  he  ma^  study 
character  in  the  number  of  Wilhelminas  and  Seraphinas,  who,  with  book 
in  hand,  seem  absorbed  in  ihe  perussl  of  the  soul-subduing  pages,  or 
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appear  lost  in  reverie  whilst  gazing  ''  o*er  the  waters  of  ihe  deep  bhie 


sea/* 


It  was  the  evening  following  my  visit  to  the  Devil's  Bridge,  whilst  I  was 
on  the  beach,  enjoying,  at  the  close  of  the  sultry  summer  day,  the  refreshing 
breeze  from  the  ocean,  gazin|^  on  the  huge  globe  of  fire  gradually  descending 
to  the  waves,  and  watching  the  play  of  the  glittering,  fantastic  figures 
which  its  departing  light  created  in  the  depths  beneath,  when  a  footstep, 
close  behind  me,  diverted  my  attention,  and,  turning  round,  I  beheld  my 
strange  companion  of  the  previous  day. 

It  was  a  part  of  the  beach  little  frequented,  and  I  certiunly  felt  some- 
what surprised  that  the  stranger  should  so  unceremoniously  intrude  him- 
self upon  me. 

'^  I  trust  I  do  not  disturb  your  reverie?''  said  he,  with  a  smile,  whilst 
seating  himself  on  the  pebbles  beside  me. 

I  did  not  wish  to  show  him  that  he  was  unwelcome;  and  in  my  reply, 
after  alluding  to  the  light  nature  of  the  meditations  he  had  interrupted, 
I  inquired  after  his  health. 

He  appeared  to  be  gratified  that  I  had  met  him  half-way  in  his  over- 
ture to  a  renewal  of  our  companionship,  and  we  soon  became  engaged  in 
an  animating  and  interesting  conversation.  I  know  not  if  his  object  was 
to  show  me  the  extent  of  his  attainments ;  he  certainly  impressed  me 
with  the  conviction  that  his  acquirements  were  indeed  great,  and  that 
he  had  been  gifted  with  a  mind  of  no  ordinary  character.  He  had  also 
that  unaffected  ease  of  manner  which  leads  vou  to  feel  more  at  home 
with  some  in  the  course  of  a  first  interview,  tdan  an  acquaintance  of  long 
standing  with  others  more  constrained.  So  freely  did  we  converse,  that 
a  listener  would  have  judged  us  to  be  old  friends  rather  than  strangers 
to  each  other ;  and  so  we  continued,  until  my  companion,  in  the  course 
of  our  colloquy,  put  a  question  to  me  which  vividly  recalled  to  my  recol- 
lection the  frantic  fit  I  had  witnessed  the  previous  day,  and  impressed 
me  with  the  opinion  that,  if  bis  mind  was  not  unhinged,  there  was  indeed 
a  dark  cloud  upon  it. 

We  were  speaking  of  Colton,  and  my  companion,  after  quoting  and 
expatiating  on  the  beauty  of  that  passage  which  occurs  in  his  '*  Lacon** 
—wherein  he  compares  knowledge  beaming  on  the  world  "  to  the  moon 
shining  on  the  ocean,  which,  though  far  removed  from  the  wide  expanse 
which  it  illumines  with  serene  and  sober  light,  is  the  chief  cause  of  all 
those  ebbings  and  fiowings  which  agitate  that  restless  world  of  waters" 
— proceeded  to  ask  me  if  I  did  not  think  the  writer  a  man  of  great 
mind,  and  whether  I  had  read  his  expressed  opinion  as  to  the  courage  or 
cowardice  of  the  act  of  self-destruction  ? 

For  a  short  time  I  was  silent,  his  question  having  given  birth  to  a 
fearful  suspicion  in  my  mind,  which  led  me  horn  that  moment  to  regard 
the  stranger  with  a  much  less  favourable  eye  than  before.  I  observed  a 
derisive  smile  playing  on  his  countenance,  when  at  length,  in  answer  to 
his  question,  I  replied  that  I  was  acquainted  with  the  expressed  opimon 
he  had  alluded  to;  and  more,  that  the  writer  had  adopted  the  expedient; 
but  that  the  world  looked  upon  the  fact  of  Colton  having  taken  his  own 
life  as  showing  that  he  was  conscious,  at  the  time  he  penned  the  para* 
graph,  of  being  destitute  of  that  moral  courage  which  is  one  of  the  finest 
^its  in  the  character  of  man.  In  continuance  of  the  subject,  my  com* 
panion  made  further  observations^  in  which  he  treated  the  opinion  of 
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the  worid  with  hut  little  reserve,  declaring  that  prejadice  aud  supersti- 
tion, and  not  reason  aud  judgment,  led  the  ran. 

The  sun  had  long  sunk  helow  the  horizon,  and  night  was  fast  assert- 
ing its  dominion  over  the  vast  expanse  of  waters  hefore  us,  when,  rising 
firom  the  heach,  we  directed  our  steps  towards  the  parade.  Our  con- 
Tersation  insensibly  led  us  into  a  dispute  on  the  precepts  laid  down  in 
Holy  Writ,  and  the  possibility  of  man,  as  constituted,  in  this  world  carry- 
ing into  practice  the  OTeat  teachings  of  Christianity.  I  have  always 
a  great  aversion  to  sucn  discussions ;  and  on  this  occasion,  the  freedom 
with  which  my  strange  companion  entered  on  the  subject,  and  the  lan- 
guage he  used,  somewhat  startled  me,  and  was,  indeed,  the  chief  cause  of 
my  [heading  the  chilliness  of  the  night-wind  to  take  the  shortest  way  on 
our  return,  and,  if  possible,  end  the  subject. 

I  remember  that  it  was  as  we  were  passing  a  low  ledge  of  rock 
which,  from  the  shore  running  out  some  distance  into  the  sea,  with  it, 
black  and  jagged  surface  appears  like  some  leviathan  reposing  on  its 
element,  and  as  I  had  been  pressed  by  the  excited  stranger  at  my  side 
to  admit  that,  with  the  passions  implanted  in  man's  nature,  it  was  as 
difficulty  verging  on  impossibility  to  practise  the  precept  in  all  things 
of  returning  good  for  evil,  that,  suddenly  stopping,  and  laying  his  hand 
on  my  arm,  he  exclaimed, 

"  To  forgive  your  bitterest  enemy,  to  fondle  the  vampire  whilst  he 
sucked  your  blood!*'  And  he  burst  mto  a  frantic  laugh,  which  made  me 
shudder. 

He  did  not,  however,  proceed,  as  I  was  apprehensive  he  would,  to  utter 
those  fearful  imprecations  which  I  had  on  the  day  previous  listened  to 
when  he  was  similarly  excited.  By  a  strong  effort  he  appeared  to  master 
his  emotion,  and  was  silent,  though  he  trembled  violently  as  we  resumed 
our  walk. 

I  began  to  regret  that  I  had  not  earlier  expressed  in  stronger  terms  my 
dissent  from  the  principles  he  upheld,  and  at  the  same  time  terminated 
our  acquaintance.  I  was  inclined  to  look  upon  him  with  anything  but  a 
favourable  eye — a  wretch,  perhaps,  who  was  vainly  endeavouring,  by  the 
sophisms  of  unbelief,  to  ease  a  load  of  crime  which  possibly  darkened  and 
oppressed  his  soul. 

"  You  perceive  I  am  very  excitable,"  said  the  stranger,  when  he  next 
addressed  me;  "I  should  avoid  such  subjects."  He  paused,  as  though 
expecting  me  to  make  a  reply,  but  I  did  not  speak.  We  walked  on  for 
some  time  in  silence,  when  he  again  offered  a  remark.  It  was  on  a  different 
subject,  to  which  I  made  such  replies  as  to  evince  that  I  was  not  desirous 
of  continuing  our  conversation ;  and  I  felt  not  a  little  relieved  as  we 
neared  the  Belle  Vue,  at  which  hotel  it  appeared  he  was  also  staying. 

There  appeared  to  be  a  mutual  understanding  as  we  reached  the 
threshold  of  the  hotel,  that  we  should  there  separate.  The  unfavourable 
opinion  which  I  had  formed  of  the  shiinger  prompted  me  to  avoid  rather 
than  seek  a  continuance  of  his  society.  As  we  parted,  I  noticed  him 
hesitate,  as  though  debating  in  his  mind  whether  or  not  to  make  some 
further  observation  to  me ;  but  probably  it  was  my  fancy ;  and,  wishing 
each  other  good  evening,  we  sought  our  respective  rooms. 

I  found  several  of  the  brotherhood  present,  some  luxuriating  amidst 
the  fumes  of  bohea,  and  others  engaged  at  their  writing-desks,  preparing 
their  despatches.  Following  the  example  of  the  latter,  I  sat  down  and  wrote 
my  letters ;  then,  drawing  a  chair  to  qq^  of  the  open  windows,  sat  enjoying 
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the  fine  prospect  of  the  fEff-spreading  ooeaoy  which  the  tmag  moon  wbb 
just  streaking  with  pallid  light  I  tried  in  vain,  however,  to  baniAh  the 
stranger  from  my  thoughts ;  there  was  a  degree  of  m3rftery  about  him 
which  I  was  curious  to  penetrate,  and,  baoeful  as  I  had  before  ooneeiTed 
his  presence  to  be,  I  began  to  regret  that  I  had  parted  with  him  withoot 
learning  something  of  his  history. 

It  was  somewhat  more  than  an  hour  after  our  return,  when  the  waiter 
Altered  the  room  bearing  a  note,  and  after  a  survey  of  all  present  be  ad- 
vanced to  me,  and  placed  it  in  my  hands.  It  bore  no  direction.  I  thoe- 
fore  interrogated  the  man  if  he  was  sure  he  had  deliv«!«d  it  to  the  right 
person,  to  which  he  replied  that  it  was  from  the  gentleman  idio  had  been 
with  me  that  evening,  and  that  he  was  instructed  to  wait  for  a  reply.  The 
black  seal  I  noticed,  ere  I  tore  it  open,  bore  a  crest  and  motto,  which  I  did 
not  pause  to  decipher.  As  I  conjectured,  the  note  came  from  the  stranger, 
and  contained  a  pressing  request  that  I  would  favour  him  with  aa  hour  or 
so  of  my  society.  After  a  few  moments'  deliberation,  infUienced,  I  must 
confess,  in  commg  to  a  decision  by  my  curiosity,  I  decided  upon  oomply- 
ing  with  the  request,  and,  conducted  by  the  waiter,  I  found  myself  onee 
more  in  the  presence  of  my  companion  of  the  beach. 

As  I  entered  the  room  he  was  setting  at  a  table,  on  which  was  a  writing- 
desk,  and  he  appeared  to  have  been  engaged  in  pemiing  a  letter,  whidi 
lay  open  before  him.  At  his  feet,  on  the  rug,  I  noticed  a  handsome  dog 
of  the  King  Charles's  breed,  which  my  entrance  had  awakened  from  its 
slumbers,  and  which  I  little  thought,  as  its  short  bark  met  my  ear,  that 
it  was  to  be  a  prized  companion  of  mine  for  many  years  to  come. 

The  stranger,  in  rising  to  receive  me,  expressed  himself  as  highly 
gratified  that  I  had  accepted  his  invitation — reached  me  a  chair— ^o^lected 
and  locked  up  his  papers;  then  reseating  himself,  challenged  me  to  wine^ 
of  which,  evidently  in  expectation  of  my  coming,  there  was  on  the  tahle^ 
together  with  spirits,  full  choice.  My  entertainer,  previous  to  my  join- 
ing him,  had  been  taking  champagne,  which  for  some  time  aft^  he  con- 
tinued freely  to  imbibe,  with  little  or  no  apparent  effect  upon  him. 

I  had  been  with  him  somewhat  more  than  half  an  hour;  diere  had  been 
a  kind  of  restraint  in  our  conversation,  which  was  obvious  to  both.  We 
had  talked  of  wines,  of  smoking,  abstemiousness,  illness  and  health,  vrhm 
the  stranger,  who  was  evidently  much  depressed  in  spirits,  and  who^  I  felt 
convinced,  had  something  whidi  he  wished  to  communicate,  and  was  un- 
decided how  to  commence,  suddenly  rose  from  his  seat,  and,  unlocking  his 
depository  of  papers,  took  from  a  small  drawer  therein  a  miniature  paintr 
ing,  which,  without  uttering  a  word,  he  placed  in  my  hands. 

It  was  the  portrait  of  a  young  girl  of  some  nineteen  or  twenty,  with 
the  most  angelic  countenance  I  ever  beheld,  whether  produced  by  the 
limner  s  aurt,  or  in  the  reality  of  breathing  humanity.  It  was  a  suDsniny, 
joyous,  happy  face,  and  pure  in  expression  as  though  belonging  to  the 
regions  of  heaven.  The  artist  had  been  peculiarly  happy,  for  he  had 
caught,  and  there  before  me  was,  the  animation  of  being — ^the  fine  haid 
eyes  seemed  as  though  they  answered  my  steadfast  gaie,  and  the  longer  I 
looked  upon  it,  as  if  by  some  magic  spell,  it  appeared  as  though  I  held 
in  my  hand  a  thing  of  Ufe. 

I  know  not  how  long  my  gaze  had  been  rivetted  upon  the  painting, 
when  my  companion,  leaning  over  from  his  chair,  with  a  Yoioe  that 
seemed  slightly  to  frdter,  said, 

'<IsshenotbeaatiM?" 
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He  did  not  give  me  time  to  replj^  btit  coiitinaed  widi  a  Toioe  that,  at 
lie  proceededf  was  ecaroely  articaiate, 

*^  But  she  is  dead— dead—- dead.  She  is  lost  to  me  £br  ever." 

*^  The  love  of  such  a  being  would  make  a  paradise  of  earthy''  I  ex- 
daimed,  invc^untanly. 

^'  And  yet  to  me  it  has  been  a  hell!"  said  the  stranger,  uttering  the 
word,  wit^.atartliag  energy. 

With  these  words  he  paused,  and  then  hastily  filling  and  draimng  his 
glass,  eontinued,  in  a  somewhat  less  excited  manner, 

*^  Can  you  wonder,  sir,  that  my  soul  should  be  harrowed  to  its  eofe 
when  the  image  of  such  a  treasure,  lost  by  my  own  folly,  is  brought  be- 
fore me?  By  a  strange  fatality,  you,  sir,  brought  yesterday  the  happiest 
aoenes  of  my  life  vividly  before  me,  and  unconsciously  sent  the  iron  deep 
into  my  soul  by  the  utterance  of  a  few  lines  of  a  simple  song.  The 
angel  wiioee  likeness  is  before  you  was  to  have  been  my  wife,  and,  in  the 
aunahine  of  our  exchanged  affectioos,  that  composition,  which  was  her 
&vourite,  we  sang  many  and  many  a  time  together.  I  know  not,  care 
DOt  to  know,  whether  I  have  been  drawn  towards  you,  stranger  as  you 
are,  from  that  circumstance,  or  from  the  desire  to  account  for  that  bitter 
spirit  and  hardened  heart  which  I  could  not  £Biil  to  perceive  you  judge  as 
ansing  from  something  more  than  physical  suffering.  And  if  you  did 
surmise  that  conscience  was  the  de^  busy  within,  I  will  show  you  how 
near  the  truth  was  your  conjecture,  and  how  just  and  well-merited  has 
been  my  punishment.  Listen." 

Beader,  I  do  not  pretend  to  give  the  language  exactly  as  made  use  of 

Sr  the  stranger  in  communicating  his  history  to  me.  Seven  years  have 
most  passed  away  since  the  meeting  which  I  have  been  descnbing  took 
place,  and  as  I  did  not  then  entertain  the  most  remote  idea  of  giving  my 
esperi^ioes  of  life  to  the  world,  I  made  no  notes,  and  consequently  now 
write  from  memory.  The  substance  of  the  stranger's  communication  is 
as  tresh.  in  my  recollection  as  though  I  had  listened  to  his  strange  narra- 
tive bat  yesterday ;  and  though  I  cannot  expect  to  give  exactly  his  lan- 
guage, I  shall  endeavour  to  preserve  the  fervour  and  romantic  colouring 
which  pervaded  his  story. 

''  The  very  room  in  which  we  are  now  ritting,  a  few,  a  very  few  years 
ago,  beheld  that  £ur  girl  its  inmate.  She  sat  where  you  are  now  seated,  and 
by  her  side  one  to  whom  I  owed  my  existence,  gone  also  to  her  last  home. 
Yes^  they  are  for  ever  lost  to  me,  and  I  wander  now  through  the  scenes 
winch  saw  my  happiest  hours,  to  look  t;^n  them  once  again,  and 
then " 

He  paused;  a  dark  shadow  passed  over  his  features,  he  filled  and  drained 
his  glass,  and,  pointing  to  the  dog  sleeping  at  his  feet,  thus  continued: 

^  This  little  fellow  was  once  caressed  by  her  whose  miniature  lies  before 
you.  It  is  necessary  that  we  part.  I  wish  to  find  him  a  good  master:  will 
you  accept  of  him?  You  must  take  him  with  you  when  you  leave  me  to- 
night; I  shall  not  see  you  to-morrow,  as  I  purpose  leaving  by  the  mail 
eariy  in  the  morning." 

I  felt  some  reluctance  in  accepting  the  dog.  He  was  valuable,  being 
thorough-bred,  and  as  under  the  circumstances  I  could  not  offer  an  equi- 
Talent,  I  thanked  my  entertainer,  but  beg^ged  to  decline  the  offer.  The 
stranger,  however,  seeming  hurt  at  my  refusing  to  take  the  animal,  on 
his  again  urging  the  request,  I  rang  the  bell,  and  had  him  at  once  trana- 
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ferred  to  the  stable,  to  be  placed  in  the  stall  of  my  Rodnante.  Almost 
blind  with  age,  I  have  the  little  fellow  still  in  mj  possession ;  a  highly- 
prized  memento  of  one  of  the  many  strange  *^  Incidents  on  the  Road"  it 
has  been  my  lot  to  meet  with. 

As  I  have  already  observed,  for  some  time  after  my  joining  him  the 
stranger  drank  freely  of  wine.  This  he  afterwards  changed  for  spirits,  and 
it  was  about  the  time  that  their  united  effect  began  to  manifest  itself,  that 
he  commenced  his  narrative. 

^'  Were  mine  a  history  of  happiness,"  he  began,  ^'  I  would  dwell  on  the 
opening  and  continuance  of  its  joys — it  is  one  of  folly  and  madness,  and 
brief  shall  be  the  recital  of  its  bitterness.  You  see  before  you,  sir,  one  of 
a  family  whose  progenitors  can  be  traced  far  into  the  past — an  unsullied 
pedigree,  a  name  exalted  as  much  in  former  years,  as  I,  a  depraved  de- 
scendant, have  debased  it.  My  father  died  as  I  attained  manhood,  leaving 
me,  his  only  child,  sole  heir  of  all  save  an  annuity  to  my  mother.  The 
melancholy  event  occurred  within  a  few  days  of  the  time  appointed  for 
my  marriage  with  the  fair  girl,  whose  childish  friendship  had,  with  in- 
creasing years,  grown,  as  grew  mine,  into  the  warmest  attEUihment.  We 
had  been  playmates  firom  our  earliest  days,  for  she  was  an  orphan,  con- 
signed by  her  &ther,  on  his  death,  to  the  guardianship  of  mine;  they 
were  old  friends,  and  it  had  been  their  delight  to  anticipate,  even  in  our 
infancy,  the  time  when  their  friendship  might  be  cemented  by  otur  union. 
It  may  be  necessary  here  to  tell  you  that  her  fortune,  which  was  consider- 
able, is  now  mine,  and  I  live  to  enjoy  it." 

A  bitter  smile  passed  over  the  countenance  of  the  speaker  as  he  uttered 
the  latter  part  of  the  sentence,  and,  after  tossing  off  the  contents  of  his 
glass  at  a  draught,  he  resumed. 

^*  I  was  wealthy,  ardent  in  my  temperament,  and  though  betrothed  to 
one  of  the  loveliest  and  best  of  women,  eagerly  panted  for  the  novelties 
and  pleasures  of  life  in  town,  a  description  of  which  had  been  sent  to  me 
by  an  old  schoolfellow  with  whom  I  corresponded,  and  who,  on  a  hand- 
some patrimony,  had  been  for  some  time,  as  he  described  it,  revelling  in 
enjoyment,  and  taking  deep  draughts  from  the  goblet  of  pleasure  with  the 
choicest  spirits  in  the  land.  He  ridiculed  my  intention  of  parting  vrith 
my  bachelorship  before  seeing  a  little  more  of  the  world,  and  closed  the  in- 
spiring theme,  whose  glowing  colours  had  fired  my  imagination,  with  a 
pressing  invitation  to  visit  London  and  him,  if  only  for  a  brief  period. 

'^  The  probation  of  my  marriage,  which  must  tate  place  in  consequence 
of  my  father  s  death,  appeared  to  me  in  prospect  intolerably  long;  and 
scarce  had  the  tear  of  sorrow  dried  on  my  mother's  cheek,  ere  I  hurried, 
by  an  impulse  which  I  did  not  care  to  control,  under  a  plausible  pretext 
hastened  to  the  metropolis.  It  seems  to  me  but  as  yesterday,  and  even 
now  I  can  fancy  I  hear  the  tones  of  my  mother's  voice  when  I  parted  from 
her,  uttering  the  last  blessing  I  should  ever  hear  from  her  lips.  Yes,  I 
left  her  and  my  affianced  wife,  and  soon  af^r  had  joined  the  votaries  of 
pleasure  in  town,  day  after  day  followed  the  phantom,  and,  spell-bound, 
plunged  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  deceptive  jaws  of  ruin. 

'^  A  month  soon  flew  past  I  wrote  to  my  widowed  mother  and  my  in- 
tended bride,  alleging,  as  an  excuse  for  my  prolonged  absence,  that  I  round 
it  impossible  to  settle  the  afiflBurs — which  I  had  caused  my  lawyer  to  to 
manage  as  to  require  my  presence  for  a  period  in  town — assuring  them  that, 
at  soon  as  the  business  was  satisfieu^torily  arranged,  I  would  retunL 
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<'  Time  flew  on ;  in  addition  to  my  career  of  dissipation,  gambling,  the 
all-powerful  fiend,  had  fixed  its  cursed  talons  upon  me,  and  I  found  it  im- 
possible to  rescue  myself  from  the  grasp.  Ruin,  disgrace,  like  a  yawning 
gulf,  lay  before  me ;  the  dark  mists  wnich  ascended  from  the  blaick  abyss 
overpowered  me ;  I  beheld  the  danger,  but  could  not  tear  myself  away. 

'^  I  will  not  inflict  upon  you  the  particulars  of  my  gambling  career, 
beyond  this,  that  I  was  a  novice — a  pigeon  most  cruelly  plucked.  Month 
followed  month ;  immense  losses  made  me  desperate ;  that  will-o'-the- 
wisp — Hope,  had  led  me  on,  and  I  remember  it  was  at  the  period  when 
the  madness  of  my  in&tuation  was  fearfully  revealed  to  me,  that  I 
received  a  letter  from  my  affianced  wife,  in  which  she  informed  me  that 
ray  mother  was  seriously  ill,  her  own  health  much  impaired,  and  imploring, 
if  I  retained  any  aflection  for  them,  to  return  immediately.  That  night 
saw  the  consummation  of  my  folly.  Recklessly  desperate,  I  had  resolved 
to  retrieve  in  part  my  losses,  or  sacrifice  all.  I  was  ruined.  Even  then 
the  bubble  had  not  burst ;  tempted  by  a  fiend  in  human  shape,  through 
an  artifice  conceived  by  his  devilish  ingenuity,  I  became  possessed  of  the 
sum  forming  my  widowed  mother's  annuity.  It  followed  the  geueral 
wreck.     I  was  a  ruined,  a  disgraced  gamester." 

The  stranger  paused,  displaying  considerable  agitation,  and  it  was 
some  moments  ere  he  resumed  nis  narrative. 

''  It  could  not  long  remain  secret,"  he  continued ;  "  the  dreadful  truth 
was  disclosed,  and  the  best  and  most  affectionate  of  parents  became 
acquainted  at  the  same  moment  with  my  ruin  and  my  villany.  The 
shock  was  too  much  for  her  in  her  advanced  years  and  impaired  state  of 
health ;  she  died,  and  her  last  prayer  was  offered  up  for  me.  Yes,  my 
name  was  on  her  lips  when  she  closed  them,  alas !  in  death  for  ever ! 
The  intelligence  of  her  demise  was  conveyed  to  me  as  I  lay  on  a  bed  of 
illness,  physically  and  mentally  prostrated  together.  I  became  delirious, 
and  for  some  time  my  life  was  despaired  of;  and  yet  I  recovered;  death 
rarely  meets  the  soul  in  friendship,  and  I  lived  to  suffer.  From  that  bed 
of  torture  I  rose  an  altered  being.  Big  with  resolution,  I  determined  to 
quit  the  metropolis  and  the  demon  crew  with  which  I  had  associated,  and 
pass  the  rest  of  my  days  in  the  tranquillity  of  my  country  home.  Fool 
that  I  was,  the  conviction  gradually  dawned  upon  my  half-shattered 
mind  that  I  was  a  beggar,  and  that  the  estate  which  for  generations  had 
in  my  frimily  descended  from  father  to  son,  would  soon  be  in  the  pos- 
session of  a  stranger. 

*'  During  my  illness  not  a  soul,  save  my  dunning  creditors,  had  called 
to  see  or  inquire  after  me ;  and  one  of  these  harpies,  to  whom  I  owed  a  large 
amount,  I  was  given  to  understand  had  determined  to  arrest  me  imme- 
diately on  my  recovery.  His  purpose  I  was  enabled  to  frustrate,  and  a 
person  at  whose  house  I  had  lost  some  thousands,  having  advanced  me  a 
little  cash,  I  hastened  to  quit  the  spot  where  had  been  worked  my  ruin. 
Scenes  of  my  early  years  I  the  home  of  my  boyhood !  it  was  mine  to  see 
again.  But  oh  the  transition  I  The  joyous  spirit  and  buoyant  step  was 
mine  no  more.  I  returned  to  the  home  of  my  fathers  the  half-maniac 
drivelling  fool  of  maturer  years !  Driveller,  ay !  I  remember  with  what 
frantic  grief  I  threw  myself  on  the  earth  beside  a  solitary  bed  of  flowers 
which  had  been  my  mother's  pride,  and  which  I  had  often  seen  her 
tend.  Neglected,  all  were  drooping  or  dead,  save  here  and  there  a  small 
bud  in  all  the  freshness  and  loveliness  of  young  life^  struggling  to  view 
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amidst  its  withered  companioDs,  rendering  the  contrast  more  sickening  to 
my  sight. 

^'I  staggered  rather  than  walked  up  to  my  once  happy  dwdfing* 
place,  and  on  heing  admitted,  I  stood  to  gaze  on  the  fieuntly  anns,  whidi 
for  centuries  had  unaltered  stood  where  I  now  beheld  them,  carved  in 
sc^d  oak,  and  which  to  me  now  appeared  invested  with  the  language  of 
reproach.  I  sought  the  room  who^in  the  fEunily  had  been  wont  to 
assemUe,  and  where  I  learned  I  should  find  my  deserted  Heleii.  And 
thus  alone  I  found  her.  I  think  I  see  her  now,  as  I  then  beheld  her, 
seated  by  the  spadous  window,  her  head  redining  on  her  band,  whiirt 
her  gaze  appeared  to  be  intently  fixed  on  the  beau^fol  landacapa  wladi 
the  room  commanded.  I  had  prerented  the  serrants  from  apDOUBeiDg 
me,  and  so  deep  was  her  rererie,  that  my  approaidiing  footateps  wen 
unnoticed.  Her  features  were  but  partly  presented  to  me  on  my  ad- 
rancing  towards  her,  yet  a  glance,  alas !  revealed  how  de^ly  had  ilhietf 
and  grief  told  upon  her  lovely  countenance.  She  was  al^red  in  deep 
mourning,  and  in  the  book  which  lay  open  before  her,  and  whoae  pages 
she  had  evidently  been  perusing,  I  recognised  the  fiunily  Bible.'' 

Here  the  stranger  again  paused,  and  for  a  moment  his  eyes  wan 
suffused  with  tears. 

'^  I  dwell  upon  this  scene,''  he  resumed,  ^  for  it  was  the  kat  time  I 
beheld  her.  The  pangs  of  remorse  deprived  me  at  that  moment  of  the 
power  of  speech.  1  would  have  uttered  her  name  as  I  approttdied  hei^ 
but  my  lips  moved  without  articulation ;  a  feelin&f  of  sufFocation  oppressed 
me,  when  tears  came  to  my  relief;  I  fell  at  her  Ket  and  wept  Mka  a  AM. 
If  my  anguish  was  great  before,  what  can  describe  the  torture  I  endored 
when  she  turned  to  look  upon  me  ?  Heavens !  what  a  oontraat  to  the 
laughing,  happy  girl  I  had  left  her.  The  hue  of  health  on  ber  cheek 
had  given  place  to  a  deadly  pallor,  whilst  her  figure  seemed  waated  to  a 
shadow.  There  was  a  calmness  in  her  look,  a  settled  sereni^  in  her  eye, 
a  gentleness,  withal,  that  caused  me  to  feel  as  tho^h  I  were  i&  the 
OTesence  of  one  of  those  blessed  beings  which  my  youthful  imagination 
bad  been  wont  to  picture  as  the  happy  denizens  of  toe  sky. 

"  I  kneh  at  her  feet,  pouring  out  a  rhapsody  of  words,  acknowledgii^ 
my  villany,  pleading  with  the  abjectness  of  torturing  remorse  for  forgive- 
ness, and  beseeching  her,  by  our  early  love,  to  hope  for  brighter,  ha^mr 
days.  But  why  tell  you  tliat  her  forgiveness  I  need  not  have  aiAed,  for 
her  woman's  heart  was  mine  ?  Why  dwell  on  a  scene,  the  reeollectioii  of 
which  harrows  me  to  the  soul  ?  Enough  to  say,  that  tears  rained  firom  her 
eyes  as  she  bid  me  seek  a  forgiveness  above  the  earth's  bestowing — that 
she  would  have  said  more  had  not  sobs  impeded  her  utterance  had  fitm 
not,  overcome  by  emotion,  fainted  in  ray  arms." 

The  strai^r's  head  here  fell  on  his  breast ;  he  again  became  silent,  ths 
recollection  of  the  circumstances  which  he  had  been  describiDe  evidently 
causing  him  moat  poignant  anguish.  Painfully  interested  as  I  had 
become  in  his  narrative,  I  must  ccmfess,  that  although  I  begged  he  wodd 
no  more  distress  himsdf  by  continuing  the  rdation,  it  was  vrith  maA 
gratification  I  listened  as  he  thus  resumed : 

"  I  have  already  told  you  that  it  was  the  last  time  I  beheld  her ;  and  to 
be  brief,  the  hell  hoimdb  had  been  on  my  track ;  I  was  there  arreeted. 
I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  the  efiect  produced  on  me  by  the  combined 
pasnons  of  galling  remorse  and  intense  grief;  I  beeame  delirioas,  finmtie^ 
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and  was  torn  from  the  spot  insensible  to  all  that  was  passing  around  me. 
The  next  that  I  remember  is,  that  feazfbl  and  horrid  visions  were  mine ; 
dread  hces  were  continually  mocking  me,  and  my  disordered  imagination 
pictured  demon-like  forms,  who  were  snatching  me  away  from  the  idol 
which  my  heart  had  loved  and  lost  I  was  placed  under  restraint,  a 
raving  madman ;  and  often  have  I  since,  in  the  bitterness  of  my  soul, 
cursed  the  hour  when  reason  dawned  again  upon  my  mind.  A  few 
months  had  passed  frx)m  the  period  of  my  incarceration,  when  I  was  restored 
to  heahh  and  to  sanity.  The  truth — the  dreadful  truth — ^was  then  re- 
Tealed  to  me;  the  fair  being,  the  likeness  of  whose  happy  youth  and 
beauty  lies  before  you,  was  no  more.  Death  had  seized  his  prey  shortly 
after  our  last  interview.  They  told  me  that  once  since  that  parting  she 
had  seen  me,  and  had  bent  her  head  to  kiss  me  as  I  sl^.  The  pastor 
of  the  place  and  the  &mily  physician  had  attended  her  in  her  last 
moments;  and  the  latter  gentleman,  at  her  request,  had  given  me  an 
asylum  in  his  house,  and  met  the  demands  which  had  led  to  my  being 
aarrested.  She  had  left  to  me  her  all.  Great,  too,  was  that  fortune,  but 
the  inestimable  fortune  of  her  Messed  self  I  had  perilled  a^d  lost  for 
ever! 

*^  I  rose  from  my  bed  a  miserable  wretch,  a  black  spot  on  the  earth, 
a  living  slur  on  the  fair  face  of  creation.  After  a  short  and  wretched 
sqjoum  of  a  few  days  under  its  roof,  I  again  quitted  the  old  hall,  which 
the  fortune  of  my  lost  af&anced  wife  had  enabled  me  to  save  from  passing 
into  strangers'  hands  ;  and  with  a  mind  preyed  upon  by  the  most  poignant 
recollections,  and  night  and  day  afflicted  by  a  remorse  whose  keen  pangs 
all  eflfbrts  to  deaden  were  in  vain,  I  resolved  upon  once  more  visiting  the 
scene  of  my  undoing.  Leading  to  this  resolve,  a  new  feeling  had  been 
awakened  m  my  breast.  1  gave  way  to  its  dark  impulses,  to  the  new 
sprit  which  inspired  me ;  new  to  me — for  that  spirit  was  revenge." 

The  speaker,  at  this  point  in  lus  narrative,  became  fearfully  excited ; 
he  sprang  from  his  chair,  and  paced  the  room  with  rapid  strides,  pausing 
only  at  times  to  take  copious  draughts  of  spirits,  barely  by  water  diluted. 
Hie  wildness  of  his  manner  and  expression  of  his  eye  strengthened  the 
opinion  which  I  had  previously  formed,  that,  althot^h  not  shattered,  his 
mind  had  not  fully  recovered  the  shock  which  it  had  sustained,  and  which 
he  had  confessed  to  its  having  for  a  time  sunk  beneath. 

^  Yes,"  resumed  the  stranger,  continuing  his  rapid  walk  to  and  fro  in 
the  apartment,  **&  wild,  uncontrollable  feeling  had  dominion  over  me. 
I  looked  upon  the  world  but  as  an  arena  where  I  might  play  the  deter* 
mined  avenger,  and  man  from  that  moment  became  hateful  to  my  sight. 
I  experienced  a  secret  pleasure  in  concocting  plans  to  ensure  the  grati- 
fica^on  of  this  thirst  for  vengeance.  My  imagination  pictured  those  who 
had  lured  me  to  ruin  as  the  actual  destroyers  of  all  my  heart  had 
loved  and  lost.  I  went  craftily  to  work ;  the  powers  of  my  mind  seemed 
to  be  to  an  extraordinary  degree  quidcened  and  augmented ;  and  as  I 
beheld  my  designs  succeed  wiu  scarce  a  failure — as  Uie  meshes  which  I 
had  entangled  my  victims — so  rose  the  only  delight  my  heart  could 
know.  Call  it  fiendish  if  you  will,  to  me  it  was  pleasure, — ay,  priceless 
delight. 

**  I  caused  it  to  be  known  that  I  had  risen  from  the  ashes  of  my  nun 
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a  phcenix  of  great  wealth,  and  was  soon  g^ratified  hy  the  gathering  again 
around  me  of  those  on  whom  I  had  sworn  to  wreak  my  revenge.  I  pre- 
tended to  receive  their  advances  to  a  renewal  of  former  friendship  with 
gratification ;  and  the  vulture  crew,  who  had  had  so  mercilessly  preyed 
upon  me  in  the  unguarded  days  of  my  former  prosperity^  believing  me  to 
be  the  same  weak  fool  that  they  had  plundered  before,  eagerly  flocked  to 
the  quarry,  little  recking  of  my  object  and  the  plans  I  had  prepared. 
I  was  wedthy ;  but  what  was  wealth  to  me  but  as  a  powerful  agent  to 
carry  out  my  designs.  I  will  not  dwell  upon  all  which  1  have  eflEected 
by  means  of  that  wealth,  nor  enter  into  the  particulars  of  the  unwearying 
energy  which,  foiled  however  ofiten,  returned  again  and  again  to  mi 
pursuit,  until  the  object  was  accomplished.  Others  besides  myself  have 
lived  to  curse  the  hour  which  gave  them  birth,  and  I  have,  ay,  gloated 
with  a  devil's  pleasure  over  the  wreck  on  the  ree£s  of  despair  of  more 
than  one  who  had  contributed  to  my  own  downfal,  when  I  knew  foul 
play  and  ingratitude  but  by  name. 

*^  One  of  my  cormorant  friends,  who  had  shared  largely  in  the  spoil  in 
the  dark  hour  of  my  adversity,  had  been  fiendish  enough  to  taunt  me 
with  my  ruin ;  nay,  more,  in  return  for  my  once  taxing  him,  when  heated 
by  wine,  with  making  his  friendship  for  me  but  subservient  to  another 
object,  he  had  endeavoured  to  cast  the  stain  of  dishonour  upon  my  name. 
He,  too,  sought  me  again  with  the  rest ;  and,  in  my  impetuosity,  I  met 
his  proffered  embrace  with  the  deadliest  insult.  He  demanded  satis- 
faction, and  had  it.  We  met ;  and  I  know  not  that  I  ever  felt  the  spirit 
of  evil  so  strong  within  me,  as  when  I  stood  within  twelve  paces  from 
my  opponent  widi  an  instrument  of  death  in  my  hand.  He  was  deceived 
as  to  my  skill ;  I  had  practised  long  and  secretly,  and  at  the  first  fire  he 
fell  dead  on  the  sward. 

*^  There  was  another  for  whom  I  had  waited  long, — ay,  till  montbs 
had  stolen  into  years.  It  was  he  who  had  prompted  me  to  add  villany  to 
my  folly,  having  suggested,  in  his  devilish  ingenuity*  the  stratagem  by 
which  1  became  possessed  of  the  funds  forming  my  mother's  annuitv. 
He  had  indeed  been  a  viper ;  one  I  had  sheltered  to  sting  me.  Cold- 
blooded also  was  he  in  his  villany ;  for,  in  the  midst  of  my  ruin  and  my 
illness,  he  had  refrised  to  see  me,  although  under  the  mask  of  friendship 
he  had  lured  me  to  London,  and  introduced  me  to  the  gang  of  plunderers 
with  which  he  was  connected.  He  was  my  dearest  enemy.  I  had  marked 
him  for  my  victim;  and,  after  long  watching  for  my  chance  with  un- 
wearying vigilance,  never  was  bird  more  artfully  snared  by  the  hands  of 
the  rowler.  With  him  I  had  resumed  the  outward  semblance  of  former 
friendship,  and  affected  to  believe  his  protestations  of  the  sincerity  of  his 
esteem  for  me,  and  the  equity  of  his  former  conduct  He  was  glad  to 
perceive,  as  he  flattered  himself,  that  I  was  as  manageable,  as  trusdng^ 
and  as  blind  as  ever ;  and  becoming,  after  the  renewal  of  our  companion- 
ship, somewhat  reduced  in  circumstances,  he  calculated  in  emergencies  on 
me  for  pecuniary  assistance.  And  this,  frt>m  time  to  time,  I  granted. 
It  was  then  he  became  affianced  to  a  fiedr  girl,  with  whose  dowry  he 
intended  to  restore  his  fallen  fortunes ;  and  to  her  he  was  known  but  as  a 
gentleman  of  aflluent  circumstances,  and  as  a  man  of  honour.  Enough, 
that  the  day  which  should  have  witnessed  his  marria^  beheld  him  the 
inmate  of  a  prison,  not  only  a  ruined,  but  a  disgraced  gamester ;  for,  in 
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addidon  to  the  sums  he  was  indehted  to  me,  I  had  laid  a  snare  affordiog 
liim  every  facility,  and  he  had  forged  my  name.  To  c'loat  over  the  fuU 
measure  of  my  vengeance,  my  last  yictim,  I  proceeded  to  his  prison  to 
triumph  over  him  ;  but  in  this  I  was  disappointed,  for,  curse  him,  I  found 
only  a  corpse,  with  the  throat  cut  horn  ear  to  ear ;  his  own  hand  had  done 
the  deed  which  robbed  me  of  a  part  of  my  revenge." 

The  stranger,  who,  towards  the  conclusion  of  his  history,  had  become 
much  excited,  after  the  last  sentence  poured  forth  a  rhapsody  of  words,  in 
which  were  mingled  imprecations  fearful  to  listen  to.  I  endeavoured  to 
allay  the  excitement  wmch  I  perceived  was  rapidly  mastering  him ;  but 
my  eflforts  were  vain.  He  seemed  to  become  unconscious  of  my  pre- 
sence, his  eyes  wildly  glaring,  his  countenance  horribly  distorted,  and,  as 
I  before  had  beheld  him,  he  sank  on  the  floor  exhausted  by  his  maniac- 
like ravings. 

I  immediately  rang  the  bell ;  the  waiter  came,  and,  together,  we  bore 
faim  to  a  sofa  which  was  in  the  room.  He  was  much  longer  in  recovering 
than  from  the  attack  which  I  had  witnessed  at  the  Devil's  Bridge ;  and 
when  he  was  sufficiently  composed,  I  recommended  his  immediately 
retiring  to  rest  Looking  at  my  watch,  and  perceiving  that  it  was  past 
midnight,  I  extended  my  hand  to  bid  him  g^od  night. 

**  Stay,"  said  the  stranger ;  "  I  have  something  that  I  wish  to " 

He  paused,  and  then,  giving  me  his  hand,  added,  "  No  matter ;  good 
night," 

I  was  leaving  the  room,  when  his  voice  again  called  on  me  to  return. 
I  stood  once  more  by  his  side.  He  appeared  to  be  hesitating  and 
debating  within  himseff  on  some  imdecided  course  of  action,  resting  his 
eyes  upon  me  the  while  with  an  expression  of  misery  and  suffering  in  his 
soil  handsome  though  careworn  features,  that  would  have  awakened  a 
pang  of  pity  in  the  breast  of  a  savage.  After  a  long,  and  to  me  painful, 
pause,  during  which  he  seemed  to  have  decided  against  acting  up  to  the 
motiye  which  had  induced  him  to  call  me  back,  he  again  extended  his 
hand  to  me^  and  said, 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  company.    Once  more,  good  night ;  good-by." 

His  hand  shook  in  mine  as  I  held  it,  and  the  expression  of  his  eyes,  as 
we  parted,  I  shall  never  forget.  I  quitted  the  room,  and  never  saw  him 
agam« 

I  learned  the  following  morning  that  he  had  left  by  the  Cheltenham 
mail ;  and,  in  a  few  days  afterwards,  I  saw  a  report  in  the  papers  of  the 

death,  by  his  own  hand,  in  a  fit  of  temporary  insanity,  of ,  a 

member  of  one  of  the  oldest  fEunilies  in shire,  and  the  last  of  his  race. 

From  circumstances  related  connected  with  the  death  so  announced,  I 
had  hut  Uttle  room  to  doubt  that  the  self-destroyer  was  my  late  compa- 
nion of  the  beach,  "  My  Strange  Acquaintance  of  the  Dem's  Bridge." 
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THE     COURT-MARTIAL. 

BY   MRS.   EDWARD   THOMAS. 

Iw  Two  Parts. — ^Part  IL 

Chafter  nL 

On  regaining  the  miserable  little  suburban  inn,  at  winch  they  bad 
taken  up  their  temporary  abode  on  their  airival  at  Plymouth  in  the 
morning,  Mrs.  Thornton,  in  answer  to  her  inquiries  respecting  him,  wai 
informed  by  the  potboy,  who  acted  in  the  capacity  of  waiter  to  tho 
casual  visitors  as  well,  that  the  gentleman  was  still  in  the  small  back 
parlour  where  she  had  lefib  him ;  that  he  had  not  been  out  during  tb 
whole  of  the  day;  and  that  he  had  ordered  nothing. 

On  entering  the  said  room,  followed  by  her  relactant  son,  she  finiod 
her  husband  pacing  rapidly  up  and  down  the  very  limited  qpace^  as  wai 
his  wont  when  uncbr  any  peculiar  agitation  or  excitement  There  wai 
no  signs  of  fire  in  the  ooat-black  grate,  although  the  weather  was  most 
intensely  severe;  nor  did  it  appear,  £rom  the  bare  and  freshly  soouied 
deal  table,  that  he  had  had  any  refreshment.  Still,  his  looks  were  too 
sullen  and  repulsive  £ot  her  to  dare  to  question  how  he  had  passed  those 
long  and  lonely  hours,  uncheered  by  the  genial  warmth  of  a  fire^  unsi»> 
tained  U  the  £Dod  whkb  craiing  nature  dmiaaded,  in  its  dDkm^ 
ruminations. 

He  did  not  betray  the  slightest  token  of  recog^tion ;  he  did  not  oAr 
the  slightest  salutation  of  welcome,  either  to  his  wife  or  aoo»  after  the 
weariful,  the  woeful  day  they  had  both  spent,  nor  did  he  ask  one  sing^  wofd 
of  information,  as  to  the  result  of  that  important  day,  of  them.  As  thej 
seated  themselves  silently  near  each  other,  he  judged,  by  the  pallid  and 
tear-stained  countenance  of  the  one,  the  shame  and  dejectioa  of  the 
other,  and  more  than  aU,  by  the  suit  of  plain  clothes  in  which  Biditrd 
was  dressed,  that  the  journey  had  provea  a  fruitless  one :  his  wife  had 
&iled  in  her  attempts  to  save  her  son,  the  money  obtained  with  so  much 
difficulty  expended  be  worse  than  noufi;ht,  and  that  another  heavy  ineom- 
hrance  was  thrown  upon  his  hands,  in  toe  disgraced  and  luinfid  fine  gentk- 
man  he  then  beheld. 

AlthoQff h  in  the  chill  grey  light  of  a  dreary  winter  bRoboooo,  whid 
adds  an  umost  death-like  hue  to  the  &ce  of  misery  and  deqpaii^  he  con- 
templated those  of  the  two  bein^s^  which  ought  to  have  been  m>  dear  t» 
him,  more  wan  than  death  itseu;  still,  still  more  firmhr  did  ha  set  hb 
closely- compressed  and  colourless  Ups,  as  if  to  prison,  within  their  sternlv- 
locked  portals,  the  partial  sympathy  which  their  evident  sufferings  nught 
awaken  in  a  bosom  predetermmed  not  to  be  melted  by  compassion,  aod 
continued  his  harassing  and  nervous  walk,  as  if  they  had  not  been  prs- 
sent,  either  to  be  pained  by  his  taciturnity,  or  annoyed  by  his  restlessnes. 
At  len&ih,  however,  stoppmg  with  an  abrupt  and  startling  eneigy  before 
Richard,  as  if  he  had  been  lashing  up  his  feelings  to  a  rode  and  violent 
attack  on  him,  he  said,  in  a  dry,  haid  tone, 
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"  Well,  ar,  wiiat  do  joa  intend  to  do  nest?  Of  course  your  mother 
told  you  that  there  are  seven  little  moutfaB  at  home  which  I  must  fill 
hj  my  daily  shMrery." 

**  Father,  do  not  fear;  I  will  not  incroapo  that  davery,  buty  if  possible, 
gieatly  diminish  it  by  my  awn.'' 

« li)w,  p»j^?" 

**  By  obtaining  some  hicratiTe  em^yment.'* 

^'  You!  Why,  who  do  you  ima|pae  would  be  idiot  enough  to  give 
laeratiTe  employment,  or  eye&  employment  for  nothing,  to  a  puUidy 
Jenonnced  drunkard  ?^ 

This  giossness,  this  illiberality  was  too  much,  even  from  a  justly-in* 
eapoad  fiither,  for  the  already  oyerwrought  feelings  of  the  wretched  young 
Buuiyaad,  bounding  from  his  seat  as  if  shot,  while  every  fibre  of  his  frame 
shook  with  the  oonTulsiye  agony  of  a  cruelly-wounded  spirit,  he  rushed 
out  of  the  room,  lest  he  might  say  that  in  a  moment  of  deeply-stung 
paaBjon,  the  iHtersnoe  of  which  he  might  ever  after  deplore. 

"  O  David !"  exclaimed  the  distracted  mother,  bursting  into  tear% 
aad  elas|HDg  her  hands  together  in  the  wildest  ecstasy  of  contending 
emotions — ^  O  David !  have  you  no  mercy  fiur  the  poor  ix)y?  How  can 
joa  be  so  uttezly  relentless  towards  him  at  such  a  time  r  Good  God| 
joor  unkindntess  is  enough  to  drive  him  to  deroecatioiu" 

**  Samueh  the  better;  then  you  might  feel  disposed  to  take  an  interest 
m  those  who  more  deserve  your  affieetioB.'' 

^'  I  do  k>¥e  all  alike;  I  protest  I  do ;  but  the  fastest  bleeding  wound 
ahoold  be  the  quickest  stanched.  And,  Heaveu  knows,  his  is  sufficiently 
Ireflh  to  require  the  promptest  assistance.  I  did  think,  I  did  hope,  that 
WML  abcs  Diivid,  would  aid  me  in  allaying  its  smartings ;  its  throbbings ; 
its  acute  tortures.  Remember,  my  husband— oh!  pray  remember— how 
■MMiHue  is  the  mind  of  youth ;  how  keenly  alive  it  is  to  all  the  finer 
fosceptibilities  of  humanity;  how  easily  it  is  elevated  by  hope;  how 
Msily  depressed  by  disappointment;  how  quick  the  sense  of  shame; 
ham  Yivacious  the  sentiment  of  gratitude ;  how  strong  its  trust  in  others; 
Ikiw  dependent  its  tenderness;  how  reliant  its  faith.  Let  us  then 
soothe— -only  soothe  diat  dehcately-censtracted  mind  just  for  the  present, 
avf  dear  husband,  lest  we  overthrow  the  glorious  fabric  of  reason,  and 
then  hflsie  to  sit  amongst  its  ruins,  desolate  and  unpitied; — let  us  en- 
dsftfoos  to  second  that  Providence  who  never  yet  allowed  the  son  of 
dbe  rtghtsous  man  tQ  perish^.  Yoa  would  be  the  very  last,  David,  to  fixr- 
l^ie  yMHssel^  should  anydisng  of  a  more  awful  natmw  occur  to  distress 
Wk  for  hioi ;;  and  the  more  puticularly,  if  you  oould^  erven  only  remotely, 
accuse  yourself  as  occadomng  the  despair  which  we  should  both  so  eter- 
nally deplore,  with  all  your  affeeted  stoicism,  your  pretended  Roman 
•bduraey.  Let  me  hasten  to  the  poev  boy  in  your  name ;  let  me  be 
tha  beam  of  a  kind  message  from  yon  t»  him ;  let  us  draw  him  nearer 
to  our  hearts  by  the  bon£i  of  misfortune ;  let  us  reason  together  vrith 
lum,  as  fidend  tnth  friend;  and  see  what  a&etioa  can  devise,  hope 
suggest,  and  confidence  sealise  in  hia  bdialL  Do,  my  dear  David,  dio! 
Ton  know  not  tlie  happiness  you  deny  yoecseL^  the  wrong  yon  do  to 
joor  bettsc  nature,  in  thos  shutting  the-  door  of  your  heart's  love 
against  the  sorrowing  child  who  is  not  yet  eriminal,  but  who  may  soon 
haoonaa  so  thiou^  jeir  infiegihility^    Let  us  ooasecrate  thia  night  to 
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the  unrestrained  outpourings  of  the  holiest  of  all  earthly  affections ;  let 
us  mutually  confer,  mutuidly  advise,  mutuaUy  strengthen  our  son  in  this 
his  first  great  trial — a  trial  that  comes  clouded  with  dishonour ;  let  ui 
disperse  that  cloud,  and  hid  the  sun  of  youthful  enterprise  again  iirt- 
diate  his  onward  path.  Let  us  feel,  and  make  him  feel  that  the 
really  upright  need  not  despond,  even  amidst  the  most  serious  Tisitations; 
for  that  though  weeping  may  endure  for  a  night,  still  joy  cometh  in  the 
morning ;  the  joy  that  fadeth  not  away;  the  joy  which  will,  if  we  succeed 
in  snatching  this  dear  one  from  meditated  infamy,  shed  its  soft  reful- 
gence over  the  humble  but  yet  sanctified  graves  of  the  parents,  sleeptne 
well  after  their  work  was  accomplished;  whom  he  will  come  to  seek  and 
thank  for  their  timely  rescue,  in  the  fulness  of  his  own  honourable  age. 
May  I  go  to  him,  then,  my  beloved  husband  ?  May  I  go  to  our  stricken 
son,  and  speak  encouragingly  to  him  in  his  father's  name  ?" 

"  You  may  do  as  you  please." 

Elated  with  this  even  uncordial  permission,  Mrs.  Thornton  flew  up- 
stairs to  the  garret,  where  she  imagined  her  son  was. 

She  found  him  seated  by  a  small  table,  on  which  lay  his  sword ;  the 
other  articles  of  a  lieutenant's  full  and  handsome  naval  uniform  were  on 
the  bed;  while  the  remainder  of  his  things  were  scattered  about  on  the 
floor ;  for  all  he  had  left  on  board  the  vessel  fix>m  which  he  had  been  so 
ignominiously  discharged  had  been  sent  on  shore,  with  an  exactitude 
which  proved  that  he  was  not  expected  to  visit  it  again. 

His  mother  perceived  by  the  light  of  the  candle,  which  was  reflected 
full  on  his  face,  that  Richard  had  been  weeping  violently ;  perhaps  over 
the  departed  glory  of  that  very  sword ;  and,  at  the  affecting  idea  of  his 
blighted  ambition,  the  tears  sprang  into  her  own  eyes,  and  clasping  him 
to  her  bosom,  she  sobbed  out, 

*'  My  precious  boy,  my  adored  Richard,  bear  up,  for  the  sake  of  your 
mother. 

^'  I  will — I  intend,"  he  replied,  returning  her  embrace  with  the  greatest 
fervour ;  "  I  should  deem  myself  indeed  unfit  to  live,  if  ever  I  did  aught 
again  to  aggravate  your  many  sorrows — if  ever,  for  a  single  instant,  Iror- 
got  what  I  owe  you,  what  a  mother  I  have  had." 

^'  And  will  have,  my  darling;  and  will  have,  till  the  warmth  of  this 
fond  heart  is  chilled  by  death.  Oh  !  my  Richsj^  would  I  could  do  more 
for  you,  for  all  of  you ;  but,  alas  I  I  am  but  a  powerless,  poverty-strickea 
woman.  Yet,  God  pardon  me  for  murmuring,  when  I  have  actually  the 
felicity  of  seeing  you  before  my  eyes;  of  feeling  your  dear  arms  round 
my  neck  ;  you,  whom  I  might  have  lost  in  battle  I  how  should  I  have 
mourned  then?^ 

«*  What  I  more  so  than  for  my  disgrace?" 

''  A  thousand  times.  Your  disgrace^  as  you  harshly  term  it,  I  look  upon 
as  the  merest  act  of  boyish  indiscretion;  one,  far  too  heavily,  too  nojustlj 
punished." 

"  But,  my  father — my  father !  he  regards  it  as  the  most  cximinal  cf 
transgressions — he  will  never  forgive  it,  never  palliate  it." 

"  Yes,  he  will.     He  already  repents  of  his  severity." 

"  And  well  he  may,  mother, — and  well  he  may,  although  he  is  my 
father,  and  I  have  nven  great  provocation  to  anger ;  yet,  oh  mother!  to 
be  reproached  like  tne  veriest  felon — ^to  be  cast  forth  as  the  utterest  re- 
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probate — to  be  shook  off,  as  it  were,  like  a  cankered  blossom,  to  rot  on 
tlie  &ce  of  the  dank  earth — to  be  thrust  out  of  the  pale  of  paternal  affec- 
tioD,  paternal  solicitude,  paternal  holiness — ^to  starve — to  starve — O 
mother!  mother!  not  even  to  wait  for  the  decent  excuse  of  my  importu- 
nity, ere  he  condemned  me  to  destitution,  ere  he  refused  to  rob  my 
brothers  and  sisters  for  me,  ere  he  left  me  to  banquet  on  the  prodigal's 
Aacjuftf,  as  the  proper  reward  of  my  profligacy  and  intemperance — was 
moat  cruel.  He  might  have  delayed  to  exhibit  such  austerity  until  he 
saw  the  result  of  this  moming*s  fearful  sentence  on  the  agg^eved  mind  of 
Ilia  son ;  whether  it  simk  him  to  despair,  or  restrung  him  for  more  deter- 
mined exertion,  he  might  have  paused  ere  his  hand  launched  the  arrow 
which  pierced  the  deepest,  the  surest,  the  deadliest 

^  I  kuow  how  much  he  has  had  to  sour  his  temper,  what  struggles  to 
contend  with,  what  constant  disappointments  to  endure.  I  know  how 
hard  it  is  for  a  man  to  witness  the  silent  uncomplaining  sufferings  of  those 
around  him;  whose  wants,  although  mute,  cry  aloud  in  the  wan  cheek, 
the  hollow  eye,  the  attenuated  friune,  and  declare  the  secret  ravages  of 
£unine  and  penury,  with  a  voice  of  anguish  which  paralyses  the  energies 
of  the  heart ;  the  famine  and  penury  which  he  cannot  alleviate  I  I  know 
that  he  has  been  a  good  father  to  me  in  many  respects;  Heaven  forbid 
that  I  should  ever  lose  sight  of  what  he  has  done  for  me;  but,  mother, 
hia  upbraidings  at  such  a  time  did  almost  cancel  the  sense  of  filial  obliga- 
tion— did  quite  cut  me  to  the  soul's  quick  1" 

'^  His  conduct  was  most  unfeeling,  I  admit;  yet,  Richard,  I  am  much 
mistaken  if  your  father  has  not  suffered  the  most  poignantly  from  those 
ill-timed  upbraidings.  The  shame  of  poverty,  the  mortifications  of  pride, 
and  the  invariable  defeat  of  the  most  pnuseworthy,  the  most  legitimate 
endeavours  to  conquer  outrageous  fortune,  affect  the  human  mind 
Tariouslv.  Some  bow  at  once  to  the  dispensations  of  Providence,  with  a 
submission  soothing  to  themselves  and  pleasing  to  the  Almighty.  Others 
yield  to  a  hopeless  moodiness,  which  discourages  from  all  further  efforts  ; 
and  others  contend  to  the  last,  fighting  foot  to  foot  with  destiny,  and 
strugghng  to  maintain  the  unequal  combat,  with  every  one  against  them, 
and  even  the  plaudits  of  self-gratulation ;  and  of  such  is  your  father ; 
therefore  you  must  rather  pity  than  blame  him,  for,  in  wounding  others, 
he  is  still  struck  by  the  I'epercussion  of  the  instrument  he  points  at  their 
bosoms." 

<*  Mother,  I  do  pity  him;  nay,  more,  I  am  even  grateful,  in  a  measure, 
for  his  unkindness;  for,  although  it  did  appear  literally  to  rend  the  skin 
from  my  heart  at  first,  it  has  acted  salutarily  on  it  since — most  salutarily. 
When  the  bark  is  wounded,  the  tender  sapling  perishes ;  but  when  the 
heart  of  man  is  excoriated  by  the  hand  of  adversity,  it  seems  strengthened 
and  invigorated." 

^*  Oh !  my  Richard,  how  do  those  words  diffuse  comfort  on  that  of  your 
mother.  I  will  not  deny  that  it  has  palpitated,  even  up  to  this  moment, 
with  a  defineless,  but  yet  most  appalling  dread  of  your  making  some 
desperate  attempt  to  release  yourself  from  your  present  overwhelming 
siisery." 

^  You  mean  self-destruction,  mother  ?  More  than  once  have  I  thought 
of  it  within  the  last  four-and-twenty  most  eventful  hours — more  than 
once.     I  thought  of  it  when  I  stood  as  a  criminal  before  those  relentless 
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men — ^I  thoaght  of  it  when  jou  lay  insensible  on  this  adnng  breast — ad 
1  thougbt  of  it  when,  in  an  agonj  of  emotion,  I  famrried  firom  a  hAe^n 
direful  scowl  of  reprehension.  Yes!  twice  nnce  I  haye  been  in  ^taa  ob* 
scure  spot  have  I  taonght  of  it — twice  have  I  stretched  for^  this  hand  to 
reach  that  sword,  mother,  on  which  your  eye  so  misriWngly  gsaes,  to 
terminate  all  future  shame,  sorrow,  and  remorse;  hot  tne  manEer  deter- 
mination to  rise  above  despair — ^  holier  resolution  not  to  provcdce  ever- 
lasting anguish  and  pain — the  redeeming  memory  of  the  last  prayer  I 
heard  from  those  venerated  lips  ere  I  set  saSl  on  Uie  wide  sea  of  teimyta- 
tion,  'May  he  never  &U  from  Thee^  O  God!  may  he  never  fall  nora 
Thee  P — and  the  consciousness  which  elevates  and  ennobles,  even  yiYSist  it 
wrings  the  heart ;  that  from  the  very  bud  of  youthful  foQy  mi^  spni^ 
the  fruit  of  sound  and  vigorous  virtue  in  maturity,  if  a  man,  sekooled 
by  experience  and  attempered  by  chastisement,  is  resolved  never  to  eon- 
vert  that  inconsiderate  folly  into  deliberate  crime — Whence  I  sconi  and 
repudiate  the  cowardly  escape  which  suicide  offers  for  temporary  nnsfer- 
tunes ;  hence  I  despise  and  forswear  the  evil  suggestions  of  a  casual  and 
enervating  depression  of  the  mind ;  yet  not  with  an  audacious  contempt, 
revolting  alike  to  God  and  man,  but  with  a  thankfrd  and  subduing 
triumph  that  humiliates  the  conscience  which  approves.** 

''My  precious  Richard!  how  do  those  sentiments  assure  me  t^nt  yon 
are  not  mrsaken  of  Him  who,  while  you  still  foster  such,  wQi  bemnd 
you?" 

^  I  know  it — I  know  it  I  Mother,  do  not  deem  me  either  a  visionaiy 
or  an  enthusiast;  but  I  feel  that  stirring  within  me  which  teSs  me  iliat 
I  shall  be  victorious  over  this  first  stroke  of  adverse  fortune ;  that  I  shaH 
not  only  surmount  this,  but  every  other  ground-swell  on  which  my  bask 
of  life  will  in  future  be,  perhaps,  rudely  tossed,  but  not  submerged — no! 
not  submerged,  for  I  shadl  land,  at  last,  in  a  calm  and  simny  haven,  with 
aU  I  love  around  me. 

' ''  The  gauntlet  is  thrown  down,  mother,  the  challenge  is  proclumed,  the 
lists  prepared,  and  I  feel  like  a  young  athlete  braced  and  breathed  for  tlie 
tremendous  struggle — ^nerved  to  die  highest  pitch  of  resc^ution  to  wvestfe 
with  destiny,  and  to  overcome  it !  Oh,  the  innate,  the  strong  self-rriianee^ 
the  firmly  abiding  power  of  youth!  what  can  subdue  it,  what  oonqner 
it?  Now,  for  the  first  time,  1  feel  throvm  entirely  on  my  own  reeourees, 
to  buffet  with  the  waves  of  the  unfathomed  ocean  of  Time,  without  pBot 
and  without  chart ;  yet  I  turn  not  away  from  the  trial,  nor  fear  snip- 
wreck  from  the  attempt ;  I  feel  able  to  dare  all,  and  to  succeed  in  all-- 
to  win  Fortune  in  despite  of  herself^  and  make  her  the  anchor  of  the 
vessel  which  bears  me  safely  and  exulttngly  into  the  harbour  of  peace.'' 

''  Ah !  my  dear  boy,  that  is  a  beautifiil  unage,  but  how  is  it  to  become 
a  reality  T* 

**  By  labour;  mother,  by  perseverance;  by  dipping  my  pencil  into  the 
Iris-hues  of  hope ;  by  trusting  to  the  rainbow,  a  divine  hand  set  in  ihe 
heavens  to  assure  man  that  the  waters  should  no  more  overwhdm  him! 
In  the  regular  service,  as  it  is  called,  I  grant,  there  is  h^her  no^  and 
more  dignity,  but  it  is  less  adventurous  than  the  merchant,  the  one  I  meio 
to  try.  In  the  former,  promotion  and  reward  so  invariably  progress,  are 
so  undeviatingly  observed,  that  if  only  ordinarily  subordinate  and  amen- 
able to  its  laws,  only  commonly  obedient  and  submissive  to  his  superior^ 
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a  jouUi  must  ftttain  6innieTic6 ;  bat  wnen  bo  bss  nouung^  to  tnut  to  but 
bis  own  exertions  to  work  his  way  up  the  steep  and  stippeiy  shrouds,  on 
the  top  of  which  are  seated  that  wealth  and  fiune  after  which  he  is  so 
manfmly  toiling,  how  far,  fiir  greater  is  the  stimabis  to  gain  that  inviting 


^  Ton  are  too  sang^uine,  Richard,  and  I  tremble  for  yoarceitain  disap* 
pointment.  Be  warned  bj  what  yon  have  ahready  sofiered,  mj  dear 
son,  I  entreat  jou,  and  do  not  indulge  in  Tain  ana  improbaUe  expeo* 
tations.^ 

"  Tliey  are  not  Tain,  th^  are  not  improbable,  mother ;  they  are  as 
sore  of  accomplishment,  if  I  live,  as  any  anticipations  can  be,  in  a  world 
subject  to  constant  change  and  ever-recurring  Ticissitude,  for  they  are  tiie 
inspirations  of  the  best,  the  noblest  impulses  of  man's  nature — ^tbe  obla- 
tions of  gratitude  to  the  shrine  of  benevolence.  But  read  this  letter,"  he, 
haTii^  taken  one  from  off  the  bed,  added;  " read  this  letter,  motiier;  it 
came  with  that  once  too  proudly  Talued  insignia  of  boyish  ambition — ^the 
sword,  whose  lustre  I  have  since  so  tarnished." 

*^  Do  not  keep  dwelling  on  that  one  painfnl  point  in  your  young  life's 
history,  my  darling.  The  lustre  of  that  sword  is  only  transientiy 
dimmed.  You  may,  and  you  will^  shed  on  it  the  glorious  refulgence  of  a 
still  more  enduring  radiance,  if  you  only  choose,  Richard,  to  pursue  the 
brilliant  path  of  honour  and  honesty  in  which  you  commenced  your  career 
—only  continue  to  be  that  which  you  have  hitherto  been,  the  hope  and 
joy  of  your  mother's  heart,  so  that  she  may  pray  for  your  future  prospe* 
xi^,  Tfithout  shaming  the  angels  by  demandmg  that  m>m  Heaven  which 
will  rather  provoke  its  anger  against  you  than  win  its  approbation,  were 
you  no  longer  worthy  of  divine  assistance." 

**  Do,  pray,  read  the  letter,  mother ;  you  will  there  see  the  steady  {»in- 
ciples  which  did  actuate  your  son  up  to  this  calamitous  moment.  You 
wiU  there  see  if  my  one  deviation  from  them  is  likely  to  be  permanent* 
Ton  win  there  see  that,  young  as  I  am,  I  cultivated  the  kindred  feeline 
which  draws  man  to  man ;  wat.  in  hct,  when  in  my  power,  I  served 
Aose  who,  in  return,  are  now  willing  to  serve  me ;  that  the  bread  I  cast 
npon  the  waters  is  found  after  many  days." 

Mrs.  Thornton,  after  kissing  his  clear,  candid  brow,  and  blessing  him 
from  the  deepest  depth  of  her  soul,  opened  the  letter,  and  read  the  follow- 
ing generous  effusion :— - 

**  Mt  dsab  Thornton, — My  ftither  came  on  board  this  afternoon  to 
see  me,  as  soon  as  the  result  or  the  court-martial  was  known,  in  such  a 
state  of  hilarity,  that  I  told  him  plainly  such  an  exhibition  of  mirth  was 
not  only  highly  indecorous  and  unbecoming  in  a  person  of  his  years,  but 
also  exceedingly  unfeeling  and  out  of  place,  and  that  he  must  either  quit 
die  ship  instantly,  or  endeavour  to  conceal  it ;  for  that  every  one  in  it 
besides,  without  an  exception,  was  bitterly  lamenting  the  harsh  and  unex- 
pected sentence  just  pronounced  upon  you. 

** '  That  is  it,  he  replied  to  my  reproof;  *  that  is  it  whidi  makes  me  so 
riad ;  not  absolutely  glad,  either,'  he  continued,  '  because  I  fear  Mr. 
Tbcunton  will  feel  it  so  acutely ;  still,  as  fisir  as  I  am  concerned,  I  can  but 
look  upon  that  very  sentence  as  a  special  interference  of  Providence,  as 
however  else  should  I  have  had  it  m  my  power  to  evince  the  gratitude 
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with  which  my  heart  is  actually  hunting  (or  his  kindness  and  humanity 
to  you,  Arthur,  when  you  lay  prostrated  hy  foTer  hr  away  from  your 
home — far  away  from  your  mother's  gentle  soothines?  Oh!  my  son, 
my  dear,  dear  son !  there  is  not  one  single  word  of  the  letter  which  you 
sent  us,  informing  us  of  your  peril,  your  almost  certain  death,  or  his 
wonderful  restoration  from  the  grave,  and  of  his  attentions  to  you,  which 
has  not  heen  kissed  over  and  over  again  by  our  grateful  lips — blotted  by 
our  grateful  tears— clasped  between  our  grateful  hands  as  we  knelt  side 
by  side  in  prayer  for  you !  How  can  a  father  ever  forget  the  generous- 
hearted  youth,  the  mere  boy  who,  regardless  of  fatigue,  indi£Ferent  to 
danger,  nursed  his  child  with  unabating  tenderness  through  a  long  and 
infectious  disease?    How  can  a  father  ever  hope  to  repay  ^uch  noble,  such 

disinterested  conduct?     And  how  can  a  mother  forget *  and  here  he 

became  affectingly  solemn — ^  how  can  a  mother  ever  forget,  that  when 
her  exiled  darling  was  vibrating  between  life  and  death,  the  young  guar- 
dian who  watched  over,  him  did  not  neglect  the  higher  cares  of  the  soul  in 
ministering  to  the  necessities  of  the  body  ?  The  account  of  your  receiv- 
ing the  Sacrament  together  drew  him  to  her  heart,  where  he  is  held  as 
another  son !  Yet  did  we  both  despair  of  having  an  opportunity  of  testi- 
fying our  gratitude  and  admiration  of  him,  when,  as  if  the  yearnings  of 
our  hearts  nad  been  at  last  heard,  this,  to  him  mortifying,  but  to  us  most 
joyful,  event  happened  to  ease  ours! 

'*  ^  Oh  !  if  we  can  only  persuade  the  gallant  young  man  to  view  it  in 
the  same  favourable  light ;  if  he  will  oiUy  believe  that  good  does  occa- 
sionally come  out  of  eiol,  his  fortune  is  made— made  through  me,  God  be 
praised  ! 

^'  *  Write  to  him  then,  Arthur ;  write  to  him  immediately,  and  in  as 
delicate  a  manner  as  you  can ;  propose  to  him  the  command  of  the  vessel 
whose  cargo  I  have  just  completed  the  Daphne ;  you  know  what  a  handy 
little  craft  she  is ;  be  as  eloquent  as  you  are  able,  without  being  offensive; 
persons  who  have  never  known  reverses  have  no  idea  how  sensitive  are 
the  feelings  of  those  who  have — how  jealous  they  are  of  their  wounded 
pride — and  the  best  intentions  are  frequently  defeated  by  a  rude  and 
boisterous  importunity,  the  natural  effects  of  never-flagging  rough  pros- 
peritjw  Be  careful,  then,  how  you  break  the  matter  in  question  to  Mr. 
Thornton;  tell  him  that  I  shall  be  the  only  really  obliged  party  in  the 
transaction,  for  that,  aware  of  his  admirable  sailorship,  I  shaU  be  satisfied 
of  the  safety  of  the  vessel,  and  shall  consequently  benefit  by  his  naudcal 
skill,  no  doubt ;  tell  him,  also,  that  I  leave  the  dusposal  of  its  costly  stores 
entirely  to  his  judgment,  and  that  in  whatever  way  he  may  think  proper 
to  barter  for  our  mutual  advantage,  I  shall  be  perfectly  content,  convinced 
that  he  acts  for  the  best ;  tell  him,  in  fact,  that  I  Iook  upon  him  as  a  man 
of  the  strictest,  the  most  unblemished  integrity;  and  that  I  shall  be  only 
too  happy  if  he  will  honour  me  with  a  simuar  opinion ;  tell  ium,  as  a 
final  inducement  to  influence  his  sensibility,  that  the  peace  of  your  mother's 
declining  life  and  mine  depends  on  his  thus  allowmg  us  to  relieve  our 
bosoms  of  die  overpowering  weight  of  obligation  now  oppressing  them, 
by  his  condescending  to  accept  ^e  present  humble  proposition.'  So,  yoa 
see,  my  dear  Thornton,  simply  how  the  affair  stands.  I  thought  I  could 
not  do  better  than  state  it  in  my  old  father's  earnest  and  energetic  lan- 
guage.    Will  you  then  confer  the  fiivour  on  him  which  he  so  sincerely 
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solicits  ?  Will  you,  waving  the  dignity  of  your  late  position,  accept  the 
oommand  of  a  less  distinguished  flag  ?  and,  by  so  aoing,  afford  a  fond 
father,  a  pious  mother,  the  gratiBcation  of  showing  their  gratitude  to  one 
who  was  Kind  to  a  son  who,  until  this  day,  did  not  know  how  dear  he 
was  to  those  parents,  how  worthy  they  were  of  that  son's  love,  respect, 
and  veneration.  Do  not  deny  us,  my  dear  firiend,  do  not  deny  us,  my 
almost  brother,  but,  early  to-morrow  morning,  let  me  have  the  more  than 
pleasure  of  embracing  you,  of  introducing  you  to  my  father  and  mother, 
as  the  fixture  brave  commander  of  the  dauntless  Httle  Daphne. 
'^  Awaiting  that  pleasing  moment,  I  am,  my  dear  Thornton, 

"  Yours,  most  faithfully, 

"Abthub  Wakken." 

^^  There,  mother,  there,  my  blessed  mother  !  you  see  your  Richard  is 
not  quite  an  outcast,  not  quite  a  beggar!" 

'^  Oh !  let  us  hasten  to  your  father  with  the  glad  tidings  ;  let  him  at 
once  participate  in  our  joy.  Whilst  he  is  a  stranger  to  it,  I  consider  it 
only  naif  complete.  Come,  Richard,  come!  let  him  feel,  that  the  sun 
which  arose  for  us  in  darkness  this  morning,  is  setting,  indeed,  most  gor- 
geously.    Come,  come,  this  will  reunite  our  hearts  again." 

Fully  sympathising  in  his  mother^s  ardent  impatience,  lUchard  hurried 
down  stairs  aiter  her,  and  entered  the  room  just  as  she  flung  her  arms 
nnmd  her  husband's  neck,  exclaiming,  "  O  David,  our  boy  is  saved — 
our  boy  is  saved !  Come,  and  tell  your  fS&ther  all,"  she  added^  looking  up 
with  an  expression  of  the  most  beaming  delight.  '*  Come,  and  tell  your 
&ther  all." 

This  was  soon  done,  and  when  Mr.  Thornton  heard  in  what  manner 
his  son  had  made  the  friends  who  now  came  forward  to  his  aid,  a  pang 
of  compunction  smote  his  heart,  and,  instantly  obeying  its  spontaneous 
and  atoning  dictates,  he  seized  Richard's  hand,  and  clasping  it  fervently 
between  his  own,  ssdd,  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  emotion,  '^  My  dear 
Mm,  I  did  not  know  your  incomparable  merit;  you  must  forgive  the 
ignorance  which  rendered  me  unjust" 

"  My  dear  father — my  dear  mther — say  not  another  word !  we  have 
both  been  mutually  ignorant  of  each  other's  worth ;  but  this  day  has  been 
%  day  of  real  instruction,  may  we  never  forget  the  lesson  it  has  taught  us. 
May  /  ever  remember,  that  I  have  a  father,  who,  amidst  the  most  awfiil 
privations,  never  sullied  his  soul's  integrity,  and  never  chided  his  son, 
save  when  he  thought  he  had;  and  may  you  remember,  oh,  my  father  I 
ibat  you  have  a  son,  who  will  yet  efface  that  blot  from  the  purity  of  his 
name — a  son  who  will  hereafter  consider  it  his  duty,  next  to  that  which 
be  owes  to  his  Maker,  to  prove  to  the  whole  world  that  he  dare  not  dis- 
honour the  name  of  such  a  father,  without  strenuously  endeavouring  to 
retrieve  its  glory  ;  and  that  that  son  will,  through  the  blessing  of  God, 
yet  become  what  a  mother,  in  the  y*ai^A  of  her  heart,  predicted-— the 
making  of  his  family  J* 
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AN  HISTORICAL  ROKAKCE. 

Chaffee  XXV. — (Coftikued.) 

CoBNBLius  had  by  tkis  time  recovered  from  the  first  shock,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  releattng  himself  from  his  wife's  embraces,  who  clung  to  Um 
as  if  her  arms  were  a  sacred  place  of  shelter  whence  none  could  tear 
him.  He  was  still  pale,  'but  more  composed  than  might  haye  been  ex- 
pected from  the  general  tenor  of  his  character. 

^*  I£f  Lopez,  money  be  an  object  with  you,  as  I  have  ofreii  thought  it  is, 
for  the  sake  of  these,"  said  he,  pointing  to  his  wife  and  daughter, — ''  for 
their  dear  sakes  will  I  buy  safety  of  you  at  a  fair  price.  A  good  moiety 
of  my  wealth  is  yours,  u  you  can  poreserve  the  other  half  and  me  £ur 
these  poor,  affectionate  ones." 

*'  Your  daughter,"  answered  the  Spaniard  proudly,  "  has  oSexei  the 
only  treasure  this  world  cimtains  for  me — the  only  blessing  that  I  covet 
— tne  possession  of  her  £ur  self;  and  yet  it  is  beyond  my  power  to 
grant  Iksr  what  she  exacts  in  return.  I  value  pearls  above  gold,  worthy 
Master  Cornelius  ;  but  were  neither  to  be  obtained  exo^t  in  the  manner 
you  point  out,  I  must  leam  to  live  without  them." 

^'  I  cannot  beliefe  in  this  want  of  power  on  your  part,"  said  Cor- 
nelius ;  '^  but  God's  will  be  done." 

He  drew  a  rosary  from  his  bosom,  and  permitted  a  few  beads  to  giide 
through  his  fingers. 

In  the  mean  time,  Margaret  endeavoured,  in  some  d^pree^  to  tran- 
quillise  her  mother,  whose  vehemence  of  sorrow  knew  no  bounds ;  whilst 
Ohievosa,  with  folded  arms,  gazed  sorrowfully  on  the  group  before  lum. 
As  he  stood  thus,  he  seemed  a  pitying  angel  amongst  mourning  mortals, 
touched  by  their  woe,  though  himself  above  all  sorrow.  Few  who  had 
seen  him  then  could  have  dreamed  how  passion  could  convulse  those 
chiselled  features,  and  swell  that  calm-seeming  breast. 

^'  I  feel  now  more  resigned,"  said  Cornelius^  whose  pious  impulse  all 
had  witnessed  in  silent  respect;  "  more  calm  than  I  could  have  believed 
I  ever  ^ould  be  under  these  trying  circumstances.  But  I  have^  in  fact, 
so  tormented  myself,  for  months,  with  the  dread  of  what  is  now  be&lhng 
me — so  pictured  to  myself,  for  long,  weary  days  and  nights  together,  the 
pangs  of  such  an  hour,  that  I  think  they  are  less  in  reality  than  my 
fimcy  had  depicted  them.  I  thank  you,  Lopex,  for  what  you  have  done 
for  me ; — ^it  was  kind  to  warn,  even  thou^  you  say  you  cannot  save 


me. 


^Believe  me,  my  friend,  I  spoke  but  the  truth.  Even  if  I  were  to 
expose  my  life  never  so  carelessly,  and  yours,  too,  I  could  not  at  this 
juncture  e£fect  an  escape  to  England;  so  perfectly  unprepared  am  I  for 
so  pressing  an  emergency.     It  is  utterly  impossible." 

*'A  later  opportunity  will,  I  am  afraid,  be  late  indeed,"  said  Cor- 
nelius, with  a  faint  smile.  ''  Had  I  but  followed  my  brother's  plans-^ 
believed  his  words — we  should  now  all  stand  free,  united,  and  perhaps 
happy,  though  in  another  land." 
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^^Tesf*  exdimned  Majgaiet — ^free  and  h&^ppyl  Oh,  fkdier!  luid 
yon  but  believed  imcle  Paul,  how  well  had  it  been  tor  m  now  !** 

**  Hiat  is  scarcely  a  kind,  still  less  a  poHtie  speech,**  mnnnnred  her 
mother  in  her  ear. 

Cornelius  sighed  heavilj  as  he  thonght  upon  his  own  folly. 

''  Oh,  Mary  V  he  at  length  said,  *'  if  I  knew  you  both  safe,  under  a 
powerful  protection,  I  could  bear  my  own  fate,  be  it  what  it  may,  with 
reagnadon.    But  what  will  become  of  you  ?     This  thought  troubles  me." 

*'  I  will  follow  you  wherever  you  go,"  said  his  wife,  clasping  his  hand 
in  hers.  ^*  Your  fate  shall  be  mine.  We  have  been  glad  together  in  our 
days  of  happiness,  let  us  weep  together  in  our  hour  of  sorrow.* 

^  And  Margaret?"  said  Comeuus,  severely.  "  Because  her  fiither  is 
taken  firom  her,  is  her  mother  to  leave  her  also  ?*' 

llfistress  van  Meeren  suffered  her  head  to  droop  for  a  moment  on  her 
breast,  then  raising  it  again,  her  eyes  beamed  with  an  expression  of  in- 
effable tenderness  as  she  gazed  upon  her  husband. 

'*  Margaret,"  she  gently  articulated,  ^*  has  many  friends." 

**  I,  too,  will  f(^ow  my  fiather,"  said  Margaret,  seizing  the  disengaged 
hand  of  Cornelius. 

'^Nay,  as  for  that  matter,  we  need  not  be  anuous,  Cornelius,  upon 
her  account.  Let  us  sanction  her  immediate  union  with  Lopez.  She, 
then,  has  a  protects  whom  we  can  at  once  intrust  with  her  person  and 
fortune.  We  can  bear  our  own  mishaps  better  when  we  know  ihat  she 
can  no  longer  be  affected  by  them." 

Cornelius  hesitated. 

''  It  were,''  said  he,  ^  an  unseemly  haste,  and  would  do  us  no  credit" 

^  All  are  now  too  absorbed  in  their  own  concerns  to  think  of  ours," 
persisted  Mistress  van  Meeren.     '^  K  we  had  but  a  few  days  before  us !" 

"No — no!"  exclaimed  Margaret.  "Do  not  repulse  me  from  you 
thus; — what  you  suffer  I  should  and  will  share.  But  if  it  were  not  so^ 
we  have  yet  many  friends  who  could  protect  me  if  you  were  away. 
Uncle  Paul ^" 

'' Ay,  true—had  I  but  believed  him,"  said  the  father,  with  a  profound 
righ.     **  But,  alas !  he  could  not  now  protect  you  long." 

**  Long  enough  to  get  me  to  England,  where  the  Sturgeons  would 
befriend  me,"  said  Margaret 

"  Why  seek  so  far  the  protection,  the  kindness,  the  safety,  you  can  find 
to  near  ?"  said  Chievosa,  reproachfully.     "  Do  you,  then,  hate  me  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  Margaret,  frankly,  gazing  on  him  through  her  tears ; 
**  but  I  mistrust  you.  It  were  easy  for  you,  methinks,  to  revive  my  con- 
fidence. Help  us  in  this  strait  You  often  boasted  of  your  power  to 
do  so." 

**  I  had  firmly  put  my  trust  in  you,"  added  Mistress  van  Meeren. 

*'  I,  too,  have  hoped  much  from  you,  Lopez,"  urged  Cornelius. 

**  I  will  do  my  utmost — risk  life  and  limb  to  serve  you,  when  my 
endeavours  can  be  of  any  avaiL  But  why  all  this  immoderate  grief? 
Why  give  yourselves  up  entirely  to  fear?  Hope  ought  to  lightoi  the 
hour  of  separation,  for  you  have  every  reason  to  hope." 

*^  Hope  and  the  Inquisition,  whether  Spanidi  or  Flemish,  are  not 
synonymous  words,"  said  Cornelius,  desponmngly. 

"  They  were  not  so  formerly,"  said  Chievosa ;  "  but  things  are  raqpidly 
changing.     All  the  committees  instituted  by  the  king  begin  to  kse  their 
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force.  Uato  death  they  certainly  will  not  prosecute  you.  An  act  of 
such  open  aggression  towards  one  who  has  so  many  friends  would  be  too 
imprudent  at  the  present  crisis.  Doubtless,  as  in  so  many  other  cases,  it 
is  your  wealth  that  causes  your  arrest.  It  is  too  great  a  temptadon  to 
be  withstood,  and  to  confiscate  it  is  their  aim.  You  are  too  inoffensive 
for  them  to  take  your  life." 

'^  It  is  Paul,  your  beloved  uncle,  who  has  brought  all  this  upon  us,*' 
said  Mistress  van  Meeren,  indignantly,  to  her  daughter.  '^  Had  he  not 
lived  under  our  roof  so  many  years,  what  pretext  could  they  have  had  for 
this  proceeding." 

''It  is  too  late,''  said  Cornelius,  "to  regret  any  portion  of  the  past; 
but  Lopez  shows  sense  in  speaking  of  the  future.  There  is  comfort  in 
listening  to  him." 

''  Your  Hfe,  I  repeat,  can  be  of  no  value  to  them ;  it  is  not  that  they 
seek,  for  they  have  no  reason  to  fear  you.  But  let  the  worst  threaten ;  a 
timely  application  to  the  regent  or  other  powers — in  short,  you  will  find 
in  me  a  friend,  in  spite  of  your  suspicions.  All  you  have  to  dread  is, 
therefore,  a  wearisome  confinement,  a  disagreeable  trial,  more  awful  in 
its  form  than  in  its  results,  and  a  confiscation  which  you  can  easily  evade 
if  you  choose." 

"  True ;  most  true !  Absorbed  in  other  fears,  I  forgot — I  overlooked," 
said  the  anxious  £Either,  "  that  a  few  days — what  do  I  say  ?  a  few  hours, 
perhaps — ^may  deprive  my  Margaret  of  house  and  g^ods ;  and,  but  for  my 
own  timely  foresight,  she  might  even  have  been  leduced  to  beggary." 

''  Listen  to  me,*'  said  Chievosa,  ''  and  I  will  prove  that,  though  sus- 
pected by  you,  wronged  and  maligned  by  others;  though  a  Spaniard 
among  Flemings — in  short,  I  can  be  a  true  friend.  I  wUl  point  out  to 
you  how  to  save,  not  only  your  fortune,  but  your  life,  should  it  be  in  the 
slightest  jeopardy,  and  that  at  the  cost  of  my  own  safety,  for  they  wiU 
g^ess  whence  the  advice  could  alone  proceed." 

''  One  part  of  my  property,"  said  Cornelius,  *'  and  a  large  one,  is  safe 
with  Master  Nicholas  Rondinelli,  in  Florence.  On  that  Margaret  can 
always  depend ;  and  my  brother  has  long  since  placed  as  much,  if  not 
more,  in  the  hands  of  our  trusty  friends  in  England ;  so  that,  happen 
what  will,  she  never  can  be  portionless." 

"  You  may  save  all — everything  you  have,"  said  Chievosa.  '*  I  knew 
before  of  these  sums  placed  abroad ;  but  I  know  also  of  a  certain  cabinet 
in  this  house.  Start  not,  good  Master  Cornelius;  you  will  see  that  I 
have  bad  none  but  good  intentions  in  surprising  your  secrets.  Tlus 
mysterious  closet  has  been  talked  of  by  many,  depend  upon  it.  The 
inquisitors  will  have  no  trouble  in  finding  out,  nor  scruple  in  despoiling  it 
of  its  hidden  contents.  They  are  too  accustomed  to  that  sort  of  work  not 
to  discover  whatever  the  arras,  or  even  the  bare  wall,  may  conceal. 
Even  the  very  flooring  will  be  closely  examined.  They  have  visited 
similar  closets  too  often,  and  have  derived  too  much  benefit  from  them  to 
be  novices  as  to  their  ways  and  means.  Bury  your  treasures  somewhoe ; 
not  behind  your  house  altar,  or  behind  your  bed ;  these  will  be  strictly 
searched — perhaps  knocked  to  pieces.  Nor  seek  to  conceal  any  object  of 
price  in  your  garments.  Ratner  bury  everything  you  value  in  your 
cellars ;  or,  better  stiU,  in  those  of  a  neighbour,  if  you  can  get  at  them.*^ 

"  You  seem  very  fruooiliar  with  the  ways  of  the  Inquisition,"  "^'^ 
Margaret. 
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"  I  am.  What  Spaniard  is  not  ?  But  do  you  belieye  that  guilt  is 
inseparable  from  such  knowledge  ?**  said  Chievosa,  with  emphasis,  and  a 
look  of  so  much  meaning  that  the  remembrance  of  some  few  words  which 
had  escaped  Father  Eustace  in  their  last  interview  caused  Margaret's 
eyelids  to  droop  before  it 

''  I  know  of  what  I  think  might  prove  a  good  place  of  concealment^ 
said  Cornelius.  '*  My  cellars  communicate  with  those  of  a  neighbour, 
who,  wiser  than  myself,  has  long  since  betaken  himself  to  a  place  of 
refuge.  His  house  no  one  as  yet  has  chosen  to  claim,  as  he  has  g^ven 
out  that  his  departure  was  merely  on  account  of  basiness  which  might 
detain  him  some  time;  but  I  know  well  he  will  not  return.  He  has 
extensive  cellars,  where  I  might  bury  what  I  please ;  and,  by  con^aling 
well  the  communication,  which  were  easy,  perhaps  those  demons  of 
afarice — I  mean  the  inquisitors  of  the  faith — may  not  be  able  to  discover 
it.  Were  ray  honest  neighbour  to  come  back,  he  would  not  object  to 
this  arrangement,  I  well  know ;  but  the  house  will  remain  deserted  for 
many  a  long  day." 

''  That  will  do,^  said  Chievosa;  ^'  if  you  afford  me  but  the  most  trifling 
assistance,  I  will  presently  dislodge  the  whole  of  your  worldly  treasures, 
to  which,  I  think,  your  wife  and  daughter  would  be  prudent  if  they  added 
whatever  they  possess  of  valuable  trinkets.  Nothing,  be  assured,  will  be 
spared  except  their  persons.'' 

^'  But  why,  dearest  father,"  said  Margaret,  ''  lose  precious  moments  in 
securing  the  possession  of  mere  earthly  dross?  for  me  too,  whom,  if  harm 
be£Ed  you,  nothing  shall  persuade  to  remain  in  the  world,  or  even  to  bring 
one  stiver  of  the  luckless  money — the  cause  of  all  our  miseries — ^to  the 
oonvent,  where  I  shall  take  the  veil  Why  give  up  all  idea  of  flight  be- 
cause Chievosa  cannot  afford  you  aid.  60  to  my  uncle  Paul;  he  has 
nothing  to  fear,  he  has  incurred  already  all  the  dangers  that  can  ever 
assail  him.  He,  moreover,  never  fears;  he  may  assist  you  to  embark 
secretly,  or,  his  party  afford  him  so  many  means,  he  may  conceal  you, 
perhaps  defend  you  openly." 

^'  That  is  a  light  from  Heaven,  which  has  struck  your  child,  that  she 
might  be  the  means  of  your  safety!"  exclaimed  Mistress  van  Meeren,  a 
ray  of  hope  brightening  for  a  moment  her  clouded  brow.  "  Do  not, 
dwest  Cornelius,  for  her  sake — for  mine,  neglect  any  chance  of  escape." 

"  You  might,  indeed,  try,"  said  Chievosa;  "  we  should  have  thought  of 
this  sooner." 

Cornelius  hesitated.  He  reflected  that  so  decisive  a  step  as  throwing 
himself  on  the  protection  of  his  Protestant  brother  would  be  considered  as 
his  breaking  openly  with  the  mother  church,  and,  in  case  Paul  could  not 
shield  him,  effectually  ruin  him  and  his  family  beyond  redemption. 

Whilst  her  father  was  weighing  the  chances  with  a  heavy  heart  and  an 
undecided  spirit,  Margaret  glided  softly  fix>m  the  room,  hurried  to  her  old 
and  £uthful  nurse,  whose  blind  devotion  she  knew  she  could  entirely 
depend  upon,  and  bade  her  in  all  haste  seek  out  her  unde  Paul,  wherever 
he  might  be — aye,  even  within  the  doors  of  a  Protestant  temple,  and  to 
tell  hun  Margaret  entreated,  on  her  bended  knees,  that  he  would  come 
that  instant  to  his  brother,  who  at  that  moment  stood  in  greater  need  of 
him  than  he  ever  did  before,  or,  perhaps,  ever  would  again.  "  Do  not 
io^et  my  words,  good  Catharina,"  continued  Margaret,  impressively; 
**  you  will  be  a  guardian  angel  in  our  hour  of  greatest  need  if  you  exe- 
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eote  thk  eommifiaiOQ  faithfuUj.  Go :  wait  not  to  throw  your  faille 
ftioaad  you ;  run,  make  all  die  haste  joa  can.  Your  qnestiona  I  eaaaot 
answer^  but  be  assured  yoa  never  did  me  such  good  aenrioe — fly !" 

Obeying  this  hasty,  and,  as  she  thought,  most  wild  command,  bat 
implicitly  trusting  her  young  mistress,  whom  she  thought  blessed  with 
the  beauty  of  angels  and  the  wisdom  of  sage%  the  old  woman  huiried 
from  the  door  iinth  a  quick,  firm  st^  that  oould  scarcely  have  been 
thought  to  bel<mg  to  age.  Margaret  watched  for  a  moment  with  eager 
eyes  ner  swift  g^t,  then  with  a  l^;^hter  heart  returned  to  the  room  where 
lier  abseace  had  been  unperoeiyed,  except  by  Lopei  Chievosa^  whoee  eye 
was  full  upon  her  as  she  re-entered.  The  mother  was  urging  with  aU  toe 
ardour  of  an  affection,  cemented  by  years,  the  course  her  daughter  had 
proposed,  no  otiier  suggesting  itself  that  afforded  aoy  chance  of  imma- 
diate  escape,,  whidi,  after  all,  as  she  sud,  was  the  chief  and  most  deaixahle 


After  a  long  debate,  in  which  Lopea  and  Margaret  remained  nei^si^ 
but  in  which  Mary  tried  by  turns  entreaties,  persuasions,  and  reproaches 
— Hkll  the  simple  eloquence  that  flowed  from  her  loving  heart,  and  by 
iHiich  he  had  more  than  onoe  been  almost  vanquished,  Comeliua  taoad 
toChierosa: 

^  Do  you  think  Paul  might  saye  them  and  me  ?" 

Chievosa  looked  embarrassed. 

'^  I  can  scarcely  say.  It  is  not  right  to  put  sud^  a  question  to  me.  I 
eannot  be  supposed  to  be  a  fsur  judge  upon  a  point  of  so  much  ddicae^ 
for,  lost  or  sayed,  once  in  his  hands  Margaret  is  lost  to  me  f<ur  ever." 

''  I  honour  this  candid  admission,"  saia  Comdius ;  '^  but  I  sae  in  year 
&(Ce  your  real  dioughts  on  this  subject.  I  do  not  the  less  understaad 
them  for  your  not  daring  to  speak  them  out.  No  I  I  will  not  apply  to 
my  brother,"  he  continued,  with  a  firmness  he  sddom  displayed.  ^  xba 
assure  me,  Lopez,  my  wife  and  daughter  are  quite  sale  ?  Let  Ae  weot 
be£Ed  me,  I  shall  know  how  to  bear  it  like  a  Chnstian.  An  applkation 
to  Paul  would  inevitably  involve  them." 

*^  But  we  would  ^atuy  endure  all  things  to  save  yoo^  or  ba  witk  yon," 
said  Mary. 

^  Enough  dF  this,  if  you  would  not  embitter  the  fiiw  hours  I  may  yet 
haye  to  spend  with  you.  I  repose  all  confidence  m  Lopasr^  I  cannot 
trust  by  halyes,  and  can  nevw  believe  he  would  betEsy  one  who  so  impli- 
citly relies  on  him." 

"  Your  brother  could  not  save  you,"  said  the  Spaniaxd,  oooUj ;  and 
Margaret  felt  chilled  and  wounded  by  this  reply  to  hav  £iiiiar*a  honsit 
aBuinon* 

^'  Let  US  then  to  busineaB^"  said  CemelioB.  ^  Ton  saf^  Lop^^  I  dudl 
ntnm  to  my  fiunily,  and  I  bayefa  you.     If  yoa  daceiva  me  But 

aome,.  help  me  to  conceal  the  contents  of  my  traaaoij,  wUeh  I  thniglht 
known  to  none  but  Paul  and  me.'' 
^  ^If  I  have  surprised  your  aeereta^  it  waa  with  aaoafa  feaEaga  ihati 
did  sob    I  am  ready.'* 

^  Yon  must  both  attend  ma,**  said  Van  MeeBentaliiawi&  and  daa^lfalas. 
^  Cied  akma  knowa  vidio-  may  be  the  survivor;  the  secvet  mnatdia  wi& 
«B  four,  but  it  ia  fiiir  that  thosa^  whom  it  chiefly  ooaceina  should  he  wd 
aoquaiatad  with  it.    And  ao^  Lopes,"  ha  continmid,  wUbi  leadiBg  the 
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17  to  Uf  once  busy  bnt  now  deserted  office^  ^joii  abeofaitely  cannot  teU 

e  wltetk  the  dreaded  erent  may  be  CEzpeeted  ?** 

^^No^^said  the  jroang^  man.     ^Itmagrbe  maadM  hanee,  or  tl^irerr 
thoor.'' 

Thej  now  troawd  iitt  xooaiv  bat  lately  flo  neat  and  fall  of  bnnnei^ 
wliero  Cornelias  had  spent  so  aaany  houxa  o£  Us  li£»  with  his  brother. 
The  desk  at  which  he  wrote,  his  stool,  the  larra  silrer  watch  thai  always 
hj  beside  his  inkstand—*  dodc  in  size^  thoa^  oaasidered  in  those  days 
sramarkable  speeunen  c£  neat  workmanship— all  wate  thaie  in  thair  ae- 
ewtomed  pkccs;  he  alone — the  reraised  farother,  was  missing. 

Theroooi  had  already,  in  a  km  short  weeks,  afMsmed  that  eeld,  finkci^ 
■ainkabitad  i^ppeaianoe  that  comes  so  rapidly  in  ilie  absence  o£  daoly  oecit- 
palion.  It  mig^  ha¥e  beea  thought  that  the  BMunent  was  not  one  in 
miith  Coffneliaa  coold  baye  been  iaopressed  with  tlua ;  but,  g^ve  as  his 
pe-occupation  really  was,  none  o£  the  small  paorty  felt  it  aaore  deeply  than 
fcau  It  stmek  a  chill  to  his  very  heaartL  It  was  almost  with  ehilafeh  awe 
iimi  Margaret  and  her  mother,  ferthe  first  tiara  in  their  liyefl^  and  that  at 
aaeh  time^  entered  the  mysterious  chamber^  The  door  was  soon  fiutened 
bahnd  them,  and  'the  spoliation  o£  the  secret  drawws^  nerer  belDre 
frofiuKd  br  a  strai^;er'a  hand,  pcograssed  rapidly  under  llie  Spaniard's 
mpenatendeBce. 

Itfislress  Van  Meeren  and  her  danghtw^  knew  theoawhres  ndb  before ; 
b«t  the  glittering  treasures  tibey  here  saw  dinlayed  surpassed  what  they 
had  eyer  dreamed  of.  As  the  astonished  motfaar  saw  drawer  a£ber  drawer 
appear,  and  its  golden  contents  emptied  into  the  large  iron  casket  which 
QueTOsa  had  brought  from  his  own  room  for  the  purpose,  a  reaoemhrance 
ef  the  ambitbus  dreams  she  had  once  so  eonfideDtly  enttttained  with 
regard  to  her  own  heiress,  came  back  to  her  mind;  and  a  &esh  pang  of 
dbappointmeat  oppressed  her.  But  the  sight  of  aH  this  gold  only  made 
Mb  gill  Ill's  heart  si^.  She  thought  how  Tain  was  man's  toil  and  even 
Ms  sueeeaa  how  Tain  were  all  his  j^ana  to  ensure  happinessi  She  hated 
iktA  weahli  which  CfaieYoea  had  by  a  few  worda  tangpbt  her  to  consider  as 
the  canse  of  all  their  present  affliction^ 

When  the  iron  box,  which  waa  by  no  aaeans  of  smaU  dimeorions^  was 
ftt  last  filled,  it  was  carefully  clbeed,  and  the  key  takea.  out  of  the  kick  to 
ba  concealed  in  the  spot  where  the  diest  waa  to  be  depaaited.  Cornelius 
than  desired  his  daughter  to  examine  the  next  apartmanta  and  the  stair- 
eaaes,  that  ao  pvying  eyes  mig^  witnasa  Aair  next  moreaients. 

After  tile  fiivt  momentary  surprise  at  die  sight  of  so  mudi  wealth  had 
subsided,  Margaret  saw  its  remoTal  horn  the  drawers  with  a  vacant  e^ 
Her  thoughts  were  fer  from  the  scene  in  which  she  played  her  passive 
part  She  felt  that  nervoua  inttahility  and  impatience  natural  to  an 
active  mind  when  unable  to  make  its  resources  available.  There  must  be 
s  tiiousand  meana  of  escape^  eadi  men  woxA  atten^tiag  she  ihoi^ht, 
Aan  time  calmly*  swhrnitting  to  a  tiureataoad  danger  aa  if  it  were  an  ae- 
eaasplished  feet;  and  aitimigb  she  eoidd  not  have  named  one  of  those 
aumy  dances,  she  fimdhf  raHed  upoa  the  iwgwnrity  of  her  andie  PanL  to 
point  tiiem  out,  and  coa  mb  powaera  of  argiinnt  to  peeasada  bar  fetiiea  to 
embrace  them. 

It  was,  tiiarefor^witiieoBsidarabbaBxittyaboiitihaietnniafheraged 
tiia4  she  glided  feoBK  the  vooaa  upon  the  msasioD  witii  wfeick  she 
intrastedw    filieseoiiy  howefenbaaanaamnBaitkattiiBn  vaayct  ao 
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sign  of  the  approach  of  her  whose  presence  she  so  much  desired,  and  she 
was  fain  to  find  comfort  in  the  reflection  that  a  sufficient  time  had  not 
yet  elapsed  for  the  possible  consummation  of  her  wishes.  She  would  not 
look  at  the  huge  clock  that  decorated  the  staircase,  fearing  lest  she  might 
find  this  computation  erroneous ;  but  casting  a  more  observant  eye  around 
she  ascertained  that  the  house  contsdned  no  other  inmates  but  those  who 
composed  their  own  small  party. 

This  was  now  a  circumstance  of  frequent  occurrence,  for  the  timorous- 
ness  of  Cornelius  had  caused  him  to  suspect  his  attendants  one  after 
another,  and  thus,  under  a  pretence  of  restricted  means,  he  had  gradually 
curtailed  his  establishment  The  few  that  remained  Margaret  had  con- 
triyed  to  dismiss  on  various  errands,  the  frequent  passings  to  and  ho, 
necessitated  by  her  collecting  all  her  valuables  and  those  of  her  mother 
horn  the  various  repositories  where  they  were  kept,  enabling  her  to  e£Pect 
this  in  such  a  manner  as  to  avoid  suspicion. 

Having  assured  the  expecting  party  of  the  satisfeictory  result  of  these 
measures,  they  now  set  forth  in  earnest  on  their  expedition,  in  which  they 
met  with  no  sort  of  hindrance.  Scarcely  had  they  re-ascended  to  their 
ordinary  sitting  apartment,  when  the  acute  ear  of  the  young  girl  caught 
the  sound  of  the  house-door  cautiously  opening  and  as  cautiously  closing 
again,  to  which  succeeded  the  well-known  footsteps  of  her  old  nurse  on  the 
stairs.  The  moment  of  suspense  was  one  of  agony  to  Margaret.  She  was 
about  to  rise  to  quit  the  apartment  when  the  door  slowly  opened,  and  the 
old  woman  made  her  appearance. 

^*  Master  Paid  is  from  home,"  she  said,  her  feeble  sight  not  enaUxng 
her  to  notice  her  foster  child's  repeated  signals  for  caution.  ^*  He  went 
away  suddenly  this  very  morning  at  daybreak,  and  is  not  expected  to  xe- 
tum  for  some  weeks." 

"Without  observing  the  astonishment  which  her  words  exdted,  the  old 
crone  left  the  room.  Involuntarily,  when  she  heard  her  secret  instructioDS 
thus  carelessly  revealed,  Margaret's  eyes  sought  those  of  the  Spaniard;  it 
was  not  a  premeditated  glance,  but  the  smile  that  curled  his  lip  on  hearing 
of  her  disappointment,  struck  and  fixed  her  attention.  Slight  as  the  in- 
dication was  it  awoke  a  new  train  of  thoughts,  or,  it  might  be  better  said, 
revived  suspicions  that  had  never  been  well  laid  to  rest. 

No  one  commented  on  Margaret's  bold  measure  or  reproached  her  for 
it;  her  disappointment  was  evidently  shared  by  her  parents:  an  em- 
barrassing pause  ensued,  which  was  broken  by  Cmevosa,  who  said  he  would 
go  forth  to  see  if  he  could  collect  fresh  information  on  the  all-eng^rossing 
subject. 

Chapter  XXVI. 

As  the  house-door  closed  behind  Chievosa  a  melancholy  feeling  of  fbr- 
lomness  came  over  the  little  party.  Paul  absent — their  best  friends  fled 
or  incarcerated — their  own  liberty  and  safety  compromised,  and  their  con- 
fidence in  their  only  comforter  in  the  hour  of  need,  not  so  steadfiist  as  it 
had  formerly  been  —  how  bleak  were  their  prospects!  This  they  all 
three  felt,  although  they  felt  it  differently. 

The  husband  and  wife  stood  hand  in  hand  before  the  hearth  that,  fiir 
a  series  of  years,  had  been  to  them  an  altar  of  unallayed  happiness. 
By  its  side  had  all  their  joys  bloomed — ^their  hearts  warmed  with  increas- 
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Dg  affection  for  each  other ;  under  its  ample  canopy  were  those  con- 
idences  of  the  day  hegun  which  ended  hehind  the  heavy  curtains  of  the 
ODJugal  hed.  The  bright  rays  of  its  fires  had,  year  after  year,  cast  their 
flow  upon  the  increasing  loveliness  of  their  child.  Now  now  great  was 
he  change,  as  they  gazed  mechanically  into  its  darkened  cavity,  tears 
tealing  slowly  down  their  cheeks!  Would  they  ever  sit  again  by  that 
mee  cheerful  hearth  with  light  hearts  and  merry  spirits  as  of  yore  ? 
iFould  fate  permit  their  dearest  wish  to  be  accomplished — ^would  they 
tod  their  days  on  the  spot  where  Cornelius's  existence  and  Mary's  hap- 
liness  began  ?  They  in  vain  questioned  their  boding  hearts^ — they  could 
mt  tremble  and  weep. 

Bfargaret  imited  much  of  her  uncle's  spirit  and  resolution  to  some 
latoral  touch  of  caution,  and  that  hopefulness  which  is  the  very  nature 
md  essence  of  youth — ^its  greatest  charm  and  stay — a  quality  which 
lever  gives  way  but  to  a  recurrence  of  calamities  and  disappointments, 
nr  to  a  baneful  and  artificial  state  of  mind.  She  was,  therefore,  far  less 
lesponding  than  her  parents  ;  and  was  rapidly  turning  over  in  her  mind 
i  series  of  plans  by  which  to  insure  her  fatner^s  escape  horn  the  impend- 
ng  danger,  for  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  rely,  implicitly,  on  Chie- 
rota's  assurances  of  safety  and  of  ultimate  succour. 

Before,  however,  the  thoughts  of  any  one  of  the  three  had  clothed 
liemsdves  in  words,  a  heavy  tread  was  heard  on  the  stairs,  announcing 
o  the  afl^cted  family  a  most  welcome  interruption,  let  the  visitor  be  who 
le  might. 

Their  momentary  suspense  was  changed  to  joy  when  Van  Diest  stood 
lefore  them,  his  riding  costume  and  dusty  appearance  testifying  how 
ately  he  had  been  on  the  road.  BUs  countenance  bore  an  expression 
rery  unusual  to  it ;  and  the  Van  Meerens  felt  assured  that  he  either 
aiew  of  the  misfortune  which  threatened  them,  or  was  about  to  en- 
xnmter  a  similar  one.  The  first  word  he  spoke  confirmed  this  conjee- 
ure. 

**1  hope  I  may  not  be  too  late,"  exclaimed  the  honest  burgher, 
irmding  his  ordinarily  verbose  greetings,  fiut  hist !  Where's  the 
Spaniard  ?" 

**  He  is  just  gone  out,"  answered  Mistress  van  Meeren.  "Is  your 
tnisiness  with  him?" 

"  Jesu  Maria !"  exclaimed  Van  Diest,  with  a  movement  of  disgust. 
^*  Not  with  him  certainly.  It  is  a  lucky  chance  that  has  sent  him  out 
di  the  way  ;  for  it  \a  of  him,  not  to  him,  that  I  would  speak." 

"  Indeed!"  said  Margaret,  eagerly. 

**  Yes,"  continued  Van  Diest,  approaching  the  husband  and  wife,  and 
ipeaking  in  so  low  a  tone  that  in  order  to  hear  what  he  said  the  family 
were  forced  to  group  around  him  ;  "  I  am  but  just  off  my  horse — ar- 
rived this  minute  from  Brussels — did  not  even  ride  home  or  stable  Cor- 
nelia— lefl  her  with  the  first  honest  neighbour  I  met  hard  by  your  door. 
[  have  ridden  so  hard  that  my  very  bones  ache,  and  all  to  be  m  time  to 
put  you  on  your  guard  against — against " 

"  Lopez  Chievosa  ?"  said  Margaret,  impatient  of  Van  Diest's  manner 
of  introducing  the  subject. 

"How  came  you  by  that?"  exclaimed  the  worthy  newsmonger  in 
great  astonishment. 

VOL.  XIX.  2  D 
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'^  Never  mind  how  she  came  by  it/'  said  Mistress  Tan  Meeren  ;  ^^  but 
tell  us  quickly  what  you  mean  ?" 

"  Ay,  it  touches  us  nearly,*'  said  Cornelius,  whose  voice  was  husky 
with  recent  emotion,  although  at  sight  of  his  old  neighbour  he  had  tole- 
rably wdl  mastered  it;  but  though  signs  of  disquietude  were  visible  in 
every  face,  Van  Diest's  usually  observant  eye  marked  them  not,  his  own 
inward  trepidation  not  allowing  him  to  be  conscious  of  that  of  others. 
*^  It  is  inconceivable  how  you  should  have  become  aware  of  it,"  he  con- 
tinued. ^*  True,  Master  Paul  had  always  a  vague  mistrust  of  him ;  bat 
a  certainty,  and  such  a  certainty,  good  God!  how  httle  any  of  us  could 
have  imagined!" 

"  Well^  what  is  it  ?  what  do  you  mean  ?"  demanded  Mistreis  van 
Meeren,  impatiently. 

**  You  cannot  tell  us  too  quickly,"  added  Margaret,  '^  he  may  come 
back  every  minute.*' 

''  True,"  said  Cornelius;  ''and  I  shoidd  be  sorry  if  he  heard  any  of  oar 
friends  maligning  him  at  the  pi^nt  moment" 

"  Malign !     Holy  Virgin !  you  call  that  maligniug  ?" 

^'  Well,  speak  out,  we  entreat,"  said  Margaret 

Van  Diest  gradually  assumed  a  look  fraught  with  mystery  and  import- 
ance, for  a  sudden  recollection  of  the  Spaniard's  threats  put  a  check  upon 
his  communicative  mood ;  it  caused  an  awkward  pause,  during  which  he 
turned  over  in  his  own  mind  the  best  means  of  giving  his  friends  a  timely 
warning  without  betraying  himself. 

''  Speak  man !"  said  ComeHus,  whose  nerves  were  much  shaken,  ^'  if 
you  have  anything  to  say  that  it  may  be  useful  to  hear ;  if  not " 

"  Why,  you  see^  Cornelius,"  said  Van  Diest,  irresolutely,  **  I  wish  to 
do  the  friendly  thing  by  you ;  but,  still,  the  risks  may  be  so  great  How- 
ever, if  you  promise  to  keep  both  my  visit  and  my  advice  a  perfied  secve^ 
especially  from  Chievosa;  if  I  were  assured  of  your  discretion—-" 

No  one  replied.  Sorrow  and  anxiety  asserted  their  rights  too  power- 
fully in  the  bosom  of  every  individual  present  to  leave  room  for  any 
curiosity,  and  Van  Diest's  lengthened  prologue  caused  the  int^est  his  first 
words  had  excited  to  die  away.  Even  Mistress  van  Meeren  was  so 
absorbed  in  grief  as  to  become  aware,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  that 
though  a  well-meaning,  Van  Diest  was  a  tiresome  personage ;  but»  as  he 
persisted  in  waiting  for  solicitation,  Cornelius  at  length  spoke : 

'^  As  to  our  silence,  you  may  make  yourself  quite  easy  on  that  head. 
But  if  you  do  not  wish  to  be  found  here  by  Chievosa,  you  had  better 
be  brief." 

*'  Well,"  said  Van  Diest,  "  for  the  sake  of  your  safety,  and  out  of  the 
great  friendship  I  bear  you,  I  will  tell  you  this  much :  I  have  ascertained, 
beyond  all  doubt,  that  this  Lopez  Chievosa — this  Spaniard — this  favourite 
of  yours,  my  good  Mistress  van  Meeren — your  intended  husband,  my  poor 
Greta — this  man  is  a  false  traitor,  a  knave,  a  villain  I  that  every  honest 
Fleming  should  kick  out  of  his  doors,  and  one  that  will  bring  destruction 
on  you  if  you  fly  not  from  him  in  time." 

''  What  do  you  mean?"  said  Cornelius,  with  an  alarmed  look. 

'^  What  proof  can  you  give  of  so  foul  an  accusation  ?"  asked  his  wifi^ 
impetuously. 

*'  Oh !   I'm  better  informed  than  you  fancy,"   replied  Van  Diest 
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"  What  do  you  think  of  this  hy  way  of  proof  ?  You  are  to  be  shortly 
■nested  by  the  Inquisitors  of  tae  Faith !  This  is  but  too  sure  a  fact. 
Master  van  Meeren,  though  I  am  sorry  to  be  the  first  to  break  such  bad 
news  to  you." 

"  You  are  not  the  first,"  said  Mistress  van  Meeren^  moodily;  ^'Chievosa 
has  been  beforehand  with  you,  and  has  warned  us  himself." 

**  Wife — ^wife !  but  that  we  speak  to  a  true  friend,  I  should  chide  your 
imprudence.  You  know  how  desirous  was  Lopez  that  we  should  speak 
of  this  to  no  one." 

"He  told  you  this  himself T  said  Van  Diest,  incredulously.  "Nay, 
that  is  because  he  knew  I  would,  and  thought  it  best  to  be  beforehand 
with  the  news." 

^'  Then  he  knew  you  were  possessed  of  his  secret  or  secrets  ?"  inquired 
Haigaret,  earnestly. 

"  Why — ^yes,"  answered  Van  Diest,  hesitatingly. 
^'  If  that  be  all  you  have  to  say,"  muttered  Mistress  van  Meeren, 
^  it  is  not  enough  to  shake  our  trust  in  our  only  supporter  and  coun- 
iellor  at  this  dreadful  crisis.     It  proves  nothing  against  him.'' 

<<  We  ought  not,  indeed,  to  let  our  confidence  be  shaken  on  slight 
grounds ;  you,  doubtless,  overheard  him  mentioning  a  threatened  arrest," 
uad  Cornelius,  who  was  well  aware  of  his  friend's  peculiarities,  "or 
others  informing  him  of  this  event,  and  on  this  doubtful  circumstance, 
which,  after  all,  can  easily  be  explained  away,  you  have  founded  your 
fospicions." 

This  was  too  near  the  truth  for  Van  Diest  to  deny  it ;  and  not  being 
ifilling  to  betray  himself  further,  he  remained  silent. 

"  He  assures  me,"  continued  Cornelius,  "  it  is  but  a  passing  cloud ; 
diat  no  eventual  harm  will  result  from  it  to  me  or  mine.  I  am  fain  to 
believe  him ;  for  I  do  not  se^  what  he  could  gain  by  deceiving  me,  who 
haye  ever  be^i  a  friend,  and  am  quite  willing  to  become  a  father  to 
him." 

^*  God  forbid  you  should  ever  call  such  a  violent,  treacherous  scoundrel 
your  son!  Do  not  trust  your  innocent  child  to  him,  Cornelius;  believe 
me,  I  speak  from  no  sort  of  spite  or  ill-blood  against  him,  but  out  of 
abeer  kindness  to  you." 

'^  I  doubt  it  no<^ — I  doubt  it  not,"  said  Cornelius,  warmly  grasping  his 
old  friend's  hand.  "God  knows  I  trust  you  implicitly,  but  I  really 
cannot  make  up  my  mind  to  mistrust  Lopez." 

"  And  there  you  are  right,  my  dear  husband,"  said  his  wife ;  ^'  depend 
i^n  it  my  woman's  shrewdness  could  not  thus  deceive  me,  and  I  would 
stake  my  own  life  on  Lopez's  honesty." 

Margaret  could  not  help  thinking  that  womanly  shrewdness  spoke  a 
very  different  language  in  different  bosoms ;  for  at  the  very  first  words 
of  Van  Diest,  all  her  but  half-lulled  suspicions  of  Chievosa's  real  cha- 
racter were  roused  into  tenfold  strength,  and  she  could  not  understand 
the  entire  reliance  of  her  parents  upon  one  whom  all  others  seemed  to 
regard  with  distrust. 

^*  I  cannot  myself  make  out  Chievosa's  motives  for  betraying  you," 
said  Van  Diest ;  "  but  that  he  does  play  you  false  is  a  point  on  which 
my  belief  is  settled.  God  grant  you  do  not  become  aware  of  this 
too  late!" 

^'  You  are  not  the  first  who  have  entertained  doubts  of  him,"  replied 

2d2 
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Cornelius.  ^'  But  I  truly  believe  others,  as  well  as  yourself,  judge  too 
much  from  appearances,  and  perhaps  a  little,  also,  from  prejui&oe.  Wb 
being  a  Spaniard,  is,  I  conceive,  his  chief  fault." 

"  J^ot  with  me,  I  assure  you,"  smd  Van  Diest.  **  I  know  many  of 
that  nation  to  whom  I  would  intrust  life  and  fortune.  It  is  not  the 
nation  that  I  object  to,  but  the  individual ;  and  you  would  do  well  to 
take  warning  from  my  words.  If  others  have  warned  you  of  the  same 
danger,  why  you  have  all  the  better  reason  to  believe  me.  What  so 
many  assert  cannot  be  far  wide  of  the  truth." 

*^  It  is  not  sufficient  to  mistrust  Chievosa,"  said  Margaret;  ''how  to 
escape  from  him  and  the  inquisition.  Have  you  no  counsel  to  give  us  on 
that  head  ?" 

"  To  you,  my  pretty  one,"  replied  the  burgher,  "my  chief  counsel  lies 
herein.  Give  not  your  heart  or  your  hand  to  one  of  whom  you  know  so 
little,  but  keep  both  to  bless  some  honest  Fleming,  when  times  are  more 
settled.  I  repeat  my  caution  to  you  all — Beware  of  Chievosa !  As  to 
any  apprehension  of  immediate  violence,  I  think  you  scarce  need  enter- 
tain it,  for  I  have  heard  for  a  surety  that  our  gracious  regent  hai 
promised — ^in  writing,  too— that  all  prosecution  in  matters  of  religion 
shall  cease  until  such  a  time  as  the  king  shall  otherwise  decide ;  and  as 
Count  Brederode  is  in  Antwerp  at  present,  it  is  not  likely  that  the 
promise  given  to  him  will  be  violated  in  a  hurry." 

"  There  is  some  hope  in  that,"  said  Margaret,  joyfuUy. 
'*  And  if  we  have  but  a  few  days  before  us,  I  can,  perhaps— always 
using  the  greatest  caution — ^find  means  of  getting  you  aboard  a  boat 
bound  for  tJ^e  English  or  the  Norway  coast.  'Twere  no  difficult  matter 
for  trusty  people ;  and  if  you  be  careful  and  wise  enough  not  to  let  yonr 
valued  friend  Chievosa  into  the  secret,  may  be  we  might  manage  your 
escape  before  any  one  could  interfere  to  prevent  it." 

Now,  though  the  parents  would  fain  persuade  themselves  that  their 
trust  in  their  Spanish  friend  was  firm,  still  they  involuntarily  felt  hoir 
much  more  advantageous  would  be  an  immediate  relief  from  their  appre- 
hensions than  any  chances  of  after-succour.  They,  therefore,  embraced 
this  idea  with  no  less  eagerness  than  their  daughter,  and  promised  Van 
Diest  the  secrecy  he  desired  with  regard  to  Chievosa,  at  the  same  time 
that  they  poured  out  their  grateful  thanks  for  his  well-timed  offers  of 
service.     He  replied  to  their  warm  expressions  of  gratitude : 

*^  Wait  until  you  are  safe  at  Master  Sturgeon's,  and  then  you  will  owe 
me  something  which  it  will  be  very  easy  for  you  to  pay." 

"  How  ?"  exclaimed  Margaret,  eagerly.  "  Tell  us  but  how,  and  you 
will  not  find  us  backward  in  cancelling  so  great  a  debt." 

"  The  way  lies  in  your  own  hands,  my  dear  young  fnend,**  said  Van 
Diest,  turning  a  kind  but  grave  look  towards  Margaret ;  *'  and  it  will 
be,  believe  me,  the  greatest  obligation  you  can  confer  upon  m^  and 
benefit  upon  yourself — break  off  from  this  Spaniard  for  ever." 

*^  That  is  not  so  easily  done  as  said,"  murmured,  in  aoh,  full  tones,  a 
well-known  voice ;  and,  turning  round,  the  startled  auditors  perceived 
Lopez  Chievosa  standing  on  the  threshold  of  the  door,  whose  opening, 
in  the  eagerness  of  their  conversation,  they  had  not  heeded. 

*'  I  cannot  say,  my  worthy  Master  van  Diest,  that  I  feel  much  indebted 
to  you  for  the  language  you  hold  to  my  promised  bride,  nor  do  I  think 
you  act  wisely  or  honestly  in  so  doing." 
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Though  the  Spaniard's  voice  was  calm,  his  dark  eyes  shot  flames  as  he 
apoke,  and  his  lip  quivered  with  suppressed  emotion. 

At  first,  all  parties  looked  confused  and  guilty,  and  they  became  still 
more  so  when  they  remembered  how  much  Chievosa  might  have  over- 
heard of  what  they  had  designed  to  conceal.  Chievosa  was  the  first  to 
break  silence. 

"  I  hope,"  said  he,  turning  to  Margaret,  "  you  are  too  prudent  to 
suffer  your  judgment  to  be  misled.  I  should,  perhaps,  have  more  grace 
in  saying,  I  trust  your  heart  is  too  kindly  inclined  towards  me  to  permit 
the  insinuations  of  a  professed  scandal-monger — such  as  this  idle  gossip-— 
to  make  an  impression  on  your  mind.  You  do  not  answer  me,  Margaret ; 
nay,  I  respect  your  modesty" — and  a  sarcastic  smile  played  for  a  moment 
round  his  mouth,  imparting  to  it  an  expression  of  unutterable  scorn, 
which  gave  way  to  a  frown  of  deadly  hatred,  as  he  glanced  at  Van  Diest 
— "  I  respect  your  modesty,  but  let  me  give  you,  too,  a  caution — consort 
not  with  fools,  lest  their  folly  infect  you.  For  you.  Master  van  Diest,  I 
should  scarcely  have  thought  you  would  have  crossed  my  path  again  so 
soon.  It  seems  decreed,  however,  that  we  should  not  be  friends,  although 
the  quarrel  is  of  your  own  seeking." 

<<  i  seek  neither  quarrel  nor  friendship  with  you,"  said  Van  Diest, 
resolutely  enough. 

"No!"  replied  Chievosa,  in  a  tone  of  bitter  raillery;  "no;  you  seek 
not  a  fair  open  quarrel,  but,  by  slander  and  backbiting,  you  seek  to  de- 
Drive  me  of  my  best  treasure — to  debar  me  from  all  prospects  of  future 
Lappiness — to  make  of  me  a  hopeless,  desperate  man  ;  and  thb  misery 
you  seek  to  bring  on  another — not  from  any  manly  motive  or  passion — 
not  through  jealousy  or  rivalry — that  I  could  understand — but  you  do  all 
this  from  the  most  contemptible  of  impulses — ^the  love  of  gossip  and 
national  prejudice!" 

"  You  are  mistaken,"  answered  Van  Diest,  firmly.  "  I  am  influenced 
in  my  actions  by  nothing  but  the  purest  friendship  towards  this  family ; 
nor  do  I  heed  your  existence,  except  it  be  in  reference  to  them.  And  be 
persuaded,  you  can  neither  shame  nor  frighten  me  out  of  these  feelings." 

At  this  moment,  a  low  but  continuous  knocking  at  the  house  door 
arrested  the  attention  of  those  within.  It  had  been  long  before  the  deaf 
nurse  would  have  replied  to  these  quiet  summons,  and  Chievosa,  at  the 
request  of  Mistress  van  Meeren,  who  was  eager  to  put  an  end  to  so  pain- 
ful a  discussion,  descended,  to  ascertain  what  could  cause  this  unusual  in* 
terruption  at  so  late  an  hour,  for  dusk  was  rapidly  increasing.  Van  Diest, 
though  unbidden,  followed,  as  if  suspicious  of  hb  movements ;  and,  after 
the  expiration  of  a  few  seconds,  he  re-entered  the  apartment,  pale  and 
breathless  with  terror. 

"  Hide  me!  hide  me,  for  the  Virgin's  sake!"  he  exclaimed.  "  The 
Inquisitors  of  the  Faith  are  behind  me !  Conceal  me  somewhere — any- 
where !" 

But  the  consternation  which  his  words  sent  to  every  heart  prevented 
his  request  being  heeded.  Though  prepared  for  the  shock,  or  at  least 
imagining  themselves  to  be  so,  yet  the  reality  came  with  a  suddenness 
upon  them  which  scattered  their  composure  to  the  winds:  they  had  not 
been  aware  before  how  much  of  this  feeling  was  due  to  hope.  Their  grief 
was  too  much  mingled  with  terror  to  be  loud;  but  so  intense  was  it  that 
every  other  sentiment  faded  before  it.     Van  Diest  was  as  much  forgotten 
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ttB  though  he  had  never  heen:  his  clamoars  died  away  on  th^  ears  whilst 
they  counted,  with  painful  accuracy,  the  sounds  of  the  many  footsteps 
ascending  the  narrow  stairs.  Van  Diest,  too,  was  fiilly  alive  to  their  ap- 
proach;  and  opening  with  a  tremhling  hand  a  door  opposite  to  that  by 
which  the  inquisitors  would  enter,  he  bolted  through  it. 

Urged  on  by  instinct — for  his  fit  of  alarm  was  such  as  to  deprive  Inm 
of  all  power  of  reasoning — Van  Diest  darted  up  a  private  stsurcase  lead- 
ing from  the  back  room,  through  a  trap,  to  the  second  floor,  and  never 
stepped  until  he  reached  an  attic  chamber,  evidently  belonging  to  a 
menial.  Finding  it  tenantlcss,  he  unceremoniously  entered,  when,  breath- 
less, panting  with  his  exertions,  for  he  was  by  no  means  accustomed  to 
Buch  rapidity  of  motion  and  intensity  of  feeling,  he  sunk  upon  a  wooden 
trunk  in  the  comer  of  the  small  room,  where  he  was  compelled  to  remain 
until  his  breath  and  consciousness  should  in  some  measure  return. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  apartment  from  which  he  had  so  hurriedly  de- 
parted had  been  slowly  filled  with  men,  whose  dark  cloaks  and  slouched 
hats  were  adjusted  in  such  a  manner  as  to  conceal  their  countenances,  and 
"who  pressed  silently  towards  the  afflicted  occupants,  like  the  fitful  figures 
of  a  dream. 

The  affectionate  wife  and  daughter  clung  to  Cornelius  as  if  determined 
that  nothing  but  force  should  separate  them  from  him  ;  but  they,  too^ 
were  speechless ;  for,  to  implore  the  pity  of  their  dreaded  visitors  was, 
they  well  knew,  to  ask  glad  springs  to  flow  from  the  arid  sands  of  the 
desert.  Chievosa  advanced  like  an  angel  of  light  from  among  Uie  daik^ 
phantom-like  forms,  whose  outlines  were  but  barely  visible  in  tne  evening 
fight. 

''  Bear  up,  my  friends,"  he  said,  in  his  most  cheerful  tones;  ^^  a  little 
patience,  and  some  trust  in  me,  will  enable  you  to  get  through  this  afiir 
much  better  than  you  imagine.  I  assure  you,  common  report  makes  of 
it  a  fjEU*  more  awful  aflair  than  it  really  is.  When  you  return  unscathed 
to  your  home,  you  will  make  light  of  this  trying  hour." 

"  Shall  I  ever  return  ?"  said  Cornelius,  sinking  his  voice  to  a  timid 
whisper,  but  which  the  silence  in  the  room  rendered  distinctly  audiUe. 

"  Trust  to  me,"  said  Chievosa,  with  an  air  of  self-reliance  that  greatly 
consoled  the  afflicted  family  ;  ^'  you  see  these  gentlemen  are  not  so  un« 
courteous  as  they  are  reported  to  be;  they  are  willing,  at  my  request,  to 
use  no  sort  of  personal  compulsion  towaras  you.  If  you  but  consent  to 
follow  quietly  whither  they  will  lead,  Til  answer  for  it  no  harm  will 
happen  to  you.  Where  resistance  is  useless,  it  is  wise  to  submit  with  good 
grace.  They  are  now  going  to  put  their  seals  on  everything  in  the  house, 
that,  in  case  you  should  be  found  guilty,  they  may  confiscate  your  pro- 
perty for  the  king's  benefit.  If  you  do  not  feel  able  to  go  through  the 
painful  task  of  accompanying  them,  I  will  take  this  duty  upon  myself." 

"  In  Grod's  name  do  it,"  said  Cornelius.  "  My  poor  head  is  confused — 
I  feel  sick  at  heart." 

**  Well,  I  will  prevail  on  them  not  to  molest  you  during  my  absence-^ 
you  see  how  veiy  fitr  from  hostile  are  my  intentions  towards  you." 

''  May  Heaven  reward  you  for  this  kindness,  I  ^annot,"  saia  Coraetins, 
deeply  moved.  '*  You  stay  by  me  when  others  would  fly  fiiom  me  to  the 
world's  end.'* 

Chievosa,  having  interchanged  a  few  words  with  the  person  who  seemed 
to  act  as  chief  to  the  mysterious  party,  that  individual  bowed  almost  sub^ 
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vasoYeljy  and,  headed  by  Chievosa,  he  and  his  followers  left  the  room; 
but  it  was  evident  that  some  remained  posted  before  the  door  as  sentinels, 
to  cut  off  all  possibility  of  escape  for  those  within.  It  was  impossible  to 
doobt  the  good  intelligence  that  existed  between  the  Spaniard  and  these 
men ;  a  circamstance  that  greatly  added  to  the  misgiyings  of  Margaret^ 
whilst  it  filled  the  bosoms  of  her  parents  with  renewed  hope.  Their  tears, 
however,  flowed  copiously  at  the  thought  of  their  approaching  separation, 
nor  did  they  even  venture  to  contemplate  the  eventcud  misery  that  might 
enaue,  well  knowing  such  thoughts  would  increase  tenfold  the  anguish  of 
the  moment. 

When  Chievosa  and  the  men  returned,  their  abeence  had  been  so  pro- 
tracted that  lights  were  necessary,  which  they  themselves  had  found 
means  to  provide.  When  the  flambeaux  flrst  flashed  on  the  mournful 
trio,  their  glare  revealed  not  only  the  marks  of  sorrow  on  their  counte- 
nances, but  exhibited  also  very  unequivocal  signs  of  anger  and  disap- 
pointment in  the  faces  of  those  who  bore  them.  It  was  easy  to  under- 
•tand  the  reason  of  this  change.  They  had  found  no  trace  whatever  of 
that  wealth  for  which  Cornelius  was  famed,  and  which  had  doubtless 
been  the  chief  aim  of  so  bold  a  measuro  at  so  unpropitious  a  moment. 
liargaret  distinctly  heard  one  of  the  men  mutter  in  Spanish : 

**  Now  the  golden  eggs  are  flown,  what  is  the  use  of  burdening  oar- 
selTes  with  the  hen?'' 

^  To  teadi  her  how  to  recover  them,"  answered  another. 

And  Margaret  made  up  her  mind  to  sacrifice  all  that  might  ever  be 
hers  to  save  her  father,  but  she  determined  to  wait  for  competent  advice 
before  proceeding  in  a  matter  of  so  much  delicacy.  It  was  easy  to  per- 
Mve  that  Chievosa  stood  no  longer  so  high  in  the  esteem  of  these  menials 
c£  the  inquisition  as  heretofore.  They  now  regarded  him  with  distrust, 
evidently  considering  him  as  the  main  cause  of  their  disappointment.  Of 
tins  Margaret  became  convinced,  when  she  heard  the  leader  say  to  the 
object  of  their  suspicion: 

^*  We  made  all  the  haste  we  could  to  be  beforohand  with  you,  but  it 
aeems  we  are  yet  too  late.     You  are  very  quick,  senhor.'* 

Chievosa  made  no  reply;  and  again  Margaret  grew  perplexed,  and 
lost  all  due  to  his  conduct. 

Afiter  some  further  discussion,  conducted  in  so  low  a  tone  that  Margaret 
could  not  distinguish  a  single  word,  Chievosa  turned  to  Cornelius,  and 
announced  to  Mm  that,  out  of  consideration  for  himself,  and  to  avoid 
imneoessary  scandal,  the  inquisitors  were  willing  to  make  a  great  excep- 
tion in  his  favour ;  they  would  allow  his  family  to  remain  in,  and  retain 
poosession  of  their  house,  until  he  should  be  either  acquitted  or  con- 
demned. They  did  not  deem  it  necessary  to  put  their  seals  on  anything, 
so  little  of  any  value  being  in  the  way;  but  any  selling,  or  otherwise 
lemoving  of  effects,  of  whatever  character  or  denomination,  would  be 
oonstmed  into  an  actual  infringement  of  the  fiscal  rights,  and  resented 
accordingly.  He  further  added,  that  out  of  private  and  extaraordinary 
eommiseration,  the  men  were  willing  not  to  embitter  their  parting  scene 
by  their  presence,  but  would  retire  until  he  should  call  them  to  remove 
the  prisoner. 

"  If  you  really  be  a  friend  to  us,"  said  Mistress  van  Meeren,  the 
moment  that,  at  a  sign  from  Chievosa,  the  men  had  withdrawn,  '^  obtain 
for  me  permission  to  accompany  my  husband  to  share  whatever  hardships 
nay  be  in  store  for  him.     Margaret  will  never  lack  friends  in  Antwerp 
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to  protect  her.     Do  this,  and  I  shall  bless  your  name  morning  and  night 
in  my  prayers,  and  think  you  the  truest  friend  1  ever  had." 

"  I  will  follow  my  parents,"  exclaimed  Margaret. 

*'  That  wMch  you  request  is  beyond  my  power  to  obtain,  nor  do  I 
think  it  a  very  desirable  boon,*'  replied  Lopez,  with  a  peculiar  smile. 

''Nay,"  said  Margaret,  moving  towards  the  door  with  a  rapid  step; 
"I  shall  try  my  power  then." 

''  Unhappy  girl,  what  are  you  about  to  do?"  said  the  Spaniard,  as  with 
a  few  hasty  strides  he  stood  beside  her,  and  laid  a  firm  grasp  upon  her 
arm,  which  she  vainly  strove  to  shake  off. 

''  Let  me  go,  I  entreat,"  implored  the  young  girl,  perceiying  the 
finiitlessness  of  her  efforts  to  free  herself. 

''Margaret  is  right,"  said  the  mother,  in  her  turn;  "if  there  be 
danger  we  will  share  it  with  him.  I  wUl  see  if  these  men  will  listen  to 
reason." 

"Are  you  mad.  Master  Cornelius?"  exclaimed  the  Spaniard,  in  the 
greatest  agitation.  "  Are  you  distraught,  that  you  stand  by  and  see 
your  wife  and  daughter  seek  their  ruin?'' 

Cornelius  gazed  for  a  moment  steadfastly  on  the  young  man. 

"  It  is,  then,  as  I  thought,"  said  he,  mournfully.  "  Mary — Marjcnret, 
I  command  you  to  stay.     Do  you  hear  me  ?     I  order  you  to  my  side !" 

The  habit  of  obedience  was  so  deeply  rooted  in  the  bosoms  of  both, 
that  Margaret  and  her  mother  instinctively  returned,  though  with  slow 
and  reluctant  steps,  to  Cornelius,  who,  taking  the  hand  of  each  withm 
bis  own,  said,  impressively : 

"  Until  now  you  have  never  given  me  the  slightest  sorrow.  You  have 
both  been  the  light,  the  joy  of  my  existence.  Do  not,  I  entreat,  in  the 
bitterest  hour  of  my  life,  add  to  its  pangs.  Do  not  make  nij  sad  heart 
sadder,  and  take  away  from  me  the  only  stay,  the  only  hope  that  I  shdH  ' 
know  in  these  days  of  trial.  '  My  only  comfort  now  will  be  to  think 
that  you,  at  least,  are  safe.  If  you  love  me,  prove  it  by  obeying  jny 
injunctions  and  desires  in  all  things.  My  first  command  is,  that  yoa 
remain  peacefully  here  until  you  hear  from  me,  or,  if  such  may  not  be^ 
until  my  brother's  return.  To  his  care  do  I  commit  you  both,  and, 
above  all,  to  the  care  of  Him  who  never  deserts  the  innocent.  WiU  joa 
give  me  the  promise  of  implicit  obedience  which  alone  can  cheer  my 
afflicted  spirit  ?" 

Rising  sobs  stifled  the  answers  of  those  whom  he  addressed,  but  the 
silent  pressure  of  their  hands  sufliciently  expressed  their  readiness  to 
obey. 

"  Dear  ones,  my  blessing  rest  upon  your  heads ;  and,  should  we  never 
meet  again  in  this  world " 

"  Nay,  nay ;  you  must  not  speak  or  think  thus,"  said  Chievosa ;  ''  but  . 
in  all  cases  you  had  better  prepare  everything  for  the  possible  chance  of  a 
long  absence  from  home.  That  I  speak  and  act  in  your  interest  yoa 
must  be,  by  this  time,  perfectly  aware.  What  motive,  indeed,  could  uige 
me  to  any  but  a  friendly  course  towards  you  ?  Were  you  not  willing-^ 
nay,  urgent — for  a  speedy  union  between  your  only  child  and  myself? 
Were  you  not  the  champion  of  my  hopes?  Have  I  not,  at  great 
personal  risks,  given  you  timely  warning,  and  prepared  you  for  this 
calamity  ?  You  see  my  advice  was  good,  and  I  shall  soon  have  it  in  my 
power  to  serve  you  more  efliciently.  Listen,  then,  to  my  counsel; 
entrust  your  house,  your  worldly  treasures,  and  those  who  are  br  dearer 
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to  you,  wholly  to  my  care.  They  shall  be  a  sacred  deposit,  and  given 
back  to  you  unharmed  in  deed  or  word.  But  to  bid  those  you  leave 
behipd  to  seek  your  brother  at  a  crisis  like  this,  is  at  once  sealing  your  own 
doom,  and  perhaps  theirs.  If  you  really  wish  to  secure  their  saJety,  and 
all  which  belongs  to  you — ^if  you  would  be  assured  of  their  hie  and  yours 
-»then  sanction  the  speedy  fulfilment  of  a  long-made  promise.  Let  the 
event  take  place  in  your  absence  that  will  make  me  the  happiest  of  men. 
Bid  Marg^aret  bless  me  with  her  hand  within  as  short  a  time  as  may  be, 
that  I  may  have  a  right  to  protect  her  and  you  as  I  may  desire.  You  are 
a  father,  Master  Cornelius,  and  a  loving  one ;  urge  your  daughter  to 
embrace  an  opportunity  of  procuring  for  herself  such  absolute  security. 
We  may  now  look  forwaid  to  times  when  unprotected  females  will 
encounter  greater  perils  than  those  threatened  by  the  inquisition.  I 
speak  for  her  sake  as  well  as  mine ;  for,  frankly,  Master  Cornelius,  to  love 
imd  friendship  I  am  willing  to  sacrifice  much ; .  but  if  it  be  to  meet  with 
•  no  better  return  than  distrust,  and  perhaps  a  final  rejection — if  I  am  to 
be  thrown  aside  like  a  worthless  tool  when  my  task  is  done — you  cannot 
expect  that  I  should  be  willing  to  abandon  friends,  home,  the  pleasures 
and  pursuits  of  my  rank,  for  such  a  result.'' 

«<  Ungenerous — unfeeling  !*'  murmured  Margaret.  *^  To  speak  of  this 
at  such  a  time  1" 

**  It  is  because  moments  are  precious,"  said  Chievosa,  *'  that  I  lay  the 
whole  truth  before  your  father  whilst  he  is  yet  able  to  decide.  You, 
Margaret,  cannot,  or  will  not,  feel  that  these  are  times  when  maidenly 
ci^rioe  should  be  set  aside— that  we  have  no  time  to  throw  away  on  all 
the  deli^tful  embarrassments  of  a  protracted  courtship,  when  death  and 
.  disgrace  may  knock  at  the  door  every  hour." 

**  Chierosa  speaks  but  the  truth,  my  child,"  said  Cornelius,  who  had 
fint  listened  with  deep  attention,  and  then  with  a  gradually  increasing 
eagerness,  to  the  Spaniard's  address.  "  You  are  yet  too  young  and  too 
ioexperienoed  to  feel  how  correct  is  the  view  that  Lopez  takes  of  the 
future.  Besides,  dearest  Greta,  he  has  been  devoted  to  you  for  years,  has 
proved  himself  a  friend  to  us  in  the  hour  of  danger,  and  is  yet  willing  to 
become  my  deliverer — your  guardian.  Surely  it  were  madness  and  ingra- 
titude to  refrise  any  longer  to  frdfil  an  engagement  entered  into  in  more 
cheerfrd  hours.  All  mists  of  distrust  must  vanish  from  eveiy  honest 
mind  while  listening  to  his  words.  Come,  Margaret,  concede  to  my 
wishes  in  this  one  further  instance;  you  may  never  have  to  obey  me 
again.  There,  Lopez,  is  her  hand ;  I  give  her  to  you,  and  enjoin  her  to 
trust  and  submit  to  you  in  all  things,  as  she  has  hitherto  done  to  me. 
Margaret,  I  require  of  you  that  you  get  a  priest  to  sanction  your  union 
as  speedily  as  possible,  and  my  blessing  shall  not  be  wanting  even  from 
afiir.  Mary,  see  that  my  will  be  obeyed.  I  doubt  not  my  child*s  readi- 
ness to  comply  with  my  desires;  but  it  is  your  province  to  see  those 
desires  enforced,  should  she  be  reckless  and  ingrate  enough  to  hesitate 
after  so  formal  a  command.  Mary,  you  at  least  will  never  grieve  me.  I 
know  you  will  see  to  this  for  our  child's  sake;  and  accept  my  best 
thanks,  dearest,  now,  for  all  the  enduring  love  and  kindness  you  have 
borne  me  through  life.  Should  I  not  be  able  to  thank  you  again  here 
below,  I  shall  remember  it  above,  from  whence  my  blessing  shall  ever  rest 
on  you  imtil  we  meet  again." 

As  he  spoke^  he  folded  his  weeping  wife  in  his  arms,  and  seemed  for- 
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getful  of  all  else  but  the  pang  of  parting.  At  last  he  tore  lumself  from 
her,  and  received  his  daughter's  embrace.  Her  sorrow  was  not  Tehementi 
but  she  felt  as  if  her  heart  was  breaking. 

"  Promise,  Margaret — promise/'  he  whispered  in  her  ear. 

'*  Anything,  father,  to  please  or  soothe  you,"  was  the  scaioely  aadiUe 
rejJy. 

*'  Lopez  Chievosa,  I  entrust  to  you  my  dearest  pledges.  Let  happen 
what  will,  to  me  be  a  son — a  husband  to  litem  ;  and  may  Grod  deal  with 
you  as  you  deal  with  the  confidence  I  repose  in  you.  The  trust  of  an 
nonest  man  and  a  true  Christian,  young  man,  is  a  thing  too  sacred  to  be 
trifled  with." 

Chievosa,  in  his  turn,  received  a  fatherly  embrace  from  Cornelius.  The 
next  instant  the  impatient  familiars  were  within  the  chamber,  and,  to 
avoid  the  prolongation  of  the  painful  scene,  Comehus,  clasping  his  rosaiy 
firmly  in  his  hands,  followed  them  from  the  room  without  casting  another 
glance  on  the  fainting  figure  of  his  wife,  whom  Chievosa  supported  in  lus 
arms,  or  on  his  scarcely  more  conscious  daughter,  who  had  sunk  upon  her 
knees. 


THE   UNMATCHED   SOUP. 

BY  £.  P.  BOWSELIi,  ESQ. 

In  one  of  those  dingy  courts  in  the  City,  which  I  never  enter  widi* 
out  a  strange  feeling  as  though  I  were  being  squeezed,  so  obnoxioos  do 
they  look  to  anything  at  all  wide  or  free,  so  prison-like  are  they  in  their 
aspect,  so  associative  of  thin  bodies  and  narrow  minds — in  one  of  these 
dismal  localities,  many  years  ago,  stood  the  dining-house  of  old  Jeremy 
Brand.  The  dining  business  had  been  carried  on  there  from,  time  imme* 
morial  (Jeremy  had  it  forty  years),  and  at  the  period  of  which  we  speik 
a  most  extensive  business  it  was.  In  all  probability  there  were  very  few 
houses  in  the  City  at  that  time  where  so  much  money  was  taken  as  at 
Jeremy's.  And  why  was  this  ?  Not  because  the  dining-room  was  a 
nice  one,  for  it  was  as  dark  and  as  dirty  as  it  could  well  be — ^nor  was  it 
on  account  of  the  viands  generally,  for  though  they  woukl  pass  muster, 
they  were  not  particularly  commendable,  and  certainly  comd  not  daim 
credit  for  attracting  the  number  of  visitors  who  daily  satisfied  their  appe- 
tites at  '^  Old  Jeremy's."  It  was  mainly  on  account  of  Jeremy's  ionp 
—his  perfectly  unrivalled  soup  of  all  lands,  which  he  sold,  too,  at  a  very 
moderate  charge,  that  Jeremy  had  such  a  superb  share  of  custom. 
Everybody  who  went  to  Jeremy's  had  soup,  and  everybody  vowed  that 
such  soup  as  that  soup  they  had  never  tasted  before,  and,  probahfy,  should 
never  taste  elsewhere  again. 

Now  Jeremy  had  been  solicited  by  all  sorts  of  people,  and  he  had 
been  offered  large  sums,  to  reveal  the  secret  as  to  how  he  made  tins 
soup.  His  mock-turUe— At5  ox-tail — his  gravy,  were  quite  unlike  what 
were  obtained  elsewhere.  There  was.  a  peculiar  flavour  about  them,  a 
richness,  an  enticingness,  that  no  cook  out  of  Jeremy's  could  aofaieie; 
and  intense  was  the  desire  on  the  part  of  the  best  cooks  in  hoaadoa  to 
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ascertain  the  concealed  method  by  wiudi  Jeremy  was  enabled  to  arrive  at 
die  wonderM  result  exhibited  in  that  unmatched  soup,  the  praises  of 
which  were  so  frequently  and  gallingly  sung  in  the  ears  of  irritated 
competitors.  But  Jeremy  was  firm.  That  secret,  he  said,  he  never 
would  divulge :  his  pocket  would  be  injured  and  his  pride  hurt  by  that 
soup,  that  now  could  only  be  obtained  in  Undertaker's  Court,  being  to  be 
purchased  all  over  the  town.  And  what  was  more,  Jeremy's  cooks 
seemed  to  share  their  master's  feelings,  for  though  mighty  bribes  had 
been  offered  to  them  to  tell  the  mystery,  they  were  likewise  unmoved, 
and  to  all  appearance  immoTable ;  and  so  it  was  that  at  this  time 
Jeremy's  secret  was  locked  up  in  the  breasts  of  some  four  individuals-^ 
his  business  was  greater  than  ever,  and  his  wealth  day  by  day  grew  and 
increased  in  a  manner  wonderful  to  behold. 

But  this  marvellous  prosperity  could  not  be  expected  to  last  for  ever. 
An  evil  day  was  at  hand.  One  of  the  villanous-looking  old  cooks  who 
was  entrusted  with  the  making  of  the  matchless  soup,  fell  in  lore  with 
Jeremy's  pretty  housemaid,  who,  though  she  hated  the  miserable  old 
fellow,  for  a  certain  purpose  pretended  warmly  to  return  his  affection* 
Mary  was,  in  reality,  engaged  to  the  son  of  a  tavern-keeper  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  the  only  bar  to  their  union  was  one  which,  unfortunately, 
has  very  often  existed — the  bar  of  insufficient  worldly  goods  to  make 
matrimony  a  prudent  proceeding.  Under  these  circumstances  Mary's 
wits  were  sharpened  to  discover  some  way  of  improving  her  pecuniary 
condition,  and  the  first  thing  that  struck  her  was  that  there  was  a  secret 
the  possession  of  which  would  be  equal  in  yalue  to  a  little  fortune.  True, 
there  was  erery  reason  to  believe  that  old  Jonathan  had  never  in  the  rery 
slightest  degree  divulged  that  secret  to.  any  human  being,  but  there  was 
DO  doubt  of  the  venerable  idiot  being  over  head  and  years  in  love,  and 
there  was  no  doubt,  either,  that  his  silliness,  in  consequence,  would  exceed 
even  the  inordinate  quantity  invariably  exhibited  by  persons  in  his  melan- 
choly situation.  Well,  then,  she  would  set  to  work;  and  she  did  set  to 
work,  and,  melancholy  to  relate,  old  Jonathan,  who  had  withstood  the 
most  tempting  offers  of  advantage  of  every  kind  to  reveal  the  mystery  of 
the  soup— who  had  cast  them  all  aside  with  scorn  unspeakable — this 
hitherto  faithful  old  servant  was  at  last  led  into  a  shameful  violation  of  con- 
fidence; afler  an  agonising  struggle  between  love  and  duty,  love  triumphed, 
and  in  a  trembling  voice  he  whispered  the  secret  into  the  ears  of  his  beloved 
Mary.  But  ah,  mark  the  consequence!  Conscience  was  soon  busy,  re- 
morse quickly  ensued,  and  that  very  night  the  wretched  Jonathan,  racked 
and  tortured  beyond  endurance,  walked  from  his  bed  to  the  kitchen, 
gazed  long  and  lingeringly  upon  a  quantity  of  that  precious  soup,  with 
which  he  had  been  so  proud  to  be  identified,  but  the  sight  of  which  now 
drew  from  him  moans  inexpressibly  sad  and  dismal,  and  then  did  some- 
thing to  himself  with  a  car\dng -knife,  which  put  an  end  straightway  to 
his  mortal  career. 

We  need  scarcely  say  that  the  marriage  of  the  diabolical  housemaid 
with  the  son  of  the  tavern-keeper  was  not  long  taking  place.  They 
were  quickly  united ;  money  was  raised  for  the  opening  a  dining-house, 
and  business  was  commenced  forthwith,  in  a  locality  not  far  from  Jeremy's. 
Of  course  the  first  thing  done  was  the  publishing  feu*  and  wide  the  pos- 
session, by  the  proprietors  of  the  new  dining-house,  of  the  secret  of 
"Seremy^B  soup ;  and  in  order  to  remove  all  doubts,  the  whole  story  (tiU 
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then  withheld)  as  to  the  manner  in  which  the  secret  had  been  obtained 
was  likewise  fxdly  made  public,  and  the  circumstance  of  the  ancient 
cook's  tragical  end  was  pointed  to  as  confirmatory  in  great  measure  of 
its  correctness.  Jeremy  went  raving — his  anger  passed  all  bounds — ^he 
yowed  he  would  have  up  the  body  of  Jonathan  and  cut  it  into  pieces— 
he  rushed  to  the  new  dining-house,  asked  for  the  mistress,  and  on  her 
appeaiiDg  seized  her  by  the  throat  and  all  but  choaked  her  (for  which 
feat,  by-the-by,  he  would  have  suffered  unpleasant  pains  and  penalties, 
only  his  doctor  certified  to  his  having  been  labouring  under  a  slight 
attack  of  delirium  tremens),  and  then  was  so  completely  prostrated  and 
cast  down  that  he  took  to  his  bed  and  laid  there  for  some  weeks.  Mean- 
while, a  division  existed  among  his  old  customers.  Many  had  tried  the 
new  dining-house,  and  declared  that  its  soup  was  at  least  equal,  if  not 
superior,  to  Jeremy's ;  while  many,  on  the  other  hand,  contended  l^t 
Jeremy's  soup  still  maintained  its  clear  and  unquestionable  superiority. 
This  circumstance  afforded  some  consolation  to  Jeremy.  All  was  not 
lost  His  house  might  yet  regain  its  position.  If  he  could  only  get  a 
decided  majority  of  his  customers  to  decide  that,  after  all,  there  was  no 
soup  like  his,  he  might  by-and-by  insinuate  afresh  that  the  revelation  of 
the  secret  by  Jonathan  was  only  a  made-up  story,  and  thus  the  time 
would,  in  all  probability,  return  when  men  would  own  that  Jeremy  was 
still  triumphant,  and  that  in  the  concoction  of  soup  he  and  his  assistants 
might  still  look  down  upon  all  the  world.  This  idea  cheered  the  old 
man ;  he  grew  better — he  got  well — he  was  about  again,  and  day  by 
day  he  was  greeted  with  friendly  smiles  and  encouraging  words ;  and 
day  by  day  was  his  hand  shaken  by  multitudes,  who  declared  their  con- 
tinued belief  that  his  mock-turtle  and  his  ox-tail  were  unequalled,  and 
could  not  be  equalled.  At  length  it  seemed  as  though  Jeremy's  oppo- 
nents were  falling  into  a  bad  way.  They  made  solemn  affirmation  imi 
precisely  as  soup  was  manufactured  at  Jeremy's,  so  was  it  made  at  their 
house ;  they  reiterated  the  story  as  to  how  the  secret  had  been  obtained; 
they  pointed  afresh  to  the  significant  suidde  of  the  unhi^py  Jonathan ; 
still,  even  those  who  had  supported  them  at  the  outset,  now  looked  at 
them  coldly  and  incredulously,  and  their  visits  grew  fewer  and  fewer. 
At  last  one  or  two  friends  suggested  that,  as  a  final  effort  to  conyince  the 
public  that  really  and  truly  there  was  no  difference  between  the  soup-^ 
that  theirs  quite  equalled  Jeremy's,  and  that  as  their  room  was  a  much 
nicer  one  than  Jeremy's,  the  balance  of  advantages  was  on  their  side — 
a  g^and  challenge  should  be  issued  to  Jeremy.  It  should  be  proffered  to 
him  to  entertain  a  select  number  of  customers  one  day,  whom  they  should 
regale  the  next ;  and  that  on  the  third  day  a  solemn  gathering  should 
take  place,  when  judgment  should  be  delivered  as  to  which  party's  soup 
had  been  most  exquisite,  and  thus  the  much-vexed  and  important  question 
be  finally  set  at  rest. 

The  challenge  was  given,  and,  after  some  hesitation,  it  was  accepted. 
Great  was  the  excitement  among  the  soup-loving  public — ^intense  the 
anxiety  of  the  lovers  of  mock-turtle — ^indescribable  tne  agitation  of  the 
adherents  of  ox-tail.  The  days  were  fixed,  the  guests  were  invited,  they 
were  men  of  siurpassing  appetites,  yet  of  exquisite  taste ;  an  awfiil  thing, 
indeed,  would  be  their  decision. 

The  first  day — the  day  of  Jeremy's  entertainment — arrived. 

In  the  early  morning  the  youthful  servant  of  Jeremy's  married  daugfa* 
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ter,  who  had  arrived  two  days  before  on  a  yisit^  having,  as  was  her  duty,  im- 
mersed her  mistress's  baby  in  a  basin  of  water  (it  was  an  infant  of  remark- 
ably small  dimensions),  was  occupied  in  rubbin?  the  squalling  little  crea- 
ture dry  with  a  coarse  towel.  Suddenly  the  maiden  started  from  her  seat, 
placed  the  in&nt  very  unceremoniously  in  its  cradle,  and  leaving  the  room, 
ran  down  stairs,  and  confronted  Jabez  Jolly,  the  remaining  old  cook 
(Jeremy  would  not  have  one  in  the  place  of  Jonathan),  who  happened  to 
be  making  his  way  to  the  soup-room. 

'*  Please  Mr.  Jolly,"  said  the  little  maiden,  in  her  most  persuasive  tone, 
**  do  let  me  presently  go  and  look  at  the  soup." 

Now  it  was  against  orders  for  Mr.  Jolly  to  allow  any  one  to  enter  the 
80up-room,  and  he  at  first  refused;  but  he  was  a  good-natured  fellow  (I 
think,  somehow,  that  most  people  who  are  in  the  habit  of  eating  first-rate 
soup  are  good-natured),  and  on  witnessing  the  pain  his  refusal  caused 
the  maiden,  he  reversed  his  decision,  and  claiming  a  kiss  as  his  reward, 
consented. 

"  Well,  now,  come  at  once,'*  said  Mr.  Jolly. 

"Oh,  I  can't  come  directly,"  replied  Mary;  "Fve  got  the  baby  to 
dress." 

"  Then  you  can't  come  at  all,"  returned  Jolly,  "  for  I  daren't  let  you 
in  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour*s  time." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Mary,  after  a  moment's  hesitation ;  "  I'll  be  with  you 
in  an  instant" 

She  ran  up  stairs  again.  There  lay  the  little  infant  naked  in  its  cradle, 
screaming  lustily.  Its  mother  was  very  ill,  and  could  not  look  to  it,  and 
no  one  else  cared  to  inquire  about  it.  Still,  if  left  there,  the  wretched 
nproar  it  was  making  would  bring  some  one  to  see  what  was  the  matter, 
and  if  it  should  be  found  lying  naked  and  deserted,  its  attentive  little 
nurse  knew  that  she  would  be  sent  off  straightway.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  she  waited  until  she  had  properly  attired  and  fetched  some  one  to  take 
charee  of  it,  she  would  lose  tne  chance  of  a  peep  into  the  soup-room, 
which  she  was  so  curious  to  enter.  Under  these  circumstances,  Mary 
grasped  the  squalling  infant,  seized  a  blanket,  enveloped  it  therein,  and 
hastened  down  stairs  to  Mr.  Jolly,  who  at  once  conducted  her  to  the 
goup-room. 

The  girl  ran  in  and  gazed  in  utter  amazement  at  the  various  huge 
vessels  that  stood  around  containing  soup.  There  seemed  a  perfect 
ocean  of  soup;  the  sight  took  her  very  breath  away.  Presently  she 
stood  by  a  most  mighty  caldron,  and  timidly  moving  one  of  the  im- 
mense ladles,  brought  into  motion  divers  pieces  of  ox-tail,  that  might 
have  reminded  her  of  monsters  making  their  appearance  firom  the  depths 
of  the  sea.  The  baby  now  laugh^  and  crowed  exceedingly,  and 
wriggled  about  in  the  blanket  to  a  dangerous  extent,  while  the  little 
maid  let  it  rest  (she  could  only  herself  just  peep  over)  against  the  side  of 
the  cauldron  as  she  stirred  the  contents.  A  lively  infimt  it  was,  and  it 
stretched  its  hands  out  delightedly,  as  though  it  were  not  without  some 
notion  of  the  beauty  and  the  richness  of  the  concoction  on  which  it  was 
gazing. 

The  youthful  nuuden  must  have  remained  thus  occupied  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  or  so ;  at  the  end  of  which  time  she  was  observed  leaving 
the  room,  and  subsequently  the  house,  with  some  deg^e  of  precipitation, 
and  looking  as  though  she  were  not  altogether  easy  in  her  mind* 
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6y-and-by  there  was  an  outcry  for  the  little  servant  and  the  baby. 
They  were  searched  for  high  and  low,  and  when  it  transpired  that  the 
former  had  left  the  house,  but  without  the  in&nt,  considerable  alarm  was 
excited.  Nevertheless,  the  preparations  for  the  banquet  proceeded  in 
due  course;  they  could  not  be  interrupted  or  interfered  with  ibr  the  sake 
of  any  babies ;  and  Jeremy,  although  vexed  and  uneasy  when  be  heard 
what  had  occurred,  was  too  busily  occupied  to  dwell  much  rqxin  the 
matter  at  that  time. 

The  hour  of  dining  was  at  hand ;  the  g^uests  had  assembled ;  there 
was  great  commotion.  Jabez  Jolly  was  in  a  state  of  alarming  excite- 
ment Jeremy  forgot  the  baby,  forgot  its  mother — forgot  ev^ything 
saye  the  important  point  which  was  ere  long  to  be  decided.  One  moment 
he  was  down  in  the  soup-room,  swearing  at  Jolly  like  a  trooper ;  then 
he  begged  the  old  fellow's  pardon  with  the  utmost  humility ;  afiberwards 
he  withdrew  into  his  bedroom ;  and  one  of  the  waiters  declared,  on  look- 
ing through  the  keyhole,  he  had  seen  him  on  his  knees,  doubtless  praying 
for  the  triumph  of  his  soup. 

The  hour  came.  Dinner  was  announced.  The  guests  were  marshalled 
with  great  ceremony  into  the  highly  decorated  dining-room.  On  the  table 
was  such  an  array  of  mighty  tiureens — one  of  particularly  gig^tic  dimen- 
sions occupying  a  prominent  position  at  the  top  of  the  table — the  eyeB  of 
the  guests  glistened,  and  Jeremy's  heart  beat  violently.  Places  were 
taken,  and  Jeremy,  having  in  his  agitation  given  thanks  instead  of  asking 
a  blessing,  the  cover  was  removed  from  the  huge  tureen  before  meotioaed, 
and  the  helping  actively  began. 

*'  It  looks  first-rate,"  said  the  guest  first  helped,  taking  up  his  spoon. 

"  And  tastes  so,  I'm  sure,  sir,"  answered  Jeremy,  as  he  helped  away, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes  from  excessive  emotion. 

"  Oh,  the  devU!"— «  Oh  boo  I"—"  I  be"—"  Oh  1  ok  !"  shouted  two  or 
three  who  had  taken  their  first  spoonful  at  the  same  moment;  and, 
springing  from  their  seats,  they  sputtered  the  soup  about  the  room. 

Jeremy  turned  pale !     Every  one  rose  in  alarm ! 

"  What — what's  the  matter?"  was  the  anxious  inqinry  on  all  sid». 

"  Taste  and  find,"  yelled  the  others, 

Jeremy  frantically  took  a  huge  spoonful.  No  sooner  had  it  gone  down 
his  throat  than  he  fell  as  if  shot,  and  writhed  like  an  eel  being  subjected 
to  the  skinning  process.  Directly  after,  however,  he  sprang  to  his  feet, 
disappeared,  and,  in  a  moment  returned,  dragging  in  Jabez  Jolly  by  the 
hair. 

^'  ViUain,"  shouted  Jeremy — ^^  murderer,  assassin !  you  have  pcHsooed 
the  soup  :  own  it,  wretch,  before  we  die." 

The  chests  made  a  rush  at  the  old  cook,  and  as  many  as  could  grasped 
him  with  tiger-like  ferocity. 

"  Av,  ay,  villain,  you  have  poisoned  us,"  they  screamed  in  concert 

"  I  liaven't.    Murder!"  shouted  Jabez. 

'^  Run  for  a  doctor,"  cried  some;  and  immediately  two  or  three  ran  for 
a  doctor. 

**  And  for  a  policeman,"  added  others  ;  and  straightway  a  policeman 
was  sent  for. 

"  Make  him  drink  some  himself,"  said  one. 

The  idea  was  immediately  acted  upon.  OH  Jolly  was  dragged  to  the 
table,  and  was  compelled  to  swallow  three  table-spoonfols.     At  the  two 
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first  he  was  so  outrageous  that  it  required  the  utmost  strength  of  six 
furiously-indignant  men  to  hold  him ;  hut  at  the  third,  he  broke  away 
from  all  of  them,  dashed  into  the  street,  and  was  only  secured  after  he  haa, 
in  a  temporary  fit  of  insanity,  knocked  down  four  men,  three  women  and 
a  child,  and  broken  two  large  panes  of  glass  in  the  window  of  Mr.  Isaacs, 
the  cheap  tailor  at  the  comer. 

Almost  directly  old  Jolly  had  disappeared  a  great  uproar  was  heard 
without,  and  presently  two  police  constables  entered  the  room,  dragging 
between  them  the  little  servant-girl  who  had  vanished  so  mysteriously  in 
the  early  part  of  the  morning.  She  seemed  in  a  state  of  sore  affliction, 
and  presented  a  most  dismal  aspect.  The  moment  she  saw  Jeremy  she 
sprang  forward,  and  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  him. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Jeremy!  Oh,  sir! — oh,  pray!"  she  exclaimed,  weeping 
Yociferously.  "Oh,  don't  kill  me — oh,  don't;  I  couldn't  help  it.  I 
eouldn't,  really — the  poor  baby !" 

"  What  about  it  ?"  inquirea  the  astonished  Jeremy, 

^'  Oh,**  she  answered  with  a  shiver,  and  a  fresh  burst  of  lamentation. 
**  Oh,  throw  that  soup  away — oh,  don't  anybody  drink  that  soup." 

**  What  about  the  soup  ?"  shouted  every  g^est  present. 

"  Oh,  gentlemen !"  cned  the  girl.     «  Oh,  the  baby !" 

"  What  has  the  baby  to  do  with  the  soup  ?"  asked  Jeremy,  in  a 
faltering  voice,  and  tummg  very  pale. 

"  Why,  sir,"  began  the  girl ;  but  then  breaking  off  suddenly,  she 
repeated  most  imploringly,  "  Oh,  don't  kill  me." 

"  Devil  take  the  girl !  cried  Jeremy ;  "  we  are  not  murderers — ^we 
don't  cut  throats." 

"But,  sir — but  the  baby,"  stammered  the  girl.  "I — I — wanted  to 
look  at  the  soup — and,  sir,  I  couldn't  go  without  taking  the  baby — and 
—oh,  oh " 

"  Go  on,"  shouted  Jeremy. 

"  Oh — yes — if  you  won't  kill  me — and  so — and  so  I  took — it — into 
— the  soup-room — and  I — had  it  wrapped  up  in  a  blanket — ^and  as  I  was 
standing  looking  at  the  soup — the  de — dear  baby  took  a — a  jump — 
and " 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  it  jumped  into  the  soup  ?"  shouted  half-a- 
dozen  voices. 

"  Ye-e-e-es — (oh,  don't  kill  me  !)^and  I  couldn't  get  it  out — so  I — I 
ran — away — and  left  it.     Oh,  you'll  kill  me,  I  know  you  will — oh,  oh !" 

Such  a  yell  arose  firom  Jeremy  and  the  horror-stricken  guests — there 
was  such  a  rushing  to  the  door,  and  such  a  close  examination  of  the 
patterns  of  washhand  basins  for  hours  after. 

So  it  was.  It  was  not  ox-tail,  but  baby-soup  they  had  had  before 
them.  The  poor  little  infant  had  been  stewed — made  soup  of — the  case 
was  clear ;  upon  a  careful  search  they  found  reomants  of  the  baby  mingled 
with  the  pieces  of  ox-tiuL  Poor  old  Jeremy's  business  was  settled ;  but 
as  he  had  no  business  to  be  in  business  (considering  his  wealth),  nobody 
much  pitied  him.  He  closed  his  shop  the  next  day,  and  neither  he  nor 
any  of  his  family  were  ever  known  to  taste  soup  afterwards. 
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By  Miss  Julia  Addison. 

author  of  **the  curate  op  wildmere." 

Chapter  XIIL 

I  sat  me  down  more  heavily  opprest. 

More  desolate  at  heart,  than  e'er  I  felt 

Before.  Thompson. 

When  Miss  Trimmer  descended  to  the  library  she  found  no  one  there 
but  Wentworth,  who  was  standing  by  the  window,  in  so  deep  a  reverie 
that  he  did  nqt  perceive  her  entrance. 

"  Are  you  going  tho  thoon?"  she  commenced.  "  I  have  been  bithj  all 
the  mornmg  preparing  my  penthilth  and  brutheth  to  thketch  out  of 
doorth  with  you  and  Florenth.  I  regret  leth  that  we  are  going  to  looth 
you  to-day,  becauth  we  are  going  to  thpend  the  afternoon  with  the 
Mumfordth,  very  thtupid  people,  who  dine  at  three  o'clock,  and  are  motth 
dreadful  borth.  Don't  you  hate  thtupid  people,  Captain  Wentworth ; 
and  don't  you  detetht  dining  at  three  o  clock  ?' 

As  she  spoke,  her  attention  was  attracted  by  a  large  bouquet  of  choice 
flowers  which  lav  on  the  table. 

''Dear  me,  what  a  tharming  bouquet  !'*  she  exclaimed,  "and  arranged 
with  thuch  tathte  too !  I  alwayth  think  there  ith  immenth  thcope  for 
the  dithplay  of  iudthment  and  tathte  in  the  arranthment  of  flowerth. 
Now,  an  artitht.  Captain  Wentworth,  or  one  who  painth  like  an 
artitht^  hath  a  great  advantage  over  thothe  who  have  not  thtudied 
painting.  I  think  I  can  geth  who  thelected  thethe  flowerth  ?"  she  added, 
as,  after  bending  down  to  smell  them,  she  looked  up  at  Wentworth. 
expecting  a  reply  to  her  observations. 

But  Wentworth  made  none. 

''Are  thethe  your  choithe?"  she  asked,  taking  up  the  boaqaet>  and 
playfully  holding  it  close  to  his  face. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Wentworth,  starting ;  "  did  you  speak  to 
me  ?" 

"  Thpeak  to  you.  Captain  Wentworth !  Why  I  have  been  talking  to 
you  inthethantly  thith  latht  quarter  of  an  hour.  But  I  am  afiradd  I  have 
interrupted  your  meditathontn." 

"  My  meditations !"  repeated  Wentworth,  with  an  air  of  abstraction. 

"  Yeth,  your  meditationth,"  repeated  Miss  Trinuner,  pointedly.  "  You 
were  lotht  in  thought  jutht  now.  I  wath  complimenting  you  upon  your 
arranthment  of  thith  bouquet." 

"  You  must  reserve  your  compliments  for  Sir  Robert  Craven,"  said 
Wentworth ;  "  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  bouquet." 

«  Indeed  I     Hath  Thir  Robert  been  here  then  ?" 

Not  receiving  any  answer  to  this  question,  which,  indeed,  Wentworth 
did  not  seem  to  hear,  she  added,  after  a  moment's  pause, 

"I  have  been  withing  all  the  morning  for  a  moth-rothe.  I  could  not 
go  on  the  lawn  to  look  for  one  ath  the  grath  ith  damp.  I  mutht  try  and 
tind  thome  person  kind  enough  to  go  for  me.  Do  you  know  whether  the 
grath  ith  damp,  Captain  Wentworth?" 

^'  I  am  afraid — that  is,  I  hope  not,"  he  answered,  in  an  absent  manner. 
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"  Really,"  said  Miss  Trimmer  to  herself,  *Hhith  ith  unbearable.  Mithter 
Tbilverdale  would  have  brought  me  a  dothen  rotheth,  and  repeated  half 
a  page  of  poetry  to  each  ;  and  Mthter  Pemberton  would  at  leatht  have 
had  thome  fun  and  taken  notith  of  me  in  his  pleathant  way.  I  thought 
it  better  to  beg^n  with  a  little  flattery.  We  will  now  protheed  to 
bithneth.  Talking  of  Thir  Robert,"  she  commenced,  lowering  her 
Toice,  and  assuming  a  confidential  air,  ^*  you  are  probably  aware  of  the 
attathment  exthithting  between  him  and  a  thertam  young  lady  not  bi 
dithtant."  Obserring  that  her  auditor  had  suddenly  become  very  at- 
tentive, she  proceeded,  ^'  Which  attathmenth  ith  encouraged  by  Lady 
Theagrove,  who  ith  ath  fond  of  Thir  Robert  ath  if  he  were  her  own  thon, 
and  hath  long  meditated  their  union.  Indeed,  Lady  TheagroTO — ^but  I 
dare  thay  you  know  all  thith,  do  you  not  ?'' 

**  Lady  Seag^ve  has  never  honoured  me  with  her  confidence  on  the 
subject,  said  Wentworth,  changing  colour,  although  he  spoke  with 
affected  indifference. 

"  I  am  thurprithed,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  ^'  that  with  your  quickneth 
and  penetrathon  you  have  not  dithcovered  thith  before.  And  yet,"  she 
continued,  hesitatmg  a  little,  as  if  she  spoke  with  great  reluctance — ^'and 
yet  I  am  not  thurprithed  either,  for,  I  regret  to  thay,  that  our  dear 
Florenth,  with  all  her^merritth,  ith  a  thad  coquette,  and  itithecthtremely 
difficult  for  any  one,  even  her  motht  intimate  friendth,  to  know  her  real 
thenthiments,  thinth  the  will  often  pretend  one  thing,  whiltht  in  reality 
the  meanth  quite  the  reverth." 

*^  Impossible  !*'  exclaimed  Wentworth,  with  an  energy  of  manner  that 
quite  startled  Miss  Trimmer. 

'<  I  athure  you,"  she  replied,  mournfully,  **  it  ith  with  great  pain  that 
I,  who  love  Florenth  like  a  thithter,  breathe  even  the  thlightest  word  about 
her  that  ith  not  unmicthed  praithe.  Indeed,  I  feel  extremely  thorry 
that  I  have  thaid  what  I  dia,  even  to  you ;  but,  like  other  people  of 
whothe  nature  truth  and  candour  are  the  predominant  featurth,  I  some- 
timth  inadvertently  thay  thingth  which  I  repent  of  afterwardth,  tho  pray, 
Captain  Wentworth — I  know  that  to  thuch  a  friend  of  the  family  I  thall 
■at  plead  in  vain — do  pray  promith  that  what  I  have  thaid  shall  go  no 
rarther — that  you  will  even  try  to  forget  it  yourthelf  ?" 

A  bend  of  the  head  was  Wentworth's  only  reply  to  her  last  appeal. 

^'  I  have  succeeded  still  better  than  1  hoped  or  expected,"  she  said  to 
herself;  "for  I  have  certainly  made  him  very  uncomfortable." 

Miss  Trimmer  was  right ;  for  Wentworth  in  vain  endeavoured  to  per- 
suade himself  that  Florence's  intended  marriage  was  a  matter  of  indiffer- 
ence to  him,  or  at  least  that  he  merely  regretted  on  her  own  account 
that  she  should  be  united  to  a  man  who  he  thought  would  not  make 
her  happy. 

He  returned  home  very  melancholy;  and  throwing  himself  on  a  sofa, 
remained  for  a  long  time  unmindful  of  everything  but  his  own  thoughts. 
At  last  he  started  up,  and  resolved  to  employ  himself,  that  he  might  not 
think  any  more.  The  clock  of  a  neighbouring  church  had  iust  struck 
four,  and  he  determined  to  read  until  it  should  strike  again ;  but  though 
he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  page  before  him,  he  could  not  command  his 
attention,  and  the  chiming  of  the  next  hour  found  him  still  pursuing  the 
same  train  of  harassing  meditations.     He  closed  the  book  without  having 
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the  remotest  idea  of  what  he  had  been  reading,  and  walked  out  into 
the  street,  without  knowing  where  he  was  going. 

On  his  return  he  found  several  letters  lying  on  the  table.  Among 
ihese  was  one  on  pink»laced  paper,  written  in  a  hand  which  appeared  at 
if  the  writer  had  studied  to  make  it  illegible..  It  was  enclosed  in  a 
delicate  primrose-coloured  envelope,  and  sealed  with  blue  wax.  On  the 
seal  was  the  figure  of  Cupid,  with  a  bow  in  his  hand,  standing  on  a  heart 
pierced  by  five  or  six  arrows,  with  the  motto,  "  Oh !  amoiu:  trop  cruel !" 
With  considerable  difiSculty  Wentworth  deciphered  the  following : 

"  My  deab  Sir, — It  is  with  immense  reluctance  that  I  take  a  step 
which  it  required  huge  "  screwing-up  of  courage  to  the  sticking-place'* 
to  resolve  upon  taking.  Nothing  but  my  strong  persuasion  of  your 
benevolence,  the  distressing  predicament  in  which  I  am  placed,  and  the 
£bw,  the  very  few,  friends  whom  fate  has  permitted  to  cross  the  thorny 
and  briery  path  of  my  sublunary  course,  could  have  induced  me  to  aik 
the  favour  I  meditate. 

'*  1  began  this  with  the  intention  of  explaining  all ;  but^  alas  I  my  pen 

refuses  to  respond  to  my  dictation,  and  I  must,  therefore,  content  myself 

with  entreatmg  you  to  call  upon  me    at  seven  o'clock    this  evenings 

assuring  you  that,  by  so  doing,  you  will  confer  an  everlasting  favour  on, 

and  eternally  oblige,  • 

<<  Your  unhi^py,  but  most  sincere  friend, 

*^  Cynthius  Vibgilius  Siltebdalb. 
<*  Elysium  Terrace,  August  2ud. 

**P.S.  I  shall  *pine  away  the  lonely  moments,  pierced  with  anxious 
thought,'  till  I  receive  your  answer,  which,  I  trust,  you  will  kindly  send, 
without  delay,  by  my  messenger,  and  so  put  an  end — as  you  only  can 
do — ^to  my  soul-rendfing  suspense.*' 

To  this  epistle  our  hero  wrote  an  answer  in  the  following  terms  : 

"  Captain  Wentworth  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.  Silverdale^  and 
will  be  happy  to  call  on  him  at  the  time  mentioned.  Captain  W.  is  son|f 
to  hear  that  Mr.  S.  is  unhappy,  and  will  be  glad,  if  it  is  in  his  power,  to 
render  him  any  assistance." 

Having  directed  and  sealed  his  letter,  Wentworth  rang  the  bell,  and 
a  little  girl,  the  daughter  of  his  landlady,  making  her  i^pearance,  he 
gave  it  her  to  deliver  to  the  poet's  messenger.  Just  as  he  nad  done  so^ 
he  perceived  that  he  had  sealed  it  with  a  large  se^J,  bearing  the  impres- 
sion of  a  coat  of  arms.  Hastily  tearing  off  the  envelope,  he  substituted 
another  vrith  a  small  seal,  bearing  simply  his  Christian  name  of  Chades. 
He  then  again  gave  the  letter  to  the  child,  replaced  the  larger  seal  in 
his  writing-desk,  sat  down,  and  was  soon  again  lost  in  thought.  The 
seal  which  he  still  held  in  his  hand  had  been  given  him  by  his  motheri 
who  had  had  it  engraved  on  purpose  for  him  when  he  was  a  boy.  Tho 
remembrance  of  her  mingled,  as  it  frequently  did,  with  his  other  feelings. 

**  How  little  did  she  imagpbe,"  thought  ne,  ''  that  her  son  would  he 
one  day  banished  and  disowned !  Could  she  have  foreseen  my  fistthei^s 
treatment  of  me,  she  would  have  died  still  more  unhappy.     And  yoOf 
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cruel  author  of  her  sufferings  I"  he  continued,  '^  do  you  erer  feel  one 
pang  of  sorrow  or  remorse  ior  your  conduct  towards  your  victim  ?  Does 
the  thought  that  you  embittered  her  existence,  and  at  last  broke  her 
hearty  ever  sadden  you,  or  cause  you  a  moment's  regret?"  He  drew 
forth,  and  gazed  at  her  portrait,  until  his  eyes  were  dimmed  by  the  tears 
tiiat  fell  fast  upon  it.  *^  How  she  loved  me  I"  he  said  to  hims^.  ^*  The 
longer  I  live  in  the  world,  the  more  I  feel  convinced  that  nothing  can 
ever  supply  the  place,  or  compensate  for  the  loss  of  that  best,  and  truest, 
aod  most  constant  of  friends — a  tender  and  affectionate  mother!" 


Chapter  XIV. 

I  have  had  a  most  rare  vision. 

Midsummet'a  Nights  Dream. 

SooK  after  Wentworth's  departure,  Mr.  Silverdale  had  called  at 
Seagrove  HalL  He  found  Florence  alone  in  the  drawing-room  arrang- 
ing some  sketches  in  a  portfolio. 

''Ah!"  he  exclaimed,  ^*  I  £nd  you  as  I  expected. 

Where  painting,  music's  strains 
With  rival  beauties  the  attenticm  claims. 

Is  it  not  so  ?  But  I  hope  I  am  not  putting  any  of  the  Muses  to  flight 
by  an  inopportune  intrusion." 

''  It  is  impossible  that  the  Muses  can  be  disturbed  by  such  a  devoted 
admirer  as  yourself,"  was  Florence*s  smiling  reply. 

Mr.  Silverdale  shook  back  the  long  straight  lock  of  hair  which  always 
hung  over  his  eyes,  acknowledged  the  compliment  by  a  bow,  and  then 

Eroduced  a  gilt  edged  sheet  of  pink  paper,  on  which  was  printed,  in  faint 
lue  ink,  the  prospectus  of  a  work  of  hb  own. 

**  It  is,"  he  said,  as  he  handed  the  paper  to  Florence,  "  a  volume  of 
poems  which  I  am  about  to  publish  by  subscription.  Five  hundred 
suhscribers,  of  three  guineas  each,  will  only  just  cover  the  expenses  of 
publication,  towards  which  number  I  have  at  present  but  seven." 

**  That  is  a  very  small  proportion,"  observed  Florence. 

"  It  is^"  said  Mr.  Silverdale,  with  a  sigh. 

'^  I  am  almost  surprised  you  have  courage  to  proceed  with  such  an  un- 
dertaking," said  Florence. 

'*  Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast," 

said  the  poet,  with  a  grim  smile,  "  and  I  have  little  doubt  of  ultimately 
succeeding,  though  it  is  hard  for  even  first-rate  talent  to  make  its  way  in 
these  days;  but  'never  despair'  is  my  motto.  And  that  true  genius 
will  shine  forth  like  the  sun,  in  spite  of  all  obstacles,  is  a  fact  which  his- 
tory and  experience  add  their  joint  testimonies  to  prove.  What  a  cheer- 
ing and  animating  reflection !     Its  happy  possessor  may,  indeed,  without 

hyperbole, 

The  dark'niog  universe  defy 
To  quench  his  immortality ! 

But,  to  return  to  my  book.  It  wiQ  form,  as  the  prospectus  states,  a 
splendid  quarto  volume,  elegantly  bound,  and  illustrated  with  a  superb 
engraving  to  each  poem,  fix)m  original  designs,  all  dn^wn  by  amateur 
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artists,  and  those  solely  ladies  ;  which,  I  think,  cannot  fail  to  gire  a  pe- 
culiarly interesting  and  attractive  character  to  the  work,  and  to  increase 
its  popularity." 

Florence  desired  him  to  set  her  name  down  for  a  copy  of  the  woric, 
and  added  that  she  had  no  douht  Lady  SeaOTOve  would  also  take  one. 

*^  And  now,"  said  Mr.  Silverdale,  when  he  had  thanked  her,  **  I  haye 
a  greBi  favour  to  beg  of  you.     May  I  hope  that  you  will  grant  it?" 

"  I  shall  be  very  happy,"  replied  Florence,  "  if ^" 

"  If  I"  interrupted  Mr.  Silverdale.  "  Let  not  your  lips  utter  that  word, 
but  allow  me  to  tell  you  my  wishes.  I  have  already  several  drawings, 
executed  by  kind  and  accomplished  ladies  ;  may  I  venture  to  request  that 
your  fair  and  fairy  fingers  will  condescend  to  practise 

The  art  that  baffles  time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it, 

in  my  behalf?" 

Florence  expressed  her  readiness  to  assist  him  if  she  was  able,  and  in- 
quired the  subject  of  the  poem  he  wished  to  have  illustrated. 

'*  There  are  several,"  said  Mr.  Silverdale,  **  which  no  amiable  and 
talented  Apelles  has  yet  deigned  to  immortalise.  The  one  I  am  most 
desirous  to  see  depicted  is  called  ^  My  Noonday  Dream,'  of  which  I 
will  give  you  a  slight  sketch.  I  am  described  as  lying  asleep  in  a  g^tto^ 
in  the  foreground: 

Where  woodbines  cloBter  ronnd  the  door 
Where  shells  and  moss  o'erlaj  the  floor. 
There, 

Rapt  in  a  wild  poetic  dream, 

I  am  suddenly  surrounded  by  a  host  of  spirits,  terrestrial  and  celestial; 
cupids,  satyrs,  fauns,  and  naiads  offering  me  all  their  pleasures  as 
an  inducement  to  be  one  of  them ;  while  in  the  centre  of  the  picture  a 
sea  appears,  and  discloses,  swimming  in  its  crystal  waters,  innumerable 
mermaids,  dolphins,  and  sirens,  who  point  to  the  coral  rocks  and  beds  of 
pearl,  *  dimly  seen,'  in  the  dark  unfathomed  caves  beneath,  and  tempt 
me  to  become  a  spirit  of  the  sea.  On  the  shell-strewn  beach  stand 
Apollo  and  the  Muses,  Pan  with  a  shepherd's  crook,  and  all  the  prindpsl 
goddesses  of  ancient  mythology,  Minerva  with  her  ^gis,  Venus  drawn  by 
doves,  Juno  supported  by  Iris,  Diana  prepared  for  the  chase,  and  Ceres 
loaded  with  fruits,  corn,  and  flowers,  all  vicing  with  each  other  in  offering 
me  their  various  g^fts  and  advantages,  and  pressing  me  to  determine 
which  of  them  I  will  accept.  On  the  other  side,  the  greatest  poets  of  aU  ages 
and  all  countries  are  congregated  together ;  Homer  and  Horace,  Milton 
and  Shakspeare,  Dante  and  Virgil,  Schiller  and  Byron,  with  a  host  of  others 
of  inferior  note,  all  holding  out  laurel  crowns,  and  entreating  me  with 
different  expressive  actions  and  gestures  not  to  allow  any  of  the  delights 
offered  by  tne  various  other  personages  to  allure  me  from  following  thdr 
bright  footsteps  to  the  Temple  of  Fame,  which  is  seen  rising  amidst  clus- 
tering vines,  grassy  hills,  and  majestic  forest  trees.  Li  the  distance, 
beyond  the  heathen  deities,  appear  Mount  Parnassus,  the  plains  of 
Helicon,  with  the  golden-sanded  Pactolus  slowly  meandering.  This^  I 
think,  would  furnish  an  excellent  and  copious  subject  for  a  picture." 

"  Copious  enough,  certainly,"  said  Florence.  "  It  is  far,  very  bt 
above  my  powert." 
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^'  You  will  not  refuse  me!"  cried  the  poet  ^'  Six  ladies  have  already 
declined  the  task.'* 

^*  I  fear  I  must  be  added  to  the  number,"  said  Florence. 
"  Will  no  power  of  ratiocination, 

No  soft  persuasion's  gentle  force, 
induce  you  to 

Beyoke  your  stem  decree?** 

said  Mr.  Silverdale,  imploringly ;  "  I  will  tell  you  another  point  in  the 
story  which  my  friend  Mr.  Bombastus  Verbose  thinks  still  better.  You 
know  Mr.  Bombastus  Verbose,  of  course,  the  editor  of  the  Literary 
Lumber  Magazine  T^ 

Florence  said  that  she  was  not  acquainted  with  Mr.  Verbose's  writings. 

'*  I  am  surprised  at  that,"  resumed  Silverdale,  '^  for  he  is,  m  my  opinion, 
one  of  the  greatest  literary  characters  of  the  age.  The  scene  which  he 
prefers  is  where,  after  I  have  declared  my  determination  to  accompany 
xny  brother  bards,  a  violent  and  obstinately-contested  combat  ensues  be- 
tween them  and  all  the  deities  and  spirits  of  earth,  sea,  and  air ;  who, 
furious  with  jealousy  and  disappointment,  fall  upon  the  poets  and  endea- 
Tour  to  tear  them  in  pieces.  However,  the  poets  are  victorious,  and  carry 
me  off,  covered  with  laurel-wreaths,  in  a  triumphal  car,  drawn,  or  rather 
whirled  through  the  air  by  winged  and  fiery  coursers,  towards  the  Temple 
of  Fame.  What  is  your  opinion  ?  Do  you  like  this  better  than  the 
Other  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Florence,  imable  to  refrain  from  laughing  at  the  air  of 
gravity  and  self-satisfaction  with  which  he  spoke;  ^'  I  think  it  would 
be  still  more  difficidt." 

Mr.  Silverdale  looked  disappointed. 

^'  Have  you  no  poem  that  could  be  illustrated  with  a  less  intricate 
drawing?"  said  Florence.  '^  A  subject  with  not  more  than  one  or  two 
figures?" 

"  Why,  really,"  said  Mr.  Silverdale,  "  two  or  three  figures  are  nothing 
at  all.  Any  person  who  has  the  slightest  talent  for  drawing  can  make  a 
composition  with  one  or  two,  or  two  or  three  figures.  I  should  not  think 
of  asking  you  to  do  anything  so  simple.  I  own  I  am  grieved,  that  with 
talents  more  than  equal  to  the  task,  you  will  not  undertake  this  dream." 

^'  Are  all  your  dreams  as  singular  and  fantastic?"  asked  Florence. 

*'  Some  of  them  more  so,*'  replied  the  poet.  ^'  Yet  all  are  not,  either; 
tas  I  had  one  last  night,  which  might  come  to  pass  if  you  choose.  I 
dreamed  that  you,  with  your  own  fair  hand,  gave  me  a  rose.  Will  you 
not  make  this  dream  a  reality?" 

^^  Willingly,'*  answered  Florence,  handing  him  a  vase  of  flowers; 
<<  you  may  take  as  many  of  these  roses  as  you  please." 

"  What  a  heartless  way  of  doing  the  thing !"  exclaimed  Silverdale. 
**  V  you  have  one  spark  of  kindness  in  your  composition,  you  will  g^ve  me 
one  only,  yourself,** 

**  There  is  a  rose,  then,"  said  Florence,  selecting  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful ;  "  or  stay,  I  think  this  is  more  worthy  of  your  acceptance." 

"  A  thousand  thanks,"  exclaimed  Silverdale,  pressing  the  flower  to  his 
Hps;  '^  I  never  before  saw  a  rose  like  it.  It  is  as  unique  as  it  is  lovely. 
Tiie  only  fear  now  is, 

Lest  I  die  with  too  much  pleasure. 
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Now,  indeed,  I  might 

Die  of  a  rose  in  aromatic  pain." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  if  my  presence  produced  such  dismal  consequences,* 
said  Florence,  smiling. 

''  I  shall  cherish  and  preserve  the  flower  to  the  latest  day  of  my  life," 
said  Mr.  Silverdale,  placing  it  in  his  button-hole. 

"  I  regret  that  Lady  SeagroYe  is  out  this  morning,"  said  Florence, 
breaking  a  pause  which  ensued. 

**  Do  not  regret  it  on  my  account,"  said  the  poet,  "  for  when  I  have 
your  society  it  is  impossible  I  could  wish  for  any  other." 

"  You  are  very  complimentary,"  said  Florence. 

"  Indeed,"  he  replied,  "  by  the  glorious  heaven  above  us,  it  is  no  com- 
pliment. If  you  take  an  interest  in  me — if — ^if  you  are  kind  to  me, 
rate  may  frown,  or  fortune  smile  unheeded." 

He  would  have  added  more,  but  Florence  interrupted  him  by  asking, 
as  she  rose  from  her  seat  and  moved  towards  the  open  window,  whether 
he  would  walk  with  her  and  meet  Lady  Seagrove,  whom  she  saw  at  a 
little  distance  coming  down  the  avenue. 

Chapter  XV. 

K  e'er  I  loved  her,  all  that  love  is  gone. 

Romeo  and  Juliet 

I  dare  say  this  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day. 

Henry  VL—Part  I. 

Since  the  day  of  the  archery  meeting  a  gradual  alteration  had  taken 
place  in  Mr.  Silverdale 's  feelings ;  or,  as  he  himself  expressed  it,  ^  a 
change  had  come  o'er  the  spirit  of  his  dream."  It  was  at  the  aicheiy 
meeting  that  he  had  first  seen  Florence  Hamilton,  and  he  was  not  long 
in  becoming  aware  that  she  was  as  superior  to  Lady  Louisa  Tofiton  in 
temper  and  character,  as  she  was  in  beauty  of  person.  It  is  but  justice 
to  say  that  for  some  time,  believing  that  the  fair  widow,  with  all  hsr 
coquetry  and  teasing  ways,  really  loved  him,  he  struggled  against  this 
fresh  preference ;  but  on  another  scene  occurring,  in  which  Lady  Louisa 
was  even  more  unreasonable  and  out  of  temper  than  when  they  sit 
together  in  the  gallery  at  Craven  House,  he,  after  trying  to  pacify  and 
induce  her  to  be  reconciled  for  nearly  an  hour,  left  her,  completely 
wearied  and  disgusted ;  and  from  that  time,  having  argued  himself  into 
the  conviction  that  she  could  not  love  him  sincerely,  or  she  would  not  so 
constantly  make  him  miserable,  he  gave  himself  up  entirely  to  his  newly* 
bom  love  for  Florence.  In  this  transfer  of  his  affections  he  was  reafly 
uninfluenced  by  mercenary  motives.  It  is  true  that  he  knew  be  could 
not  afford  in  his  present  state  to  marry  a  woman  without  fbrtone, 
but  Lady  Louisa  possessed  a  very  comfortable  independence,  such  as 
Mr.  Silverdale  would  have  been  more  than  satisfied  with,  en  attendaat 
the  realisation  of  his  golden  dreams  of  the  fortune  that  vrss  to  result 
from  his  poetical  talents. 

As  he  walked  slowly  onwards  in  the  direction  of  the  town  of  B— — ^ 
afiter  his  visit  to  Seagrove  Hall,  he  fell  into  a  reverie  about  Florence. 
^*  How  silent  she  was,"  he  said  to  himself;  ^'  and  how  reserved  in  hsr 
manner  towards  me,  after  I  had  hinted  at  my  sentiments.     Sure  signs  of 
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a  tenderness  of  feeling.     Cjnthius  Silverdale,  you  have  made  an  impres- 
sion.    Then  the  rose — how  carefully  she  chose  out  the  one  most  worthy 
of  me,  as  she  said.     I  will  compose  a  sonnet  to  it." 
He  did  so,  and  recited  the  commencement  aloud : 

**  Oh,  lovely  rosel  bright  image  of  my  fSair, 
I'll  ever  cherish  thee  with  fondest  eare; 
Sweet  flower — as  I  thy  glossy  petals  view, 
Embalm'd  in  fragrance,  and  impearPd  with  dew, 
A  thousand  thoughts  of  her  o'erwhelm  my  heart; 
Alas !  too  cruel  fate  has  bade  us  part ** 

Here  he  stopped,  to  consider  whether  he  should  leave  the  last  line,  or 
suhstitute  another  of  a  more  cheerful  character,  and  had  just  determined 
that  the  latter  would  be  more  suitable,  as  he  was  not  compelled  to  part 
from  Florence,  and  fate  had  not  yet  been  cruel  to  them,  when  he  was 
startled  by  hearing  a  loud  harsh  voice  exclaim : 

''  That's  an  uncommonly  fine  rose  you  have  in  your  button*>hole ;  I 
admire  it  exceedingly !" 

"  Oh,  good  morning.  Sir  Robert,"  said  the  poet.  "  I  hope  you  are 
well" 

"  Very  well,  thank  you,"  growled  Craven,  still  looking  at  the  rose. 
^'  I  am  sure  I  have  seen  that  flower  before.  It  is  a  very  remarkable  oney 
with  that  vivid  crimson  colour,  and  those  curious  white  streaks.  A  new 
variety,  raised  by  my  own  gardener." 

**  It  is  beautiful,"  said  Mr.  Silverdale ;  '^  and  I  prize  it  highly,  both  for 
its  own  sake,  and  that  of  the  donor." 

"  The  donor !"  cried  Craven,  his  colour  rising.  "  Who  the  deuce  gave 
it  you  ?" 

'^  You  are  curious,  Sir  Robert ;  and  not  over  polite." 

^^  I  have  a  right  to  be  so,"  answered  the  baronet,  gruffly. 

"  How  ?"  asked  Silverdale. 

*^  I'll  tell  you,"  said  Craven.  "  I  am  positive  that  that  rose  you  are 
so  proud  of  was  once  mine,  for  there  is  not  another  plant  of  the  kind  in 
England,  and  there  were  only  two  flowers  on  the  tree,  one  of  which  is 
in  my  drawing-room,  and  the  other  I  took  this  morning  as  a  present  to  a 
young  lady." 

**  And  a  young  lady  this  morning  gave  it  me,  in  token  of  her — her— 
preference." 

"  You  do  not  mean  to  say,"  exclaimed  Sir  Robert,  his  voice  trembling 
with  rage,  '*  that  Miss  Hamilton  gave  you  that  flower  ?" 

**  No  less  a  person,"  replied  the  poet,  complacently. 

**  And  in  token  of  preference  ?" 

"  Most  true." 

*'  Most  false !"  thundered  Sir  Robert.     "  Give  me  the  flower !" 

"  I  would  rather  give  you  the  last  drop  of  my  heart's  blood,"  said 
Silverdale,  taking  the  rose  carefully  in  his  hand  : 

"  Oh,  beauteous  rose! 
Not  worlds  could  tempt  me  e*er  to  part  with  thee. 

Good  morning.  Sir  Robert.     It  is  time  that  I  should 

Homeward  plod  my  weary  way." 

**  No,  no !"  cried  Sir  Robert,  seizing  his  arm.  "  This  demands  an 
explanation." 
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« I  have  none  to  offer/'  said  Silverdale,  shaking  him  off;  '^nor  haye 
you  a  right  to  demand  any : 

I  see  no  reason  if  I  wear  this  rose 

That  any  one  should,  therefore,  be  suspicious." 

"  Confound  your  poetry !"  cried  Sir  Rohert,  in  a  paroxysm  of  anger. 
''  Speak  to  me  in  plain  English.  Tell  me  that  what  you  said  is  a  joke, 
or '' 

"  I  could  not  utter  such  a  falsehood,"  said  Silverdale,  smiling  proudly. 

"  Then  hy  Heaven !"  said  Sir  Robert,  grinding  his  teeth,  "  you  shall 
hear  more  of  this !  And,  in  the  meantime,  you  shall  not  go  showing  and 
bragging  about  my  flower.  If  you  won't  give  it  me  quietly  I  must 
take  it." 

As  he  spoke,  he  attempted  to  snatch  the  rose  from  Silverdale,  who» 
growing  angry  in  his  turn,  pushed  away  his  arm,  exclaiming, 

"  Hold,  Sir  Robert,  or  beware  of  the  consequences !" 

But  almost  before  he  had  finished  speaking  Craven  had  rudely  torn 
off  the  head  of  the  rose,  dashed  it  to  the  ground,  and  trampled  it  under 
his  feet. 

"  Do  you  think  I  shall  tamely  suffer  this !"  cried  Silverdale,  his  face 
reddemng  with  passion.  "  No  ;  I  consider  it  an  insult — an  insult  I  shall 
neither  forget  nor  forgive !" 

"  You  talk  of  insult !"  cried  Sir  Robert,  "  when  it  is  I  who  am  in- 
sulted, I  who  am " 

Rage  choked  his  utterance. 
There  is  but  one  mode  of  redress,"  said  Silverdale,  shortly. 
I  was  about  to  say  so,"  exclaimed  Sir  Robert.     "  A  brace  of  pistob 
this  evening  on  Sedgefield  Common.     Do  you  understand  me  ?" 

"  Understand  you !"  repeated  Silverdale,  with  a  contemptuous  sneer. 

The  sound  of  a  horse's  hoofs  now  caused  both  the  disputants  to  look 
round,  and  they  saw  Pemberton. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  he  inquired,  observing  their  flushed  faces  and 
angry  looks. 

Sir  Robert  and  Silverdale  began  immediately  to  recount  their  affronts, 
each  telling  the  story  his  own  way  ;  but  as  they  both  spoke  at  once,  eadi 
striving  to  be  loudest,  he  of  course  understood  neither.  He  told  them 
so,  and  then  appealed  to  Silverdale,  as  the  least  violent  of  the  two. 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Sir  Robert;  "  hear  me.  He  distorts  every- 
thing." 

"  I  will  not  stay  to  be  further  insulted !"  cried  the  poet,  in  great  indigo 
nation,  turning  to  depart  as  he  spoke. 

**  It  only  remains,  then,  to  find  our  seconds  and  fix  the  time,"  said  Sir 
Robert.     *^  The  last  we  can  do  at  once." 

<<  By  all  means,"  replied  Silverdale  ;  <<  let  it  be  at  eight  o'clock  this 
evening.     The  place,  as  you  said,  Sedgefield  Common." 

"  Agreed  !"  said  Sir  Robert,  briefly. 

"  This  evening  do  I  meet  thee  fell  as  death," 

said  the  poet,  with  an  air  of  great  heroism. 

"  Good  Heavens  !"  said  Pemberton,  "  what  am  I  to  understand  by  all 
this  ?    You  are  not  serious  ?" 
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"  I  can  answer  for  myself,  that  I  never  was  more  so,"  said  Sir  Robert, 
with  a  fierce  look  at  his  future  antagonist. 
"And 

I  am  in  most  profound  earnest," 

said  Silverdale,  solemnly. 

"  But,  my  good  friends *'  commenced  Pemberton. 

"  Call  not  friends  the  two  bitterest  enemies  who  ever  trode  the  earth," 
interrupted  Silverdale. 

**  But  you  must  be  friends.  Come — I  am  sure  you  will  be  able  to 
settle  this  dispute  amicably,"  said  Pemberton. 

Loud  exclamations  as  to  the  utter  impossibility  of  doing  so  were  the 
only  answer  he  received ;  and  the  strenuous  efforts  which  he  continued 
to  make — after  having  gathered  from  words  and  casual  expressions 
dropped  by  the  rivals  the  origin  of  the  quarrel — to  bring  about  a  recon- 
ciliation, were  entirely  fruitless.  When  at  length  the  poet,  at  the  highest 
pitch  of  heroic  indignation,  walked  off  with  a  rapidity  of  pace  and  vehe- 
ment energy  of  gesture  very  unusual  to  him,  Sir  Robert  urgently  entreated 
Pemberton  to  be  his  second.  For  a  long  time  Pemberton  refused ;  but 
at  last,  chiefly  from  the  good-natured  hope  that  he  might  be  instrumental 
in  adjusting  the  affair  without  fighting,  most  reluctantly  consented. 

Having  walked   very  quickly  for  about  a  mile  in  the  direction  of 

B ,  Silverdale,  tired  and  out  of  breath,  began  to  reflect  more  calmly 

on  what  had  passed ;  and  presently,  in  a  very  troubled  state  of  mind, 
sat  down  on  a  heap  of  stones  by  the  roadside,  to  collect  his  scattered 
faculties,  and  consider  what  was  best  to  be  done  in  this  new  and  unfore- 
seen emergency. 

He  was  engaged  that  day  to  dine  at  Mrs.  Mumford's,  which  engage- 
ment, knowing  that  he  should  meet  Florence  Hamilton,  and  be  sure  of 
not  meeting  Sir  Robert,  he  resolved  to  keep. 

^*  But  who  can  I  ask  to  be  my  second?''  he  said  anxiously  to  him- 
self. ''Mr.  Simon  Miunford?  And  what  should  I  get?  Grim,  for- 
bidding looks,  a  grave  lecture  on  the  folly,  sin,  and  wickedness  of  duel- 
ling, and  a  solemn  admonition  to  ^o  home,  read  the  Bible,  pray  for  a 
new  heart,  and  a  better  frame  of  mmd ;  and  then  extend  the  olive-branch 
of  peace  to  Craven,  with  meek  and  Christian  humility.  Mr.  Bombastus 
Verbose?  I  might  just  as  well  apply  to  the  Great  Mogul  or  the  Pacha 
of  Egypt.  There  would  be  quite  as  much  chance  of  succeeding  with 
those  princes  as  with  the  awful  and  unapproachable  editor  of  the  Literary 
Lumber  Magazine,  Captain  Wentworth  ?  Ha!  that  is  a  bright  thought. 
He  would  be  just  the  person;  but  my  acquaintance  with  him  is  too 
slight;  and  yet  he  appears  benevolent  and  kind-hearted.  I  do  not 
think  he  would  refuse  me.  I  can  but  try.  I  will  write  to  him  as  soon 
as  I  reach  home." 
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BY  JOSEPH  ANTHONY,   JUN. 

« 

In  commencing  our  sketch  of  the  Commercial  Snob,  we  must,  in  justice 
to  the  body  of  ambassadors  to  which  he  belongs,  premise  that  thej  are  a 
very  different  class  of  the  genus  homo  to  that  which  formed  their  fratonity 
half  a  century  ago.  Bagmen  is  no  louger  an  appropriate  designation  to  them 
applied,  as  those  appendages  to  the  craft  are  now  almost  uniyersally  dis- 
carded. There  is,  we  are  aware,  one  of  the  old  regime — the  last  of  hw  race 
remaining,  who,  booted  and  spurred,  surmounts  his  saddle  bags  astride  an 
ancient- looking  Kosinante,  whose  appearance  is  in  admirable  keeping  with 
the  frosty-face  and  g^zled  lo^s  of  his  rider.  We  have  ourselves  contem- 
plated this  lingerer  on  the  scene  with  feelings  somewhat  akin  to  awe.  We 
never  behold  his  spare  anatomy  and  his  antique  dress  without  being  re- 
nunded  of  the  Last  Man,  or  those  mystic  spirits  which  are  said  to  revist 
the  glimpses  of  the  moon.  We  should,  indeed,  be  inclined  to  reg^ard  him 
as  a  "  Day  Ghost,*'  had  we  not  been  led  by  curiosity  to  follow  his  move- 
ments, until  we  have  seen  him  converse  with  those  whom  we  knew  to  be 
in  the  flesh.  Many  summer  and  winter  days  have  passed  away  since  this 
remnant  of  the  past,  the  last  of  his  race,  was  first  pointed  out  to  our  ob- 
servation; much  of  the  enthusiastic  spirit  of  young  manhood  has  passed 
from  us,  the  romantic  hues  which  coloured  the  path  of  life  have 
vanished  from  our  vision,  and  the  sardonic  grin  of  old  time  has  revealed 
itself  in  the  dissolving  view — since  we  first  saw  the  ancient  solitary  rider, 
and  yet  is  he  unaltered.  On,  on  he  jogs  his  accustomed  route,  town  after 
town,  true  as  the  dial  to  the  sun  to  his  time;  the  same  round,  the  same 
spot,  the  same  hour.  Could  we  but  follow  him  and  listen  to  his  voice, 
certain  are  we  that  he  would  be  found  ever  to  utter  the  same  words,  at 
the  same  time,  and  the  same  place.  In  our  peregrinations  he  is  the 
nearest  approach  that  we  have  met  with  to  the  Wandering  Jew;  and  we 
think  it  neither  impossible  nor  improbable  that  that  condemned,  undying 
piece  of  mortality  may,  in  the  catalogue  of  his  pimishment,  have  indudea 
that  of  the  life  of  a  commercial  ambassador.  But  to  our  sketch  of  the 
Commercial  Snob;  and  here  let  us,  without  further  preface,  introduce  Mr. 
Spiff. 

The  reader  must  have  seen  Spiff.  Be  he  a  dweller  in  town  or  village^ 
he  cannot  but  have  observed  rattling  over  the  stones  of  the  one,  orthroi^ 
the  quiet  streets  of  the  other,  his  dark-green  bodied,  high- wheeled  gig^ 
ornamented  with  a  gay-hued  dashing-looking  rug,  hanging  over  the  seat, 
a  handsome  terrier  or  setter  seated  thereon,  alongside  of  Spiff  himspJf, 
piloting  his  sixteen -hands  chestnut  slasher,  which,  with  sleek  glistening 
coat  and  silver-studded  harness,  looks  as  gay  as  his  master,  and  can  do- 
only  ask  Spiff — how  many  miles  an  hour?  Of  a  verity.  Spiff's  is  a  spicy 
turn  out,  and,  to  do  him  but  bare  justice,  he  displays  considerable  taste  and 
style  in  the  equipment  of  his  own  five-feet  ten  of  humanity.  You  shall 
see  worse  cut  coats  in  Regent-street,  ay !  and  many  of  them  too,  any 
hour  of  the  twenty-four,  and  less  taste  displayed,  than  in  the  pattern  of 
his  waistcoat,  and  the  harmony  of  contrasted  colouring  of  the  same  with 
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the  cataract  of  satin,  or  the  modest  tie  which  encircles  his  neck.  And 
yet  is  this  very  Spiff  one  of  the  snobs  of  his  order. 

Binks,  the  stage-bagman,  we  need  scarcely  tell  our  readers,  is  a  gross 
caricatore.  Sach  a  monster !  who  is  represented  with  a  white  hat,  bright 
blue  scarf,  red  waistcoat,  and  flaming  tartan  trousers ;  and  who  never  h^urd 
of  any  Milton,  but  one  who  travelled  in  the  button  trade ;  was  never  seen, 
even  in  the  middle  ages  of  commercial  travelling.  Yet,  must  we  confess, 
that  in  Binks  the  public  have  had  presented  to  them  a  character  bearing 
some  affinity  to  the  Commercial  Snob.  Spiff,  who,  when  off  his  journey, 
aojoums  in  a  tenement  in  whose  largest  room  to  swing  a  cat  would  be 
not  exactly,  as  Spiff  would  say,  on  the  cards, — and  dines  off  cold  meat 
more  than  twice  a  week,  or,  as  a  single  lodger,  takes  plain  meals  with  the 
&mily  at  so  much  per  day ;  when  out,  sits  down  to  the  rich  spreads  at 
the  hotels  with  an  air  as  though  he  were  in  the  habit  of  dining  only  in 
«  marble  halls,"  and  was  worth  at  least  thousands  a  year.  Woe  to  the 
eook  if  Spiff  should  detect  the  most  minute  departure  from  what  he  knows 
to  be  '^  the  thing."  No  prince  in  his  palace,  no  grumbler,  however  great, 
ever  turned  up  his  nose  with  more  contempt  and  ill-humour  at  a  dinner 
that  was  deficient  of  something  in  particular,  which,  because  not  thought 
requisite  and  not  provided,  was  the  very  thing  wanted,  than  Spiff. 

^' Roast  beef!"  he  cries;  ^'I'm  sick  of  it.  And  as  to  that  saddle  o£ 
mutton,  it's  not  coerced  to  suit  me.  John,  tell  your  cook  that  he  may  be 
able,  perhaps,  to  operate  for  chaw-bacons,  but  not  for  gentlemen.  What 
have  you  got  to  follow  ?" 

*'  A  brace  of  wild  ducks,  sir ;  plum-pudding  and  cheese-cakes." 

**  Wild  ducks  again !  'pon  my  soul,  Fve  been  wild-ducked  to  death 
hitely ;  and  d — n  the  pastry,  I  say !  I  hope  you  have  a  good  Cheshire 
eheese  in  the  house,  and  some  decent  celery.  I'll  try  to  make  a  dinner 
of  bread  and  cheese." 

The  grumbler,  however,  well  knows  he  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind. 

*'  Spiff,  let  me  send  you  a  slice  of  this  beef;  'tb  done  to  a  turn ;  there 
—and  a  little  of  the  fat,  youll  find  it  delicious." 

**  Thankee,  Mr.  President ;  at  your  recommendation  Fll  try  it,  for  it 
does  seem  properly  cooked.  Pity  the  mutton's  spoiled,  for  I  should  have 
preferred  it  Fagh !  have  you  tausted  this  sherry,  Mr.  President  ?  Let  me 
beg  you  will  have  it  changed ;  they  have,  surely,  better  wine  than  this  in 
the  house,  it's  hot  as  vitriol,  and  more  than  half  brandy,  I'll  swear.  Ah ! 
the  Crown,  at  Fuddleton,  is  the  house  for  a  glass  of  good  sherry. 
George  Smith"  (be  it  observed,  the  Commercial  Snob  ever  calls  by  their 
Christian  names  the  landlords  who  stand  high  in  his  estimation,  with 
whom  he  is  intimate,  and  in  whose  bars  he  is  regarded  as  a  somebody), — 
**  George  Smith  never  put  a  poor  glass  of  wine  on  the  table  in  his  life. 
Have  you  tasted  his  port  lately,  Jenks  ?" 

*'  Yes,  last  Sunday  three  of  us  did  five  bottles  of  it,  and  splendid  stuff 
it  18,  by  Jove,"  replies  Jenks,  the  vice-president  who,  by  the  way,  is 
himself  a  rising  scion  of  commercial  snobbism,  and  who,  being  young  on 
the  road,  could  not,  in  the  practice  of  his  new  vocation,  a  la  Spiffs  do  leas 
than  acquiesce  in  what  the  latter  said,  regarding  him  as  he  did  as  a  modeL 
Be  it  observed,  too,  that  this  was  Jenks's  third  journey  only,  and  as  he 
had  originally  been  simply  an  under  warehouseman,  or  book-keeper,  in 
the  house  now  represented,  his  opportunities  of  becoming  a  judge  of  wine, 
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on  a  salary  of  some  five-and-twenty  shilliDgs  a  week,  had  been  somewhat 
limited.  When  to  this,  too,  it  is  added  that  every  glass  he  took  beyond  a 
pint  would  cause  his  detention  in  bed  as  many  hours  after  the  usual  time 
of  rising  next  morning,  if  able  to  rise  at  all,  it  will  be  evident  that  his 
judgment,  in  confirmation  of  Spiff's  eulogium  of  Smith  of  the  Crown's 
wine,  was  calculated  to  have  some  weight. 

Perhaps,  the  servants  in  the  house  are  not  aware  when  Spiff  has  arrived. 
Perhaps  the  ostler  doesn't  know,  nor  the  boot«— oh,  no!  perhaps  not 
Perhaps  Spiff's  voice  is  not  heard  occasionally  elevated  above  the  common 
pitch,  and  perhaps  boots,  ostler,  chambermaid,  and  the  whole  string  of 
functionaries,  are  not  by  him  sometimes  individually  and  collectively  con- 

Xed  to  a  place,  not  only  from  which  no  traveller  ever  returns,  but  to 
;h  no  adventurous  spirit  has  ever  been  known  daring  enough  to  wish 
to  go. 

Spiff  is  a  good  customer  to  the  houses  in  which  he  sojourns.  He  has 
frequently  some  of  his  customers  to  dine  or  sup  with  him,  and  as  he  stays 
in  a  town  of  any  cahbre  some  two  or  three  days  or  a  week,  he  is  a  customer 
worth  attending  to,  and  Spiff  knows  it.  The  host  ever  salutes  his  coming 
with  a  smile  and  a  glad  to  see  him  ;  the  helpers  of  the  house  know  it 
would  not  be  well  to  offend  him ;  he  conducts  himself  to  them  accordingly 
and  Spiff  loves  obedience. 

The  Commercial  Snob  is  universally  as  unfurnished  within  his  cranium 
as  he  is  well  decked  without  his  corpus,  and  hence  is  his  conversation 
very  limited  in  its  range  of  themes.  He  is  great  alone  in  the  histories  of 
all  the  landlords,  landladies,  waiters,  et  id  genus  omne,  belonging  to  the 
houses  which  he  patronises  on  his  circuit ;  and  may  be  pronounced  a  feur 
authority  as  to  why  old  John,  the  ostler,  left  the  Swan,^-or  why  William, 
the  waiter,  left  the  George.  He  not  unfrequently  talks  politics ;  and  not  a 
little  worthy  of  notice  is  it  that  the  side  he  espouses  is  invariably  the  non- 
movement  party — ^for  the  Commercial  Snob,  in  his  predilections,  is  quite  an 
aristocrat.  He  talks  politics ;  but  as  his  information  is  gathered  solely  from 
a  dip  now  and  then  into  the  mazes  of  a  few  articles  in  the  newspapers, 
his  capability  to  discuss  a  question  is  but  limited ;  and  he,  therefore,  fSalls 
back  upon  a  style  in  argument,  which  he  finds  answers  his  purpose  so  well 
in  other  respects, — and  that  is,  the  bold  and  swaggering  Drawcansir 
style.  He  deals  only  in  generalities,  never  condescending  to  descend 
from  the  hectoring  declamatory  position  to  enter  into  particulars,  and 
advance  proofs. 

**  I  tell  you  what,  sir,**  says  Spiff,  with  a  loud  voice,  "  Reform  was  a 
piece  of  humbug, — yes,  sir,  humbug!  Free- trade  is  humbug;  both 
inroads  on  the  constitution;  yes,  sir,  on  the  glorious  constitution  of 
this  country !  'Tis  the  onward  spirit  of  the  age,  as  it  is  called ;  and  a 
d — d  bad  spirit  it  is,  too.  Ruin  to  everything  and  to  everybody,  and 
nothing  else,  don't  tell  me." 

^*  But,  Mr.  Spiff,"  inquires  Brown,  who  is  in  the  tea-trade,  to  whom 
ihe  Reform  Bill  gave  a  vote,  who  contributed  to  the  League  Fund,  and 
who,  in  spite  of  the  big  words  having  come  from  the  great  gun  Spifi^ 
with  his  handsome  stock  and  stylish  waistcoat,  ventures  to  attack  him,— 
"  but,  Mr.  Spiff,  will  you  show  us  where  is  the  injury  you  speak  of 
done?" 

**  Done,  sir !"  exclaims  Spifi^  in  a  yet  louder  voice,  with  a  look  of 
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mingled  surprise  and  indignation.  "  Done,  sir,  to  everything,  to  every- 
body !  I  say,  sir,  Reformers,  Free- Traders,  and  the  whole  kit  of  them, 
are  enemies  to  their  country,— «  country,  sir,  that  would  be  all  the  better 


inquirer  for  proofe  not  have  sufficient  penetrati( 
cover  what  an  empty  head  the  well-oiled,  curly  locks  of  the  nobby  Spiff 
cover,  his  next  request  for  better  logic  to  substantiate  the  charges  made 
would  be  met  with  a  stUl  more  vague,  and  still  more  emphatically 
delivered  piece  of  oratory,  interspersed  with  sundry  demmesj  and  in  whidi 
the  epithets  of  vagabonds,  thieves,  &c.,  would  be  plentifully  sprinkled ;  the 
conclusion  being,  most  likely,  that  the  said  Spiff  would  walk  twenty  miles 
barefoot  any  day  to  see  the  whole  lot  hanged.  With  such  a  politician, 
Brown,  Blaick,  or  any  one  else,  would  soon  discover  that  argmnent  would 
be  worse  than  useless,  and,  as  amatter  of  course,  the  silence  of  contempt 
is  duly  construed  by  Spiff  as  an  acknowledgment  of  defeat,  and  hence 
on  that  head  Spiff  ever  considers  himself  impregnable. 

The  Commercial  Snob,  with  all  his  assumption,  which  renders  his 
gaucherie  more  striking,  is  often  guilty  of  habits  at  table  which  pretty 
plainly  reveal  the  vulgarity  of  his  domestic  education.  You  shall  hear 
him  perform  with  his  teeth  for  half  an  hour  after  dinner,  as  though  they 
were  a  wind  instrument ;  and,  when  drinking  his  tea,  he  will  make  a  pecu- 
liar noise  whilst  swallowing  the  liquid,  as  though  it  had,  first,  great  diffi- 
culty in  effecting  a  blubbering  entrance  through  his  lips,  and  afterwards 
had  to  pass  over  a  series  of  cataracts  in  his  mouth  ere  reaching  the  gullet. 

The  Conmiercial  Snob  has  a  most  reverential  reverence  for  title.  He 
has,  of  course,  his  remarkable  events  which  have  occurred  to  him  since  he 
has  been  out,  and,  with  the  Commercial  Snob,  these  are  ever  connected 
with  what  he  calls  great  folks ;  meeting  with  Sir  Somebody,  or  my  Lord 
So-and-So.  It  was  only  yesterday  that  we  heard  one  of  the  genus 
describing  how  he  had  journeyed  with  Lord  Tomnoddy  outside  the  coach 
from  Grantham  to  Newark,  and  what  Lord  Tomnoddy  had  said  to  him  in 
the  course  of  a  long  conversation,  and  what  he  had  said  to  Lord  Tom- 
noddy; the  interesting  incident  was  told  by  him  at  least  a  dozen  times 
during  the  day.  Nay,  we  know  one  of  these  g^reat  card  and  title  wor- 
shippers, who  has  a  stock  story  of  an  oyster  supper  and  an  hour  or  two's 
diat  which  he  once  had  with  Sir  Hector  Lofto  Planta^net. 

"  I  assure  you,  sir,"  says  the  Snob,  in  winding  up  nis  relation  of  the 
event ;  ''  I  assure  you  that  Sir  Hector  Lofto  was  just  as  free  and  easy, 
and  as  pleasant,  as  though  he  had  been  one  of  ourselves." 

The  Snob  tells  the  story  as  though  he  had  partaken  of  one  of  earth's 
best  joys  in  having  conversed  with  a  real  baronet,  and  feels  that  he  has 
therein  enjoyed  a  privilege  equal  to  a  visit  to  the  seventh  heaven. 

This  paper  would  be  far  from  complete  did  we  not  speak  of  the  Literary 
Commercial  Snob,  for  such  a  being  is  there  to  be  found  on  the  road.  A 
most  striking  character  in  this  line  occurs  to  us  whilst  writing — a  big 
burly  fellow,  who  looks  much  more  like  a  butcher  than  a  bookworm^  and 
who  by  some  means  has  contrived  to  obtain  a  reputation  amongst  the 
brotherhood  on  the  strength  of  what  he  is  going  to  do. 

Yes,  some  five  or  six  years  ago,  it  began  to  be  whispered  that  Click 
was  engaged  on  a  work  upon  Commercial  Rooms  and  Commercial  Men^ 
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and  that  it  would  be  a  rare  sbow-up.  There  were  some  who  had  been 
indulged  with  a  sight  of  the  manuscript;  rumours  were  rife  that  So-and- 
So  were  hit  off  to  the  life,  and  expeetation  was  on  tiptoe  for  the  coming 
treat.  Click  is  still  on  the  road;  and  although  five  or  six  jean  have 
elapsed  since  the  work  was  undertaken,  it  has  not  yet  seen  the  light. 

During  that  period,  howerer,  Click  has  been  greats  very  great  om  the 
road.  This  Literary  Snob  has  ruled  the  roast,  and  found  his  deciaou 
at  the  board  final,  any  time  these  five  years,  on  the  strength  of  the  reputed 
work  in  preparation.  With  very  little  brains,  in  oommon  with  the  race 
of  Commercial  Snobs,  he  has  an  awful  stock  of  conceit.  You  may  see  Mm 
go  through  a  reg^ular  series  of  attitudes  in  the  commercial  room,  afPecting 
the  strange  eccentricities  of  genius ;  and  many  a  time  and  ofb  have  the 
functionaries  in  the  inns  been  soundly  rated  for  disturbing  him,  when,  with 
his  great  greenish-grey  eyes  fixed  on  the  ceiling,  he  has  been  lost  ia 
abstraction  of  thought.  Need  we  say  that  Click's  long-promised  work 
never  has,  and  never  will  see  the  hght.  Need  we  say  that  althoogh 
he  has  managed,  and  cleverly  too,  to  cause  it  to  be  believed  that  he  is  an 
occasional  contributor  to  the  first  publications  of  the  day,  that  he  never 
penned  a  line  that  ever  reached  the  hands  of  a  Printer's  DeviL 

Like  the  WUch  in  "  Macbeth,"  his  cry  has  been,  "  Til  do,  TH  dol"  and 
alas !  for  the  permanent  fame  of  burly  Click,  all  has  yet  been,  and  ever 
will  be,  whilst  he  vegetates  on  earth,  ^'  bubble,  bubble." 

Our  paper  has  extended  too  far,  or  we  would  give  some  further  illus* 
trations  of  Commercial  Snobbism.  We  must  not,  however,  conclude 
without  observing,  in  justice  to  the  Commercial  Men  of  the  present  day, 
that,  apart  from  the  snobs,  there  are  many  very  intelligent,  liberal-minded, 
gentlemanly  fellows  amongst  them.  Bichard  Cobden,  not  many  yean 
ago,  was  one  of  the  brotherhood;  nor  is  he  the  only  one  of  the  body,  who 
has  become  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons.  The  writer  of  the 
most  popular  song  of  its  day,  '^  All  round  my  hat,*'  is  still  on  the  road, 
and,  what  is  more,  with  much  talent  has  not  a  particle  of  snolibism 
about  him.  Washington  Irving,  when  in  England,  mingled  with  and 
spoke  admiringly  of  the  body ;  and  well  we  know  that  the  entree  of  the 
commercial  room  is  generally  considered  desirable  by  many  who^  although 
not  engaged  in  business,  are  in  the  habit  of  sojoiuning  at  noteb.  To  that 
desire  the  writer  of  this  sketch  owes  an  evening's  society  with  ihe  bri^test 
living  ornament  to  the  literature  of  England.  From  experience  we  Jcnow 
that  men  of  mind,  the  great  in  intellect,  who  have  shed  a  lustre  on  the 
age  in  which  they  live,  often  mingle  with  the  brotherhood — a  body  of 
men  who  may  be  said,  at  the  present  day,  to  be  characterised  by  gentle- 
manly bearing,  frank,  intelligent,  anecdotical,  and  dieerful  oompanion- 
ship,  although  dotted  here  and  there  by  a  Commercial  Snob. 
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A    TALE     OP     THE     EIGHTH     CENTURY. 

By  the  Rey.  Jahes  Bandinel. 

Chapter  VIL 

the  third  day*s  hunt. 

The  monuDg  opened  brightly,  and  the  princess,  with  her  train,  accom- 
panied the  hunters  as  far  as  the  Birthday  Knoll.  As,  however,  a  violent 
thunderstorm  came  upon  the  party  at  tnat  spot,  Sir  Edred  took  advan- 
tage of  the  circumstance  to  urge  her  return.  Arnold,  after  a  glance  of 
deep  meaning  to  the  knight,  warmly  supported  his  proposal.  Sir  Edred's 
brow  darkened  as  he  turned  on  the  bold  harper;  but  the  minstrel 
merely  hummed  the  tune  of  the  mysterious  sone^  which  had  so  perturbed 
Edred  on  a  previous  occasion ;  and,  grinding  his  teeth,  the  Northman 
remained  silent.  Arnold's  urgency,  however,  decided  the  matter:  he 
was  known  to  be  a  careful  observer  of  Nature,  and  an  almost  unerring 
judge  of  the  weather ;  and  the  princess  returned  to  Arlstadt. 

"  It  is  strange,  Alice,"  said  she,  ^^  very  strange;  but  at  times  I  feel 
an  absolute  aversion  to  Sir  Edred.  And  yet  I  ought  to  be  always  warmly 
grateful  to  him  for  saving  my  father's  life." 

"  If  you  will  pardon  me,  madam,"  replied  the  damsel,  "  for  disagreeing 
with  you,  I  must  say  that  I  see  nothing  at  all  strange  in  your  aversion : 
1^  for  one,  share  it  most  cordially.  If  it  had  been  Sir  Eustace,  now," 
added  she,  maliciously,  ''  to  whom  your  highness  had  taken  a  dislike,  I 
should  have  been  really  surprised.  And  then,  too,  do  you  so  soon  forget 
the  warning  of  the  Rose  Queen  ?" 

Thb  princess,  whose  countenance  relieved  by  the  earlier,  had  been 
covered  with  blushes  by  the  latter  portion  of  her  friend's  address,  eagerly 
caught  at  the  concluding  sentence,  both  to  excuse  her  feelinc;'  and  cover 
her  confusion,  and  exclaimed,  '^  True,  true !  How  strange  that  I  should 
even  for  an  hour  have  forgotten  that  warning  !" 

We  will,  however,  leave  for  the  present  our  princess  and  her  train,  and 
return  to  the  hunters.  No  sooner  had  the  ladies  departed,  than  they 
divided  into  three  troops,  and  took  the  directions  agpreed  on  over  night. 
Sir  Edred  expressed  his  wish,  which  was  accordingly  granted,  of  taking 
with  him  only  a  few  companions.  Almred  was  desirous,  on  the  other 
hand,  of  having  as  large  a  force  as  possible,  as  he  expected  to  find  plenty 
of  sport ;  an  expectation  which  was  shared  by  his  subjects  and  guests,  so 
that  Eustace,  though  having  a  far  larger  troop  than  Edred,  was  but  ill 
accompanied. 

'^  They  will  not  be  able  to  make  the  least  resistance,"  thought  Sir 
Edred,  as  he  mused  for  a  moment,  whilst  his  steed  cropped  a  few  leaves 
of  the  2iOmbaum,  and  looked  at  the  receding  party.  As  he  did  so,  his 
glance  again  met  that  of  the  minstrel,  who  had  once  more  attached  him- 
self to  the  young  knight.  Arnold  smiled — a  smile  full  of  deep  meaning; 
and  though  he  could  not  fathom  it,  an  incUstinct  foreboding  of  evil  passed 
through  Edred's  mind.     He  felt>  however,  that  this  was  not  a  tune  at 
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which  he  could  question  the  minstrel,  and  setting  spurs  to  his  horse  he 
was  soon  out  of  sight. 

Sir  Eustace  and  his  party  had  not  ridden  far,  when  the  identical  wild 
hoar,  which  had  cost  so  much  interest,  sprang  up  almost  under  his  hOTse's 
feet,  and,  as  on  the  preceding  day,  led  his  pursuers  a  weary  chase  over 
some  of  the  most  difficult  grouna  in  the  forest  The  party  had  been  so 
small  at  the  outset,  and  so  many  had  been  unhorsed  or  distanced,  or 
otherwise  disposed  of,  that  when  Sir  Eustace  at  length  found  himself  on 
better  grouna,  with  die  boar  only  a  short  distance  ahead,  he  was  aocom- 
panied  only  by  three  of  his  followers,  one  of  whom  was  Arnold.  They 
gave  chase  for  half  a  mile  down  a  wide  avenue,  until  they  came  to  a  spot 
where  several  glades  met.  The  boar  halted  for  a  moment,  and  lookmg 
round  on  his  pursuers,  chose  the  path  which  led  direct  to  Schreckenstein, 
and  then  set  off  at  increased  speed. 

"  This  will  never  do,"  said  Arnold,  drawing  his  bowstring  dose  up  to 
his  ear.  The  aim  was  good — the  bow  twangei — ^the  arrow  entered  the 
boar's  side,  pierced  the  tough  hide  which  had  hitherto  been  proof  against 
every  missile,  and  reached  the  heart.  And  the  savage  b«ast  turning 
round  to  face  his  destroyer,  uttered  a  wild  unearthly  yell,  and  expired. 

Of  the  various  avenues  which  met  at  the  point  before  mentioned,  one 
led  in  the  direction  of  Arlstadt  Down  this  the  small  party  now  pro- 
ceeded. They  had  not  gone  far,  however,  when  Arnold  despatdied 
Eustace  to  announce  the  result  of  the  expedition,  and  request  that  a  rein* 
forcement  might  be  immediately  sent  to  meet  him  and  assist  in  carrying 
the  boar.  Soon  after  this  he  nalted,  and,  dragging  the  carcase  into  a 
small  recess  amongst  the  bushes,  expressed  his  intention  of  waidng  there 
till  assistance  should  arrive,  and  desired  his  two  companions  to  make  the 
best  of  their  way  to  Arlstadt,  and  procure  fresh  steeds  both  for  himself 
and  them. 

Scarcely  were  they  out  of  sight  ere  a  party  of  the  Sclireckenstein  com- 
pany appeared  in  the  slade. 

"  T  wonder  that  we  nave  not  fallen  in  with  them  yet,"  cried  one  of  the 
party.  "  However,  we  must  obey  orders.  The  haron  himself,  I  know, 
intended  to  move  forward  in  such  order  as  to  ensure  his  falling  on  their 
main  body  and  carrying  off  the  king,  or,  at  any  rate,  seizing  those 
knights  whose  prowess  prevented  the  success  of  our  first  enterprise." 

Arnold  smiled  the  same  strange  smile  which  had  some  hours  he(6te 
disturbed  Sir  Edred ;  and  the  troop  passing  on,  were  soon  out  of  sight 

At  length  his  envoys  to  Arlstadt  returned,  and,  telling  them  of  what 
he  had  seen  and  heard,  Amolph  pressed  on  as  rapidly  as  was  consistent 
with  the  enormous  bulk  of  the  wild  boar.  He  was  just  turning  short 
round,  to  take  the  open  road  to  the  place  of  rendezvous,  when  Alured 
himself  met  him,  at  the  head  of  a  strong  body,  and  in  every  direction  the 
horns  sounded,  commanding  the  retreat  or  answering  the  command.  As 
the  minstrel  rode  by  the  king  to  the  place  of  rendezvous,  he  narrated  to 
him  all  that  had  occurred.  Alured  was  much  concerned  at  the  intelli- 
gence, and  detached  a  strong  force  in  the  direction  taken  by  the  troop  of 
freebooters,  under  the  command  of  Sir  Ernest  of  Brenheim,  forbidding 
Sir  Eustace,  on  account  of  the  utterly  jaded  condition  of  his  steed,  to 
accompany  them.  He  himself,  with  Eustace,  Arnold,  and  the  main  body, 
advanced  m  the  direction  taken  by  Sir  Edred,  leaving  the  boar  in  charge 
of  a  small  troop,  with  orders  to  blow  the  royal  trumpet  every  five  minutes, 
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as  a  signal  of  recal  for  all  stragglers.  They  had  proceeded  some  way  ere 
they  met  with  any  trace  either  of  friend  or  foe.  At  length,  at  the 
sommit  of  a  low  ndgCy  they  found  a  noble  charger  lying  dead  on  the 
eround,  and  a  gallant  warrior,  apparently  dying,  by  his  side.  From  his 
DToken  accents  they  gathered  that,  not  miding  the  boar,  Edred  had 
pushed  on  until  he  was  suddenly  stopped  and  attacked  on  all  sides  by  a 
large  body  of  freebooters.  The  conflict  was  a  desperate  one.  Edred's 
borse  fell  mortally  wounded,  and  his  rider,  entangled  by  the  fall,  was 
orerpowered  and  bound.  His  comrades  were  all  slain  fighting  gal- 
lantly, except  the  dying  man,  who,  findine  himself  alone  and  wounded, 
as  well  as  ms  horse,  cut  his  way  through  the  enemy,  and  fled  for  his  life. 
"Els  noble  char^r  carried  him  with  gradually  abating  speed,  till,  worn  out 
by  hJdgae  and  loss  of  blood,  he  sank  lifeless  to  the  ground  on  gaining  the 
summit  of  the  ridge  where  they  had  both  been  found. 

It  was  soon  discovered  that  pursuit  was  hopeless,  as  the  marauders  had 
joined  their  leader,  and  Sir  Hildebrand  had  immediately  ordered  a  rapid 
retreat  to  Schreckenstein,  annoyed  that  he  had  failed  in  his  attempt  to 
Burprise  the  king,  and  apprehensiye  lest  he  should  be  discovered  and 
attacked  by  an  overwhelming  force. 

The  whole  body  of  hunters,  therefore,  formed  at  the  Birthday  EjioU, 
and  moved  in  procession  towards  Arlstadt,  preceded  by  six  horsemen, 
carrying  the  boar  between  them,  and  headed  by  Arnold  of  the  Brocken, 
whom  the  king,  amidst  loud  acclamations,  proclaimed  victor  of  the  day. 

The  princess  smiled  her  sweetest  smile  as  she  placed  the  chaplet  on 
Arnold's  brow,  for  she  loved  minstrelsy  right  well,  and  no  embarrassing 
feeling  prevented  her  from  expressing  her  sentiments.  And  woe  to  that 
maiden  who  does  not  honour  the  minstrel's  calling  !  If  she  be  virtuous, 
her  virtue  is  but  the  passionless  absence  of  vice;  if  she  be  beautiful,  hers 
is  mere  personal  beauty — the  beauty  of  the  body  and  not  of  the  soul ; 
if  she  possess  talents,  they  are  all  of  a  base  mechanical  order : — she  is 
without  heart  and  without  mind,  unsuited  for  friendship  and  incapable  of 
love. 

And  now  Arnold  resigned  his  savage  prize  into  the  hands  of  the 
proper  authorities,  having  first  repossessed  himself  of  his  arrow,  which 
was  made  of  pure  silver,  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  with  a  Greek  inscrip- 
tion on  it.  As  he  extracted  this,  a  hot  sulphureous  vapour  arose  from 
the  wound,  and  the  whole  carcase,  on  closer  inspection,  appeared  to  be  in 
a  state  of  decomposition.  Some  thought  that  this  was  produced  by  the 
long  run  which  the  animal  had  had  on  two  succeeding  days;  others,  that 
the  thxmder,  a  tremendous  peal  of  wliich  had  occurred  just  about  the 
period  oi  his  death,  had  accelerated  his  decay  ;  whilst  others,  and  amongst 
these  the  minstrels,  ascribed  the  result  to  supernatural  agency. 

And  now  again  the  feast  began  ;  for  the  misfortunes  of  the  day  were 
not  allowed  to  interfere  with  the  hospitality  of  the  palace,  nor  had  they 
in  the  least  deg^e  damped  the  appetites  of  the  guests.  All,  indeed,  felt 
a  gloom  upon  their  spirits,  especially  Alured  and  Eustace ;  all  except 
Arnold.  He  did  not,  however,  appear  at  all  concerned  at  the  capture  of 
Sir  Edred,  and  exerted  himself  to  the  utmost  to  rally  the  spirits  of  the 
whole  company.  He  succeeded  in  his  attempt  even  beyond  his  hopes; 
and  all  were  of  opinion  that  neither  of  the  preceding  victors  had  done 
the  honours  of  the  feast  so  well  as  that  matchless  minstrel  and  peerless 
archer,  Arnold  of  the  Brocken.     Three,  however,  out  of  his  assembly, 
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baffled  his  skilL  Aimed  was  full  of  thought  for  his  preserrer,  blamad 
himself  continually  for  not  insisting  upon  his  taking  a  sufficient  guard, 
and  turned  over  in  his  mind  the  chances  of  his  being  killed  in  cold  blood 
by  the  miscreant  into  whose  hands  he  had.  iialleny  ere  he  could  be  suc- 
coured. Eustace  was  full  of  regret  that  he  had  been  imable  to  rep^ 
the  service  of  the  preceding  day  by  saying  his  rival,  dying  in  his  defence^ 
or  at  least  sharing  his  captivity — full  of  indignation  at  the  treachery  of 
Sir  Hildebrand.  But  the  most  impracticable  mourner  was  Sir  Cvideonof 
the  wall-eye,  who  continued  during  the  whole  of  the  banquet  to  lament 
oyer  the  loss  of  the  wild  boar.  Every  mouthful  that  he  ate  suggested  to  his 
wounded  spirit  a  sad  comparison  with  the  beloved  dish ;  every  dmoght 
that  he  quaffed  reminded  him  that  he  was  not  washing  down  any  por^ot 
of  the  inestimable  beast.  It  is  even  sud  that  tears  were  aeea  ever  and 
anon  to  course  down  his  aged  cheeks,  tears  of  real  woe. 

The  Lady  Aleth^  whatever  might  be  her  personal  feelings  with  regard 
to  Sir  Edred,  could  not  but  be  much  distressed  by  the  fad  of  his  c^>tiyity. 
She  found,  however,  in  the  minstrel,  ample  employment  for  her  thoii|^ilii 
It  is,  indeed,  probable  that  from  that  day  to  this  there  neyer  arose  so 
perfectly  delightful  a  companion  in  the  way  of  conversatioD»  until  Wash- 
ington Irving,  after  the  lapse  of  more  than  ten  centuries,  appeared  on 
the  field.  And,  allowing  for  the  difference  of  times,  and  hdnta^  and 
manners,  and  for  the  directly  poetic  hue  whi<^  coloured  everything^  that 
the  Teuton  said,  there  was  so  close  a  resemblance  between  thiem.  AtdM 
had  the  same  numly  grace,  the  same  elegant  simplicity,  the  same  inde- 
scribable charm  of  good  taste  and  good  feeling — every^ing  that  he  said 
was  worth  treasuring  up  to  the  end  of  time ;  and  what  raised  both  above  ai 
other  competitors  was,  that  they  evidentiy  were  the  most  delightful  men  of 
their  age,  not  because  they  tried  to  be  so,  but  because  they  could  not  help 
it.  There  was  in  everything  a  desire  to  please— there  was  in  nothing  at 
attempt  to  shine. 

At  length  the  accustomed  hour  drew  nigh,  and  the  prineeas  having 
called  upon  him  to  sing,  Arnold  arose  from  the  seat  of  honour,  sloidj 
took  his  harp,  and  after  carefully  tuning  it,  commenced 

THE  TEUTON. 

liGdtt  the  trees  of  the  forest  the  oak  stands  alone; 

None  disputes  his  dominion,  none  questions  his  throne; 

And  each  hird  of  the  air,  as  it  soars  on  spread  ving, 

Salutes  the  dread  eagle  alone  as  its  king; 

And  the  beasts  of  the  wild,  in  their  haughtiest  mood, 

Nerer  cope  with  the  lion,  the  lord  of  the  vood: — 

And  thus  midst  the  nations,  alone  in  his  might,  ^ 

The  Teuton  claims  proudly  to  rule  as  his  right. 

The  Teuton  I  the  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  the  Teuton! 

The  pride  of  the  Roman  our  prowess  has  bow*d. 
And  the  craft  of  the  Greek  by  our  valour  was  cow*d; 
And  the  millions  of  Celts  in  Gaol,  Britain,  and  Spain, 
Have  yielded  their  homes  to  the  swords  of  Aimaine. 
From  that  sea  where  the  billows  are  numb'd  by  the  cold. 
To  the  zone  where  the  sandwastes  like  oceans  are  roU'd, 
The  sons  of  the  Teuton — the  Teuton  alone — 
Or  rule  in  the  castle,  or  reign  on  the  throne. 

The  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  theTeutcxiI  the  Teuton! 

And  vain  'gainst  the  Teuton  those  demons  of 
The  Alan,  and  Tartar,  the  Hun,  and  Avar. 


TH£  H06E  QUEEK.  355 

Soon,  soon  shall  the  East,  like  her  sister  the  We8t» 
ReoeWe  the  bold  Teuton  an  unbidden  guest; — 
nil  the  earth  and  her  children  acknowledge  our  sway 
From  the  shores  of  lemd  to  those  of  Cathay. 
And  if  a  new  unirerse  rise  to  our  yiew, 
Hie  BODS  of  the  Teuton  will  conquer  that  too. 

The  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  theTeutonl 

And  why  stands  the  Teuton  alone  in  his  might? 
Why  claims  he  thus  proudly  to  rule  as  his  right? 
Oh,  it  is  not  alone  that  our  sinews  are  strong, 
And  our  bosoms  unsullied  by  falsehood  or  wrong; 
And  it  is  not  alone  that  our  souls  are  as  free 
As  the  douds  of  the  heayen  or  the  wayes  of  the  sea; 
And  it  is  not  alone  that  our  stoutest  hearts  own 
The  symbol  of  God  in  the  king  on  the  throne. 

The  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  the  Teuton! 

But  it  is  that  the  maidens  who  spring  from  our  race 
Are  matchless  in  form  and  are  peerless  in  face; 
And  what  the  true  Teuton  aye  prizes  still  more, 
They  are  pure  as  the  foam-flakes  untouched  by  the  shore. 
'TIS  the  true  Ioyc  of  woman  that  makes  the  true  knight; 
And  our  yalour  is  kindled  by  eyes  pure  as  bright; 
And  though  seeking  for  glory  the  Teuton  may  roam. 
Still  the  heart  of  the  Teuton  is  aye  in  his  home. 

The  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  theTeutonl 

But  no  harp  can  declare,  and  no  lay  can  express 
What  the  hearts  and  the  tongues  of  all  moitals  confess! 
For  though  bright  are  the  maidens  of  loyely  Almaine, 
The  loyeliest  were  honoured  to  be  of  thtf  train! 
As  the  fame  of  thy  lineage,  unriyall'd,  art  thou^ 
And  the  fairest,  and  proudest,  before  thee  must  bow: 
And  the  Teuton,  low  bending,  thy  sceptre  must  own, 
Hailing  thee  as  his  conqueror, — tkee,  thee  alone! 

TheTeutonl  the  Teuton!  the  Teuton!  theTeutonl 

Arnold's  song^  was  received  with  that  enthasiasm  which  is  always 
accorded  to  those  who  saccessfully  appeal  to  the  most  powerful  passions 
of  their  audience.  The  younger  warriors  had  joined  unanimously  in  the 
dionis  of  the  second  verse ;  the  elder  had  united  their  voices  to  swell 
each  succeeding  one.  As  AnK^d,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  last  stanza, 
knelt  on  one  knee  to  the  Princess  Aleth^,  the  male  guests,  young  and 
old,  followed  his  example;  and  as  they  rose,  the  ladies  also  rose  firom 
their  seats,  and  joined  in  the  last  repetition  of  the  hurden.  Yet  even 
then,  above  the  clear  tones  of  the  maidens  of  Almidne,  above  the  deep 
bass  of  her  warriors,  resounded  the  magnificent  voice  oi  Arnold  of  the 
Brocken. 

Aleth^  was  perfectly  overcome.  She  rose,  and  attempted  to  express 
her  thanks,  but  was  fain  to  burst  into  tears.  Yet  what  are  more  eloquent 
than  the  tears  of  youth  and  beauty  ? 

The  princess  having  departed,  the  party  resumed  their  seats;  and  after 
the  revel  had  proceeded  to  a  sufficient  length,  the  king  addressed  the 
assembly,  and  stated  that  it  was  his  intention  to  suspend  the  festival  for 
the  present ;  to  proceed  on  the  following  Monday,  in  person,  at  the 
head  of  a  sufficient  force,  against  Schreckenstein ;  liberate  Sir  Edred, 
hang  Sir  Hildebrand  and  all  his  retainers,  and,  having  garrisoned  the 
castle  with  g^ood  men  and  true,  return  to  Arlstadt,  and  conclude  the  re- 
joicings which  had  been  so  onpleasantly  interrupted.  "  He  had  heard, 
too/'  he  said,  <<  that  the  Khan  of  the  Avars  was  advancing  at  the  head 
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of  an  enormous  army  of  barbarians.  He  could  not,  indeed,  speak  with 
any  certainty  on  this  point,  but  he  had  despatched  messengers  to  his 
allies,  to  request  them  to  hold  themselves  in  readiness  to  advance  at  a 
moment's  notice,  if  their  aid  were  reqmred  to  stay  the  progpress  of  the 
common  enemy.  He  should  himself  be  employed  during  the  morrow  in 
preparations  for  the  expedition,  but  his  daughter  and  uncle  would  do 
their  best  to  entertain  his  guests,  who  would,  he  trusted,  all  await  his 

return." 

Loud  cheers  followed  this  speech  from  the  throne ;  and  Sir  Eustace, 
with  the  greater  number  of  the  strangers,  requested  permission  to  join 
the  expedition.  Alured  permitted  the  knight  of  Rheinfels  to  accompany 
him,  and  allowed  a  certain  number  of  the  others  to  follow  his  banner. 
They  were  to  be  chosen  by  lot 


Chapter  VIII. 

SIB  EDRED. 

The  reader  may  well  imagine  that  Sir  Edred's  feelings  were  none  of 
the  pleasantest  as  he  found  himself  bound  hand  and  foot  on  a  powerful 
horse,  and  proceeding  rapidly  towards  Schreckenstein.  Death  in  the 
field  is  one  thing,  death  in  a  dungeon  another ;  he  felt,  too,  that  by  sup- 
pressing the  intelligence  which  he  had  obtained  on  the  other  night  ne 
had  sealed  his  own  fate ;  how  Eustace  had  escaped  the  bands  of  Hilde- 
brand  he  could  not  imagine.  The  idea  did,  indeed,  cross  his  mind  that 
the  God  of  the  Christians  might  have  inteifered  either  providentiaUy  or 
miraculously  to  preserve  His  faithful  worshipper;  but  he  scouted  the 
notion  as  absurd.  '<  No,"  said  he,  "  if  Zernebock  could  not  protect  me, 
I  will  not  believe  that  any  divine  or  angelic  power  has  preserved  Eustace. 
There  are  no  gods ;  all  is  chance;  and  yet —  And  he  Degan  to  meditate, 
ending  by  imprecating  every  curse  that  the  heart  could  wish,  the  mind, 
frame,  or  the  tongue  utter  on  Zernebock,  Arnold,  and  Eustace. 

At  length  the  cavalcade,  after  a  long  and  hurried  retreat,  reached  the 
mouth  of  the  gorge  in  which  the  castle  was  situated,  and,  as  they  halted 
to  receive  their  leader's  commands,  the  prisoner  had  an  ample  view  of 
the  massive  building  in  which  he  was  about  to  be  immured.  The  main 
body  of  the  castle  was  an  exact  square ;  there  were,  however,  four  towers 
on  each  side,  running  up  outside  from  the  base  to  the  summit  of  the 
walls,  and  rising  half  as  high  again  above  them  ;  and  in  the  centre  of  the 
castle  arose  one  vast  tower,  which,  equal  to  four  of  the  smaller  towers  in 
girth,  rose  high  in  the  air  above  them  all.  The  material  of  which  the 
whole  building  was  constructed  was  a  hard  shining  stone  of  a  jet-black  hue 
and  dazzling  hrightness;  along  the  parapets  flickered  lurid  flames,  red, 
blue,  and  orange  colour;  through  the  casements,  which  at  a  certain 
height  from  the  g^und  were  thickly  scattered,  shone  lights  like  those  of 
large  bonfires ;  and  from  the  Donion  Keep  floated  the  terrible  standard 
of  the  dreaded  baron— on  a  grouna  of  gold,  surrounded  by  a  black  border, 
a  bloody  hand.  Sir  Edred's  practised  eye  surveyed  the  fortress  in  eveiy 
direction,  but  he  could  not  discover  that  which  he  sought, — namely,  any 
weak  or  assailable  point  by  which  a  captive  might  escape,  or  an  enemy 
gain  entrance.  Nor  was  his  despondency  at  all  relieved,  when  he  found 
himself  lodged  in  a  dungeon  at  least  a  hundred  feet  below  the  surface  of 
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the  earth.     There  he  was  left  in  darkness  and  in  solitude^  chained  to  the 
ground,  and  carefully  barred  and  bolted  in. 

And  jet,  strange  to  say,  his  spirit  was  by  no  means  bowed  or  hum* 
bled;  nay,  it  was  rather  roused  and  strengthened.  He  had  not  been 
able  to  meet  the  glance  of  the  Christian  minstrel,  but  death,  captivity, 
torture,  and  all  the  evils  either  of  this  world  or  of  the  next,  served  only 
to  nerve  him  the  more.  He  trusted  in  himself,  and  himself  did  not  desert 
him. 

At  length  the  gates  of  the  vault  slowly  opened,  creaking  on  their 
rusty  hinges,  and  Sir  Hildebrand  appeared,  accompanied  by  twelve  tor- 
mentors, each  bearing  some  horrible  instrument  of  torture. 

^  Villain !"  said  the  baron,  *^  is  this  the  way  that  you  repay  my  hospi- 
tality?" 

"  I  am  ignorant,'*  cried  the  knight,  '^  of  what  'crime  you  lay  to  my 
chaige.  You  had  better  spare  your  words  and  come  to  action;  those 
genuemen  are  evidently  impatient  The  curse  of  Zemebock  be  upon 
them  and  you !" 

As  he  uttered  the  last  words  they  seemed  to  be  repeated  by  a  deep  and 
loud  echo,  whilst  a  peal  of  thunder  rolled  under  the  foundations  of  the 
castie,  and  it  tottered  from  its  summit  to  its  base. 

'*  Well,"  said  Sir  Edred,  enjoying  the  astonishment,  not  unmixed  with 
terror,  which  was  visible  on  the  countenances  of  his  unwelcome  guests, 
''  are  you  afraid  of  a  man  chained  down  to  the  g^und  ?  What  is  it  to 
you  that  I  spared  your  life  when  you  were  in  my  power  beneath  the 
shadow  of  the  Zornbaum?     Has  Sir  Hildebrand  turned  craven  ?" 

"  The  Zornbaum  ?"  cried  the  baron,  the  whole  scene  rising  vividly 
before  him,  whilst  a  supernatural  and  irresistible  horror  crept  over  his 
senses — '^  the  Zornbaum?"  and  he  gasped  for  breath,  *'  And  where 
wast  thou?" 

''  Where  I  was  is  nothing  to  thee.  I  was  near  enough  to  have  slain 
thee,  and  carried  thy  head  to  Kmg  Alured^  who  would,  doubtiess,  have 
given  me  his  daughter's  hand  as  my  reward.  But  if  thou  dearest  to 
know  where  I  was,  I  will  tell  thee.    I  was  in  tiie  Zornbaum." 

As  Sir  Hildebrand  reflected  on  all  that  had  happened  at  the  time  in 
question,  as  well  as  the  strange  sound  which  he  had  just  heard,  and  the 
strange  tremor  he  had  just  experienced,  he  determined  to  defer — at  least, 
for  the  present — ^his  destined  vengeance.  Nay,  as  he  ^azed  on  the  stem, 
calm,  fierce,  yet  contemptuous  aspect  of  his  prisoner,  the  thought  passed 
through  his  mind  that  he  might  perhaps  be  in  the  presence  of  Zeme- 
bock himself.  He  might  be  excused  for  the  idea;  for  it  was  not  the  first 
time  that  men  had  imaged  they  could  detect  a  strong  feunily  resem- 
l>lance  between  the  Knight  of  Drontheim  and  his  reputed  ancestor,  many 
of  whose  statues,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  remind  the  reader,  were  then 
in  unimpaired  existence. 

*^  I  will  leave  thee  for  the  present,"  said  the  baron ;  and  desiring  two 
of  his  attendants  to  tmbind  the  captive's  hands,  and  give  him  food  and 
water,  he  departed  to  hold  counsel  with  his  familiar. 

The  familiar  was,  however,  out  of  humour,  because  the  knieht  had  in 
the  late  foray  acted  in  opposition  to  his  advice,  and  refused  to  make 
any  answer.  Next  day  being  Sunday,  on  which  day  the  eril  spirit  was 
always  silent,  he  determined  to  wait  till  Monday  ere  he  troiwled  his 
counsellor  again. 
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And  Edred  was  thus  reprieved;  though  of  this  he  was  not  aware.  He 
knew,  indeed,  that  either  he  or  his  patron  fiend  had  succeeded  in  teni- 
j^ing  his  captor,  and  that  he  was  for  the  present  spared;  hut  how  long 
Sir  Hildehrand*s  fears  mi^t  last,  or  what  might  he  the  treatment  on 
which  that  worthy  would  finally  decide,  he  had  no  conception. 

He  had  lain  ruminating  for  some  time  on  his  position  and  prospects-^ 
it  might  be  one  or  it  might  be  six  hours,  for  he  was  not  in  a  mood  to 
count  the  time — when  a  side  door  softly  but  rapidly  opened,  and  one  of 
the  tormentors  entered,  bearing  a  lamp  m  one  hand  and  a  dagger  in  ihe 
other. 

'^  Welcome!"  cried  Edred ;  '<  thrice  welcome !  Do  thy  work  spee£ly 
and  workmanly ;  I  hate  boggling." 

"  Hush !"  replied  the  tormentor.  "  Hush  !  the  very  floors  have  ean 
in  this  magic  castle.  Silence,  and  listen !  I  know  by  the  mark  which 
I  saw  erewhile  upon  thy  breast  that  thou  art  dear  to  my  master's  biasteb; 
nor  did  I  hear  unmoved  the  deep  voice  and  the  deep  thunder;  and,  there- 
fore, I  come  to  free  thee." 

''  I  come  to  free  thee,"  uttered  the  deep  voice;  or  was  it  the  echo  of 
the  dungeon  vault?  The  captive  knew  not,  recked  not;  but  availing 
himself  silently  of  his  new  friend's  good  offices,  he  rose,  and  following 
his  g^uide  through  a  narrow  winding  passage  whidi  penetrated  the 
northern  mountain,  after  a  steep  and  difficult  journey  of  more  than 
three  miles,  he  found  himself  on  the  summit  of  the  nige  in  open  day- 
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'<  We  part  here^^'  said  his  guide;  ^'  I  to  seek  the  camp  of  the  Avan; 
tliou,  no  doubt  to  return  to  the  court  of  Alured.  But  lei  me  waia  thee 
not  to  take  the  direct  route  to  Arlstadt;  since,  if  thou  dost,  thou  wilt 
assuredly  be  recaptured  by  ray  late  lord.  I  advise  thee  to  take  yonder 
path,  which  leads  far  away  to  the  north-west.  When  thou  hast  diatanoed 
8chreckenstein  thou  mayst  make  for  Arlstadt" 

Sir  Edred  thanked  his  companion  for  his  services,  and  receiving  from 
him  one  of  the  daggere  which  he  wore  in  his  belt,  set  out  at  a  rapid  pace 
in  the  direction  wluch  he  had  indicated.  In  the  strength  of  vigorow 
manhood  and  endangered  freedom  he  walked  on,  through  the  whole  of 
that  day  and  the  ensuing  night ;  nor  was  it  till  the  day  began  to  dawn 
that  he  felt  in  any  degree  weary;  then  nature  exerted  her  rights,  [and 
worn  out  with  hunger  as  much  as  fatigue,  he  concealed  himself  in  the 
oentoe  of  a  dense  thicket,  and  soon  fell  into  a  deep  sleep— a  sleep  which 
lasted  until  the  dawn  of  the  following  day. 

On  first  awaking  he  could  not  well  remember  where  he  waa ;  but 
afiter  a  few  minutes'  conaderation  the  reality  of  his  situation  became  dear 
to  him,  and  rising,  and  looking  carefully  around  him,  he  proceeded  as 
lapidly  as  on  the  previous  day.  Nothing  occurred  to  attract  his  atten- 
tion in  any  way,  imtil,  about  an  hoiu*  before  noon,  he  reached  an  open 
apace  in  the  forest,  where  a  stream  fmrkled  through  a  sof^  lieh  glade. 
He  was  about  to  drink  and  pass  on,  when,  happening  to  look  down  the 
valley,  he  beheld  two  mules  graring  by  the  side  of  the  brook,  and  under 
the  shade  of  the  neighbouring  trees  a  man  seated  on  the  ground,  with  a 
aubstantial  repast  spread  out  before  him.  The  knight  immediately  turned 
his  steps  in  tKe  direction  of  the  meal,  and  was  a  good  deal  surprised 
when  tue  atronger,  as  he  approached,  rose  and,  saluting  him  conrteoosly, 
said: 
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^^  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  Sir  Kniglit;  I  hare  been  expec^g  yon 
this  half  hoar ;  pray  make  me  happy  by  partaking  of  my  simple  fine. 
Nay,  do  not  be  alarmed — I  am  no  firiend  of  Sir  Hildebrand,  or  Sir 
Eoitaee  either.  Come,  seat  yourself  and  lose  no  time.  You  ought  to 
Inure  a  good  appetite  ere  this.  Fasting  and  ezercise  are  the  best  condi* 
meots  with  -whioh  I  am  acquainted." 

The  provisions  were  of  first-rate  ezcellenoe,  and  had  they  not  been 
■o  Sir  Edred  would  have  been  unwilling  to  ca^il  at  them  at  that  moment 
A  loaf  of  the  finest  white  bread,  a  piece  of  the  best  Alpine  cheese,  a 
veniioo  pasty,  sach  as  the  first  cook  o£  the  present  day  might  have  been 
proud  to  hare  executed,  a  flask  of  the  last  Rhenish,  and  a  jar  of  strong 
beer  firam  the  foot  of  the  Jura,  formed  a  tempting  spectacle  for  a  hungry 
man.  So,  without  sta3ring  to  resolve  any  doubts,  or  put  any  questioos 
whieh  the  sing^ar  address  of  his  host  might  haFO  suggested  to  him,  the 
Knight  of  Drontheim  oommenoed  a  Tig^rous  and  well-directed  fire,  as 
oar  modem  historians  have  it,  and  after  a  mere  show  of  resstance  on  the 
part  of  the  enemy,  sucoeeded,  with  the  aid  of  his  ally,  in  driving  them  en- 
tixdly  from  the  field. 

Ijie  meal  thus  despatched,  Sir  Edred  had  time  to  bestow  a  carefoi 
aemtiny  on  his  host  His  appearance  would  have  been  striking  any- 
where ;  but,  in  the  depths  of  a  German  forest  towards  the  close  of  toe 
eighth  century,  it  was  singular  beyond  all  expectation  or  compare.  He 
was  not  modi  above  the  middle  stature,  and  slightly  made.  His  eyes 
weie  of  a  dark  grey,  and  very  piercing ;  his  forehead  ample,  but  low ; 
his  note  aquiline,  and  strongly  marked;  his  hair  and  eyebrows,  his 
whiskers  and  moustachios,  of  a  jet  blade;  so  also  was  his  beard,  which  flowed 
down  to  his  waist ;  the  lines  of  his  cheek  were  graceful,  but  those  of  his 
month  had  at  times  an  unpleasant  expression,  though  when  he  smiled  he 
ahowed  lips  of  classical  symmetry,  and  teeth  which,  for  exact  re&^ularity 
and  dazzling  whiteness,  could  not  be  surpassed.  He  was  dressed  in  the 
lichest  manner  according  to  the  Oriental  fashion ;  but  though  the  g^reen 
turban,  thickly  studded  with  splendid  jewels,  denoted  him  to  be  an  opn* 
lent  shereef,  or  descendant  of  the  impostor  Mohammed,  his  long  ringlets 
aeemed  at  variance  with  the  rest  of  his  costume. 

**  With  whom  have  I  had  the  honour  of  spealdng  ?"  said  Sir  Edred; 
**  or  rather,  I  should  say,  to  whom  do  I  owe  the  rwh  repast  of  which  I 
have  just  partaken  ?'' 

^  My  name  is  Mohammed  ben  Ibrahim,  great  grandson  of  the  Pro- 
phet of  Allah." 

^  And  what  makes  so  illuatrioas  a  stranger  travel  in  these  wild  parts 
without  an  escort  ?" 

'^  I  have  business  to  do  which  I  can  do  best  alone.  I  am  a  physician 
and  an  alchymist,  and  am  dearous  of  ascertaining  certain  hcbB  which  are 
needful  to  the  perfection  of  our  science ;  and  I  am  also  desirous  of  seeing 
more  of  the  world  than  I  could  were  I  not  to  make  my  journeys  in  solitude. 
Betides,  my  own  arm  is  strong,  and  considering  the  character  of  yon 
Europeans,  and  my  own  resources  of  one  kind  or  other,  I  am  safer  alone 
ahogetfaer,  than  virtually  alone,  as  I  should  be,  in  the  company  of  unknown 
atrangers. 

"  But  you  do  not  look  strong,  and  you  are,  I  may  almost  say,  unarmed." 

A  strange  smile  passed  over  the  stranger's  face  as  he  drew  a  rapier  of 
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the  finest  Damascus  temper,  and  bared  an  arm  which,  though  small,  was 
one  mass  of  the  strongest  muscle. 

"  There  breathes  not  the  warrior,**  sud  he,  "  whether  Frank  or  Arab, 
but  would  find  an  equal  in  Mohammed  ben  Ibrahim.  Wouldst  wish  to 
have  proof  of  my  strength  ?  Sir  Knight  ?"  And  ere  Edred  could  repl]^, 
he  tore  up  a  young  oak  some  ten  foot  high  by  the  roots,  and  threw  it 
into  the  air  as  thoue^h  it  had  been  a  mere  walkmg-stick. 

Sir  Edred  nc^ed  no  further  proof  of  the  Arab's  ability  to  defend 
himself. 

'^  And  soon  we  had  better  make  the  best  of  our  way  towards  Arlstadt, 
or  we  may  be  overtaken  by  the  followers  of  your  late  host — though  in 
good  sootn  they  would  fina  the  meeting  with  us  but  a  sorry  bargain," 
said  Mohammed. 

The  strangers  now  fell  into  conversation,  which  became  more  and  more 
interesting,  till  at  length  Sir  Edred,  without  beine  fully  aware  of  the 
£Bct,  found  that  he  had  confided  everything  to  his  companion.  He 
seemed,  indeed,  to  be  perfectly  fascinated  by  the  wily  Asiatic ;  and,  ere 
the  sun  had  gone  down  below  the  horizon,  he  had  related  everything 
which  had  happened  since  his  arrival  at  Arlstadt :  nay,  more  than  this— 
he  had  opened  his  whole  heart,  and  disclosed  all  his  wishes,  all  his  hopes, 
and  all  his  fears. 

'^  I  am  glad  to  have  met  at  length  with  one  honest  man  among  the 
Franks,"  observed  Mohammed,  as  the  knight  ended  his  communication; 
«  very  glad  indeed  ;  and,  by  the  beard  and  bones  of  the  holy  Prophet,  it 
shall  go  hard  but  I  will  serve  you.  Nay,  my  good  friend,  you  need  not 
look  so  surprised  ;  you  are  an  honest  man — ^the  first  that  I  have  found  in 
Christendom.  Others  desire  what  you  desire,  and  have  not  the  moal 
courage  to  put  their  desires  into  execution  ;  others  have  the  courage  to 
act  as  you  have  done,  but  want  the  courage  to  avow  it.  I  admire  you— 
you  are  the  first  man  that  I  have  seen  worthy  to  be  my  friend  since  I  left 
Cordova  ;  give  me  your  hand."  And  he  grasped  and  shook  it  in  a  manner 
that  made  the  stout  Northman  fully  aware  of  his  strength. 

After  a  short  halt,  to  refresh  both  themselves  and  the  mules,  they 
moved  forward  once  more,  nor  did  they  rest  for  the  night  until  some 
hours  after  sunset.  They  rose  early  the  next  morning,  and,  after  a 
hearty  meal,  proceeded  on  their  way  without  any  adventure,  till  the 
shades  of  evening  fell  around  them. 

"  We  may  take  a  good  night's  rest  now,"  ssdd  the  alchymist,  ''  provided 
we  can  find  a  safe  retreat." 

This  was  soon  obtained.  A  narrow  path  led  them  from  the  more 
beaten  track  which  they  had  lately  been  travelling  through  the  dense 
forest,  till  after  following  it  for  about  a  mile,  they  found  themselves  in  a 
small  valley,  surrounded  and  sheltered  on  all  sides  by  lofty  trees.  On  the 
opposite  side  to  that  by  which  they  entered  the  g^und,  after  a  steep 
ascent,  formed  a  terrace,  defended  in  the  rear  by  lo£ty  difiGs,  which  rose 
behind  it  in  a  semicircular  form.  Down  the  centre  of  this  rocky  screen 
dashed  a  stream,  which,  after  various  cascades,  formed  a  pool  below  the 
terrace ;  and  the  cliffs  were  studded  with  trees  and  bushes,  which  spread 
their  shadows  far  over  the  terrace.  Here  we  must  leave  the  trayellers  fiv 
awhile. 
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A     BIOOBAPHT. 

Chapter  XV. 

Throw  not  the  flower  away  I 

Oh,  take  it  back;  it  will  hare  charms  for  thee 
When  joy  a  stranger  to  thy  heart  may  be. 
A  moment  stay; — 

A  finger  light  as  mine, 

A  hand  as  flur, 
Shall  such  a  flower  one  day  entwine 
Among  the  tresses  of  her  hair; 
Before  the  meekness  of  whose  brow 
Thy  lofky  looks  will  bow. 
When,  thus  bedeck'd;  comes  one  so  tkir  to  see. 
Think  of  the  hand  whidi  gives  this  flower  to  thee. 

"  GlUDITTA  TO  AdONAI. 

"  Oh,  I  am  80  happy !  for  ere  long  joy  is  to  be  thy  lot  One  more 
day,  and  then  we  part  for  a  longer  time  than  before.  But  I  must  first 
show  thee  the  dwelling  of  thy  bride.  I  told  her  to  look  at  thy  brow 
during  that  sacred  serviee.  Did  not  her  eyes  touch  thine  ?  Thou  hast 
not  forgotten  her  soul !  To  see  her  is  to  love  her.  She  was  to  enter  our 
conyent :  I  was  not.  She  has  not  entered,  but  I  have.  The  veil  was 
fbrme^  then;  and,  when  I  have  shown  thee  the  way,.!  will  go  home* 
That  word  has  a  good  meaning  for  me ;  it  echoes  among  the  walls  of 
Sta.  Maria  Novella !  Meet  me  in  the  Corso  before  I  go ;  I  am  always 
there.** 

A  note,  in  the  above  words,  was  put  into  my  hand  by  Ippolito,  who 
said  he  had  received  it  from  a  peasant-girl,  who  kissed  nim.  I  read  it 
with  more  pain  than  I  had  sufifered  during  all  my  distresses.  It  probed 
the  wound  which  healeth  not. 

I  was  in  the  street  when  the  note  reached  me,  and,  when  I  had  read  it> 
I  wandered  from  house  to  house,  my  heart  suddenly  numb  and  hard,  my 
thoughts  shadowy  as  thin  vapour.  I  cried  two  or  three  times,  not  as  I 
onoe  saw  Giuditta  cry,  but  vnth  an  eye  bent  heavenward,  and  pale, 
emaciated  cheek,  the  throat  making  a  mockery  of  laughter  by  its  inarti- 
culate utterance.  A  flower-girl  skipped  up  to  me  as  I  walked  along,  and 
gaily  presented  me  with  a  Camilla,  white  and  pure  as  the  feet  of  a  virgin 
at  the  altar.  I  flung  it  from  me  suUenly,  and  begged  the  girl  to  go. 
She  ran  off  to  pick  up  the  flower.  A  basket,  holding  others,  hung  at 
her  arm,  and  she  wore  the  light  straw  hat  of  a  peasant.  She  returned  to 
me  singing  the  above  verses.  I  did  not  know  her  at  first,  because  she 
looked  happy ;  but  when  she  gave  me  back  the  flower,  and  smiled,  and 
sang,  I  saw  Giuditta  in  the  lower-girL  When  she  had  finished,  she 
took  me  to  a  doorway,  leading  me  by  the  arm,  and  said,  with  a  look  of 
the  most  exquisite  gladness,  '^  It  is  here  that  Adora  is."  With  the  same 
look  of  joy  she  kissed  her  hand  to  me,  and  skipped  away.  I  could  not 
follow  her,  but  sat  myself  down  on  the  steps  to  weep  over  her  joy— the 
tmconscious  woe  of  the  broken-hearted. 
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But  my  mind  wandered  to  Adora;  the  instant  that  her  form  was  within 
view  of  my  inward  vision,  a  deep  cabn  came  over  me,  and  poured  into  m j 
hreast  the  joys  of  a  world  to  oome,  such  as  I  had  £bU  in  childhood  on  a 
smnmer's  eve,  at  the  hour  of  music  and  prayer.  She  seemed  my  divinity, 
was  omnipresent  in  my  mind,  the  director  of  its  laws,  its  pervading  pro- 
vidence, the  fountain  of  its  hope,  its  love.  She  was  a  divinity  whose 
rule  engendered  in  me  the  pure  and  perfect,  in  whose  empire  there  could 
he  no  rehellion,  no  seat  of  a  fEdlen  aod  unhappy,  but  ooij  one  extended 
sphere  of  bliss.  If  evil  had  ever  prevailed  within  her  enchanted  dominion, 
she  would  charm  it  into  slumber ;  her  influence  all  harmonious,  the  resist- 
less virtues  through  which  its  exercise  had  force,  the  fine  ideal  of  attri- 
butes divine,  selected  without  blemish  irom  the  mixture  of  good  and  CYil 
which  governs  a  loveW  and  immortal  worid. 

My  love  was  not  like  that  of  man,  it  was  adoration ;  an  hallowed  con- 
sciousness from  above ;  the  contemplation  of  objects  alar ;  of  beauty  which 
lingered  on  the  distant  horizon  of  hearen;  of  charms  unapproachable, 
save  to  the  longings  of  hope. 

With  my  eyes  drooping  towards  the  ground,  the  moments  fled,  but  my 
mind  was  stationary  on  her.  As  in  former  states  of  intense  feeling,  the 
enthusiasm  increaaed  until  its  touch  thrilled  on  those  jperilous  chords 
wUch  reason  could  not  harmonise,  and  whence  no  sweet  internal  melody 
oould  be  drawn.  Within  the  depths  of  my  mind  lay  an  ill-accorded  Ivre^ 
as  in  the  recesses  of  <£olian  caves,  which  resoimd  not  the  gentle  wafiamgs 
of  the  breeze,  but^  once  <^ned,  disgorge  the  hurricane. 

Time  was,  whesi,  through  pride,  I  studied  to  conceal  from  the  eye 
of  man  such  dismal  region  of  my  inward  being;  but  it  is  no  dishonour 
to  resemble  Nature  in  all  things.  She  has  her  haunts  of  eternal  winter, 
where  devastation  alone  exists ;  or  if  life  springs  up  within  them  it  is 
monstrous,  almost  unnatural.  And  these  fearful  wilds  are  often  found  in 
the  midst  of  her  most  cultivated  places.  This  is  the  insanity  of  Nature ; 
and  it  b  only  her  loftiest  sons  who  are  created  after  her,  to  reflect  her 
entire  proportions. 

The  whiriwind  uproots  the  mountain  pine,  and  bears  that  oolossos 
through  the  airy  plains;  it  diverts  the  cataract  from  its  fall  into  the  ehasoi, 
and  hurries  it  in  spray  to  the  passing  clonds ;  it  drives  the  nvers  back  on 
the  swollen  rills ;  it  devastates  all  that  smnmer  sweetensu  So,  in  the 
mind  insane,  the  unbound  isaacj  nproots  the  tree  of  knowledge,  driTCS  the 
flow  of  |>as8ion  into  doudy  regions,  arrests  the  tide  of  sense,  and  scattes 
its  associated  thoughts  in  wild  con^isian. 

While  I  sat,  the  gates  of  the  palace  were  undosed,  and  empty  carriages 
Acoye  into  the  court.  I  stood  np ;  my  musings  gave  way  as  the  noise 
and  bustie  of  domestics  and  equipages  increased  about  me.  I  stood  np 
in  an  i^ony  of  excitement  lest  Adora  should  be  amons;  the  number  of 
diose  [who  were  to  depart     The  inner  door  of  the  puace  was  shortty 

S«ned,  and  two  females  entered  the  first  carriage,  which  droYO  away ; 
ey  were  Melissa,  and  her  mother,  Dftone. 

There  was  another  parky  also  about  to  quit  the  mansioa ;  agitated 
within,  tiiough  outwardly  calm,  I  awaited  the  next  scene,  and  it  was  not 
long  behind — ^the  remaining  carriage  drew  iqi.  Theonoe  asceiided  the 
steps  and  disappeared  also. 

This,  then,  1  aigued,  is  the  Marstno  Pabce,  sad  signs  of  mourning 
outside  confirmed  my  suspicion— a  hatcshment  was  hung  above  the  gates. 
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Could  I  rely  oq  poor  Ginditta,  thtt  Adon  was  tliere  ?  Wlio  was  AjixM, 
that  she  should  be  thus  intimately  allied  with  those  whom  I  viewed  as  iii|r 
xdatioos,  in  the  absence  of  doser  ties?  At  the  questioQ  *  thought 
strode  me,  and  spariu  flew  across  my  eyes  £rom  its  stunning  blow.  I 
aaad,  ahould  IppcMito  be  my  ^Uhex's  dbiid,  mmmI  Dione  his  mother,  is  it 
not  now  certain,  from  the  leseinblanee  between  the  two,  and  from  thd 
same  roof  affMvfing  shelter  to  both,  that  I>ione  is  lilfiewise  Adora's 
iBoUier?  If  I  had  to  lengn  Melissa,  as  being  my  spiritual  sister,  how 
much  less  oould  I  think  further  of  Adora? 

The  doors  had  not  dosed.  I  walked  forward,  and  was  reoc^nised  by 
the  domestic  as  I  inquired  for  the  Countess  of  Marsino,  and  was  ushered 
by  him  into  a  private  room,  where  Adora  sat.  My  head  was  steady  iat 
s  moment,  as  I  beheld  the  only  £sce  on  earth  that  was  beautifnl  to  me. 
%e  rose  from  her  aeat— die  approached  me,  and  my  heart  in  a  nuNnent 
fiUed  with  a  hrothei^s  love,  ^e  stood  still  an  instant,  raised  her  arms, 
and  uttered,  ^  It  is  heV*  With  these  words  she  fell  forward.  I  caught 
her  m  my  arms,  kissed  her  with  the  suppressed  afifection  of  all  those 
jears,  and  placed  her  on  a  couch,  when  I  was  reminded  of  another,  over 
whose  sleep  i  had  once  leaned  with  so  much  unhappiness.  How  the  loss 
of  that  hour  seemed  replaced  in  the  present  There  was  now  a  tear — 
one  tear  which  grew  larger  under  the  hd  of  Adora's  still  dosed  eyes.  I 
dared  not  kiss  it  sway;  the  brother's  joy  vras  OFer — was  in  the  backward 
rolling  past 

iE^ra  entered ;  I  stood  before  her,  horroiHstmdc,  my  nostrik  dilated, 
n^  eyes  and  mouth  open,  my  knees  shaking !  I  was  about  to  fly,  when 
suddenly  she  stood  steadily  before  me,  fixed  her  eyes,  and  felL  I  leaned 
over  her,  forgetting  the  one  I  loved  for  the  one  I  had  injured,  and  raised 
her  head,  while  on  one  knee  I  gave  her  the  support  of  my  feeble  arm. 
At  this  juncture  Giuditta  ran  into  the  room,  and  with  a  look  of  sense  and 
love  seized  the  hand  of  Adora  and  locked  it  in  mine,  while  she  took 
JEikn  to  her  aims,  and  in  that  embrace  restored  sanctity  to  the  impure. 


Chapter  XVI. 

On  that  day,  truly,  it  pleased  Heaven  to  visit  me  with  divine  affliction; 
a  cloud  descended  on  my  soul,  and  bore  me  upwards  through  regions 
where  objects  of  sense  were  not.  Yes,  a  daik  cloud  enveloped  my  soul, 
and  carried  me  over  the  way  from  this  world  to  that  where  all  is  doubt 
and  hurry.  Strange ;  I  feel,  that,  on  recurring  to  the  period  in  question, 
my  {JEunlties  touch  on  the  tender  seat  of  my  dehuion,  and,  for  a  moment, 
Ihe  old  border  is  renewed.  But  (he  dangerous  emotion  is  over ;  like  the 
^ying  revei^beration  of  a  discord,  the  evil  has  histed  but  a  few  moments ; 
long  enough  to  prompt  my  memoiy,  however,  to  a  rehearsal  of  each  suc- 
cessive event. 

During  this  visitation  I  sallied  forth  into  the  open  oovntry,  unoonsdous 
of  the  presence  of  my  reason.  A  supernatural  impulse  guided  me  as  if  it 
were  on  its  way  to  the  holy  sepulchre ;  and  I  followed  passively  in  its 
path.     I  laboured  under  a  load  of  sin,  whidi  glided  on  to  recdve  some 

Eromised  relief.  My  body  felt  tmooncemed;  it  was  but  the  vessel  which 
eld  the  repentance;  and  the  impulse  which  it  fdlovred  was  uneonsdous 
t>f  toil.  The  objects  of  the  journey  seemed  aifer,  but  their  distance  to 
diminish,  though  the  means  of  my  progress  were  unfelt ;  for  the  sole 
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emodon  was  confined  to  the  presence  of  a  glowing  spirit  conducting  itself 
from  pain. 

I  wandered  for  many  days,  and  at  length  sat  before  moss-grown  walls ; 
it  was  the  Ferrini  domain.  The  once  lord  of  it  was  no  more;  bat  bis 
mother  and  sister  lived  there  in  the  Lombard  plains;  Dione  the  mourner, 
and  Melissa  the  wife  of  another,  and  a  parent.  There,  enshrined  amidst 
Corinthian  columns  and  gardens,  where  the  mulberry  fiourished,  and  the 
orange  grew,  dwelt  in  peace  the  one  I  had  so  loved.  There  she,  perhaps^ 
thanked  Heaven  that  she  had  escaped  my  toils;  there  she  Uessed  her 
children,  the  witnesses  of  present  eratitude.  I  sat  before  the  moss-grown 
walls,  and  wept  as  I  thought  of  me  past.  But  away  irith  the  recollection; 
it  overwhelms  me  again! 

Ippolito  was  at  my  side ;  when  I  recognised  him  I  felt  that  my  pl- 
grimage  was  at  an  end.  I  entered  the  new  Ferrini  villa ;  Dione  received 
me  with  open  arms ;  I  was  still  her  child.  I  told  her  all  my  troubles ; 
I  heard  witn  returning  joy  of  the  welEeure  of  her  daughter,  the  lotty  DudiesB 
of  Valisneri,  whom  I  saw  not.  With  tears  she  announced  to  me  the 
death  of  her  son,  which  news  I  heard  with  sorrow. 

I  confided  to  Dione  my  love  for  Adora  Abarbanel ;  by  which  name  I 
made  allusion  to  the  beautiful  novice.  She  entered  into  my  views  with 
a  tone  of  parental  tenderness ;  but,  though  she  blessed  me  and  earnestly 
prayed  for  my  happiness,  her  looks  were  expressive  of  surprise.  She, 
nowever,  continued  to  assure  me  of  her  belief  that  it  was  not  yet  too 
late  to  claim  the  hand  of  the  betrothed — ^the  intended  bride  of  Heaven. 
Her  words  affected  me  deeply;  I  confided  in  her  as  the  prophetess 
of  my  hopes,  for  whatever  she  thought  appeared  to  me  certain  to  be 
accomplished. 

Observing  that  her  countenance  was  still  excited,  I  inquired  why  she 
had  shown  surprise  when  I  mentioned  the  Signorina  Abarbaoel's  name. 

«  Because,"  replied  she,  "  I  am  her  nearest  relation." 

*'  How  so  ?"  I  said ;  my  eyes  now  sufiiised  from  emotions  of  joy  and 
wonder,  the  previous  words  of  Dione  having  obliterated  my  former  fears. 

'<  Her  late  mother  was  my  own  sister ;  she  was  one  of  three  Picco- 
lomini,"  replied  Dione. 

"  What  is  her  real  name  ?" 

'<  You  know,  for  you  have  spoken  it  already^— Adora  AbarbaneL" 

"  Is  Adora  really  her  name?" 

"  It  is." 

I  was  astounded ;  my  mind  underwent  an  immediate  revulsion ;  I  at 
once  thought  of  what  Angus  had  said  to  Ippolito  in  former  years,  whom 
he  then  called  by  Adora's  name.  Had  he  known  her?  It  must  have 
been  so,  or  he  could  not  have  pronounced  a  name  which,  given  her  by  us 
owing  to  her  likeness  to  IppoUto,  had  finally  proved  to  be  her  own. 

"  Has  she  a  brother  ?"  I  asked. 

"  No,"  said  Dione,  calmly. 

"  Do  you  not  know  who  Ippolito  is  ?"  said  I. 

*^  Then  my  father  was  mistaken." 

Dione  scarcely  heeded  these  words.     I  added,  after  a  brief  silence : 

'^  Have  I  then  your  consent  to  this  alliance?" 

''  If  she  loves  you,  it  is  not,  as  I  said  just  now,  too  late;  the  reil  is  not 
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yet  taken.  Strange  result  of  all  my  cares !  I  who,  at  the  instance  of 
ner  £Either,  have  had  her  educated  for  a  convent  that  she  might  hecome 
the  bride  of  Heaven,  have  not  the  heart  after  all  to  withhold  her  from 
you." 

And  at  that  moment  her  thoughts  quitted  the  world  to  be  with  my 
father ;  she  was  in  secret  prayer. 

«  Bless  you,  kind,  indulgent,  forgiving  friend.  Where  is  she  to  be 
found  ?     Is  she  still  with  ^thra,  at  Milan  ?" 

''  How  know  you  so  ?  She  is ;  and  the  difficulty  lies  there.  She  is 
at  this  time  finally  consigoed  to  her  cousin,  ^thra,  by  her  father ;  in  a 
few  weeks  she  becomes  a  nun." 

**  What  can  I  do  ?     Oh,  advise  me !" 

*^  I  know  not  how  to  advise  or  how  to  act.  She  b  not  allowed  to  quit 
Milan  any  more.  The  visit  she  lately  paid  at  Florence  to  Theonoe  was 
the  last  that  was  to  be  permitted,  it  would  be  vain,  therefore,  to 
summon  her  here." 

«  Do  help  me !" 

*'  Proceed  to  Milan.  See  i£thra  yoursel£  Reveal  all  to  her — she  is 
kind-hearted — and  tell  her  that,  whatever  Adora  determines  on  as  best 
for  her  own  welfare,  shall  have  my  blessing." 

I  was  sick  at  heart,  and  at  these  words  felt  all  my  malady. 

'*  It  was  I  who  killed  Marsino,"  I  said,  moumfuUy. 

Dione  looked  at  me  with  a  glance  of  severity  and  pity,  the  only 
unpleasing  look  I  had  ever  known  in  her.  I  sank  upon  the  earth,  no 
longer  able  to  sustain  myself  imder  so  heavy  a  load  of  debasement.  As 
I  lay  thus  in  ashes  and  sackcloth,  I  muttered  the  names  of  all  I  had 
injured,  of  all  I  had  destroyed. 

Dione  raised  me,  and  wept  with  me. 

*^  I  deserve  not  Adora,"  said  I.  '*  She  shall  pursue  in  self-denial  her 
narrow  way  to  Heaven.     I  will  see  her  no  more." 

I  sat  silent,  and  reflected  confusedly. 

^'  She  has  not  a  mother  to  rescue  her — to  save  her !  Who  is  her 
father  ?     When  did  her  mother  die  ?" 

^*  Her  father,"  said  Dione,  still  grieving,  ^'  is  a  Spaniard  of  high  con- 
dition ;  but,  alas  I  on  one  subject,  at  least,  he  is  insane.  He  lost  my  poor 
sister — nay,  all  his  children,  except  dear  Adora — at  Reggio.  It  must  be 
thirteen  years  ago.     All  were  eugulphed  together." 

"  By  the  earthquake  ?" 

«  Yes." 

"  The  earthquake  at  Reggio — thirteen  years  ago  I  My  father  was 
there.     Come  here,  Ippolito." 

"Don  Abarbanel  was  buried  alive,"  continued  Dione,  little  heeding 
me.  "  He  succeeded  in  rescuing  himself  and  Adora  only  from  the  ruins. 
But  his  reason  forsook  him,  for  since  that  hour  he  has  hved  in  the  belief 
that,  like  Lazarus  and  his  Saviour,  he  also  rose  again  from  the  dead." 

I  whispered  a  few  words,  but  could  not  utter,  for  I  felt  choked. 
Dione  observed  my  agitation,  which  was  great,  and,  not  in  the  least 
tmderstanding  its  cause,  became  alarmed.  I  had  made  the  discovery  of 
Ippolito's  parentage,  and  it  carried  with  it  the  solution  of  his  extraor- 
dinary likeness  to  Adora.  Dione  had  not  yet  seen  him.  He  was  wait- 
ing in  the  ante-room ;  so  I  made  her  a  sig^  to  admit  him. 

He  entered  with  calm  looks. 
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<^  Behold  that  sweet  face,'*  said  I,  wikllj ;  *'  U^  me  ai  a  glance  who 
it  is.'* 

^  What  means  this?  ItisAdora."  And  she  snatched  him  to  her  anasL 
But  on  looking  again  at  his  face  she  slighty  repelled  him,  and  added 
doahtinglj,  '^No,  she  is  zather  Mtr;  heaide^  you  would  not  have 
done  so." 

I  de^red  IppoHto  to  retiie. 

'<  You  have  said  enough;  no  farther  proof  is  to  he  desired.  In  mitigar 
tion  of  my  o£Eenees— of  all  the  evil  I  have  done  you  and  youra — above  all, 
in  return  for  yomr  mercilul  forgivenesSy  receive  another  ddld  unto  jou 
heart :  Ippolito,  brother  of  Adora !" 

Shortly  afterwards  I  communicated  to  her  his  touching  history.  She 
therein  heard,  for  the  first  time,  pardeulara  of  how  her  sister  p^iahed ; 
and  from  her  heart  die  rejoiced  that  my  father  who  had  so  loved  her, 
had  closed  the  eyes  of  the  lost  one. 

Dione  manifested  the  deepest  fondness  for  Ippolito,  whom  she  caxeased 
with  maternal  love,  and  he  instinctively  returned  her  affection.  She 
obtained  from  him  Uie  ready  promise  that  he  would  often  visit  her;  hut  at 
my  request  she,  for  the  present,  kept  him  in  the  dark  re^>eeting  his 
birth.  I  wished  to  reserve  that  knowledge  as  a  surprise  for  him  at  loi 
first  interview  with  the  real  Adora. 

I  did  not  prolong  my  stay,  though  fain  would  I  have  done  so^  for  I 
observed  with  concern  that  Dione  was  at  last  altered  by  time,  a  change 
now  suddenly  wrought  through  long-continued  illness.  I  had  a  presen- 
timent, whi^  alas  I  was  verified,  that  I  should  not  see  her  more.  Re- 
stored to  health  myself  by  her  healing  kindness,  I  departed  amid  earnest 
and  repeated  blessings. 

*'  Come,  Ippolito,"  I  said,  "  you  have  found  a  mother  in  her  who  has 
ever  been  one  to  me ;  and  now,  assisted  by  the  will  of  Him  in  whose 
presence  such  wonders  are  wrought,  you  shall  receive  a  sister.  Yes;  it  if 
possible  that  the  ties  you  so  longed  to  reaHse  in  me,  may  yet  be  in  re- 


serve." 


©Se  FrstftttU. 

Chapter  L 

All  glory  is  not  like  that  of  the  sun,  which  dazzles  the  behcdder ; 
there  is  glory  of  a  milder  kind  in  which  the  grateful  heart  delights,  whose 
light  is  sof^  and  thrilling  as  a  mother's  love.  Blessed  is  the  mourner 
who  feels  its  rays,  and,  resigned  to  what  has  been  ordained,  submits  cheer- 
fiilly  to  the  trials  of  misfortune. 

From  the  hour  in  which  I  saw  that  Adora  loved  me,  I  ceased  to  enter- 
tain a  thought  of  wrong;  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  feel  her  love  and 
persist  in  a  coiurse  of  sin.  This  was  the  proof  of  love !  Having  ex- 
perienced it,  I  knew  my  safety,  and  feared  no  more  my  father's  terrible 
warnings,  which  till  then  had  sounded  in  my  ears  unceasingly,  like  the 
confessions  of  a  tormented  soul. 
^  This  gave  me  a  new  feeling,  a  positive  taste  for  the  happiness  which 
virtue  secures.  That  happiness  I  enjoyed ;  most  truly  was  I  blessed ! 
What  love  was  mine^  that  it  should  be  as  much  greater  than  I  had  ftlt  in 
youth,  as  heaven  is  greater  than  earth  I 
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Bat  tbink  not  that  I  boast  of  it ;  tbmk  not  that  I  would  display  the 
gloiy  whidi  1  at  last  iDherited,  the  mild  glorj  of  love.  It  was  coiifenred 
upon  me,  not  as  a  worldly  gift,  but  that  I  might  be  enabled  through 
its  holy  light  to  suffer  for  myself!  The  career  which  I  had  choseo,  or 
rather  as  I  now  believe,  whieh  had  been  mapped  out  for  me  by  the  hand 
of  mercy,  was  not  to  dose  thns  propitioualy,  nor  to  be  thus  unduly  re- 
warded. Su£fering  had  hitherto  been  my  object;  I  had  caused  others 
to  pass  through  its  ordeal  on  my  account ;  henceforth  I  was  to  be  the 
sufferer.  I  was  to  bear  the  pangs  which  others  had  endured  at  my 
hands ;  to  kam  bj  experience  of  a  novel  kind,  that  although  the  intellect 
could  be  no  farther  gratified  by  ganng  at  the  face  of  sorrow,  there  were 
yet  means  inexhaustible  of  awakening  that  selfish  sorrow — Uiat  un- 
dimmed  mirror  of  the  past — r^iet!  How  else  eoold  a  soul  so  fallen 
meet  renovation  ?  Virtue  was  to  be  my  conqueror ;  penitence  my  path 
to  hope;  divine  mercy  my  destined  portion.  If  my  early  life  were 
strange^  how  much  more  so  was  my  subsequent  history. 

Adora,  then,  was  the  cousin  of  .£thra  !  In  a  state  of  firenzy,  I  had 
eontinoed  at  the  Marsino  Palace  xmtil  these  two  £ur  beings  had  recovered 
£rom  their  surprise.  Adora,  with  my  assistance,  arose,  and  stood  in  the 
meekest  attitude  that  love  and  grief  can  assume,  her  open  hands  together, 
her  eyes  directed  above.  The  countess  was  less  natiual;  she  had  more 
self-i^anoe,  less  dependence  on  Heaven.  In  the  presence  of  Giuditta  and 
her  cousin  she  re£rained  from  all  further  expression  of  her  passion ;  she 
respected  opinion,  and  at  that  moment  her  sister  and  Adora  stood  to  her 
in  the  relation  of  the  world.  She  remembered  that  she  was  a  woman  ; 
that  character  concerned  her  much ;  that  a  passkm  which  she  could  not 
indulge,  was  worthless  in  comparison  with  her  good  name.  It  was  inex- 
pedient to  repeat  the  abandoned  exclamation ;  if  disposed  to  do  so,  the 
chilling  toudb  of  prudence  set  the  wavering  inclination  at  rest.  Her 
struggle  was  hysterical ;  she  breathed  hard,  and  gulped  the  air.  Her 
will  paralysed  her  tongue,  but  every  other  muscle  of  expression  spoke 
convnkivdy.     Fassion  was  thus  eloquent,  though  silenced. 

What  happened  to  me  after  this  scene  is  alr^uiy  related. 

What  compensation  could  I  offer  to  the  frail  and  forgiving  £thra  for 
mj  part  in  the  past?  To  beseech  her  pardon,  and  receiving  that,  to 
implore  the  forgiveness  of  Heaven,  was  my  first  thought.  I  wrote  to 
^  Lady  Trivulzio,  de^red  her  to  proceed  to  my  castle,  and  invite  the 
countess  and  her  cousin  to  visit  her  there,  calling  them  my  relatives  and 
friends.  I  told  her  of  my  desire  to  return  to  my  country,  and  be  united 
to  the  most  adorable  of  wom^iL 

My  relative  was  of  so  kindly  a  nature  that  I  felt  sure  of  her  com- 
pliance; and  I  was  right :  she  was  overjoyed  at  the  prospect  I  had 
pictured,  and  wrote  by  the  same  conveyance  to  the  countess  as  to  me. 

I  refrained  from  calling  at  the  Marsmo  Palace  for  a  time:  it  was  not 
want  of  love,  but  of  courage,  by  which  I  was  deterred.  I  put  off  this 
restraint,  however,  on  receiving  my  despatches  from  Volterra.  I  had 
vrished,  perhaps,  to  prepare  for  myself  a  less  cold  reception  than  I  had  a 
right  to  expect,  considering  all — and,  above  all,  my  passion  for  another, 
which  I  could  not  disguise.  I  had  found  out  the  state  of  Adora's  feelings 
when  we  had  met  last ;  the  discovery  had  helped  to  diffuse  over  my  soul 
a  present  calm,  a  joy  vast  as  tranquil.  I  now  hastened  to  the  palace, 
and  was  conducted  to  a  boudoir,  which  opened  out  of  the  large 
saloon. 
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The  countess  was  alone:  she  did  not  look  me  in  the  fsice  ;  and,  alto- 
gether, received  me  with  more  ceremony  than  could  have  heen  fore- 
seen. 

'^  I  have  received  a  letter  this  morning,"  said  ^thra,  at  length, 
smiling,  ''  from  the  Signora  Trivulzio,  inviting  me  and  my  cousin  into 
Tuscany.  I  have  some  scruple  in  accepting  this  proposal  from  a  stran- 
ger, especially  from  a  relative  of  yours,  and  mat  in  your  own  castle,  after 
what  has  so  recently  transpired." 

I  was  silent,  knowing  not  how  hest  to  reply. 

^'  However,"  she  continued,  'Mt  is  known  in  Milan  that  you  were 
driven  into  the  duel  without  explanation,  and  that  you  conducted  yourself 
with  great  generosity  dunng  the  £&tal  struggle." 

I  was  all  astonishment;  how  could  this  have  heen  known? 
<'  It  may  surpiise  you,"  continued  ^thra,  ^'  that  you  have  not  been 
summoned  by  the  authorities  to  an  account  of  what  occurred.  It  is  only 
since  we  met  that  I  have  myself  heard  the  particulars:  the  second  of  the 
late  count  has  been  a  friena  to  you  indeed!  When  your  life  was  de- 
roaired  of,  he  deposed  before  the  government  that,  without  other  cause 
than  a  suspicion  whispered  into  his  ear  by  the  assassin  who  stabbed  yon, 
the  count  nad  sent  you  a  challenge  to  meet  him  in  one  hour.  This  state- 
ment,— the  cruelty  of  his  suspicions  of  me, — the  dissipated  life  he  pur- 
sued in  my  absence, — these  circumstances  combined,  brought  the  inquizy 
to  a  speedy  issue,  and  rendered  even  your  appeanmce  unnecessaiy  at  that 
tune. 

^'  Strange,"  exclaimed  I. 

*'  One  word  more,"  said  the  young  widow  ;  ^'  I  thought  your  behaviour 
harsh  at  my  husband's  tomb,  considering  how  inextricably  you  were  mixed 
up  with  my  misfortunes." 

What  skill,  thought  I,  has  this  frail  creature  exercised  in  the  present 
interview.  I  sank  on  one  knee,  and  said,  ''  Forgive  me,  my  troubles  had 
overwhelmed  my  reason." 

"  You  have  my  pardon,"  she  said,  '<  and  I  give  it  freely,  on  the  under- 
standing that  a  veil  is  thrown  over  the  past." 

<<  O  madam  !**  I  replied,  glad  thus  easily  to  escape  her  censure,  '^all  I 
ask  of  you  is  pardon.  Give  me  but  that,  and,  forget  what  else  I  may, 
your  generosity  will  ever  be  present  to  my  recollection." 

^'  Let  us  say  no  more,  then,  on  the  past,"  said  the  countess,  presenting 
with  grace  and  dignity  her  hand,  to  which  I  did  homage.  At  the  same 
moment  the  door  opened;  taken  by  surprise  I  started  back.  The  second 
wing  of  the  door  moved  in  front  of  me,  and  hid  me  for  an  instant  from 
sight  The  person  who  entered  embraced  the  countess  before  he  could 
be  warned  of  my  presence.  The  conversation  and  manner  of  the  coun- 
tess had  been  strange ;  but  this  was  stranger  stilL  She  saw  my  thoughts, 
and,  throwing  off  her  confusion  with  extraordinary  readiness,  said,  '*  My 
cousin." 

He  Mras  the  count's  second;  but  her  cousin  ? 

We  bowed  coldly,  but  not  inimically.  I  asked  permission  to  call  again 
shortly,  glad  to  get  away,  and,  closing  the  door,  passed  into  the  Sfluuxm 
which  led  to  the  staircase.  In  a  second  the  countess  followed,  and, 
whis|>ering,  ''  Call  again  at  three,'*  retired  once  more  into  her  boudoir, 
to  jom  her  cousin. 
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BOOEL 
Chapter  X. 

THE  BANQT7ETIKO-HALL. 


The  banqueting-hal]  lay  immediately  mider  the  long  gallery,  corre- 
sponding with  it  in  all  but  height;  and  though  in  tms  respect  it  fell 
somewhat  short  of  the  magnificent  upper  room,  it  was  quite  lofty  enough 
to  admit  of  a  gallery  of  its  own  for  spectators  and  minstrels.  Great  pains 
had  been  taken  in  decorating  the  hall  for  the  occasion.  Between  the 
forest  of  stags'  horns  that  branched  from  the  gallery-rails  were  hung  rich 
carpets,  intermixed  with  garlands  of  flowers ;  and  banners,  painted  with 
the  arms  of  the  Assheton  family,  were  suspended  from  the  comers.  Oyer 
the  fireplace,  where,  despite  the  advanced  season,  a  pile  of  turf  and  wood 
was  burning,  were  hung  two  panoplies  of  arms,  and  above  them,  on  a 
bracket,  was  set  a  complete  suit  of  mail,  once  belonging  to  Richard 
Assheton,  the  first  possessor  of  the  mansion.  On  the  opposite  wall  hung 
two  remarkable  portraits,  the  one  representing  a  religious  yotaress,  in  a 
loose  robe  of  black,  with  wide  sleeres,  holding  a  rosary  and  missal  in  her 
hand,  and  having  her  brow  and  neck  entirely  concealed  by  the  wimple  in 
which  her  head  and  shoulders  were  enveloped.  Such  of  her  features  as 
could  be  seen  were  of  extraordinary  loyelmess,  though  of  a  voluptuous 
character,  the  eyes  being  dark  and  languishing,  and  shaded  by  long 
lashes,  and  the  lips  camation-hued  and  fulL  This  was  the  fair  votaress 
Isole  de  Heton,  who  brought  such  scandal  on  the  abbey  in  the  reign  of 
Henry  VI.  The  other  portrait  was  that  of  an  abbot,  in  the  white  gown 
and  scapulary  of  the  Cistercian  order.  The  countenance  was  proud  and 
stem,  but  tinctured  with  melancholy.  In  a  small  shield  at  one  comer  the 
arms  were  blazoned — argent,  a  fess  between  three  mullets,  sable,  pierced 
of  the  field,  a  crescent  for  difference— proving  it  to  be  the  portrait  of  John 
Paslew.  *  Both  pictures  had  been  found  in  the  abbot's  lodgings  when 
taken  possession  of  by  Richard  Assheton,  but  they  owed  their  present 
position  to  his  descendant.  Sir  Ralph,  who,  discovering  them  in  an  out- 
of-the-way  closet,  where  they  had  been  cast  aside,  and  struck  with  their 
extraordinary  merit,  hung  them  up  as  above  stated. 

The  long  oaken  table,  usually  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  haU,  had 
been  removed  to  one  side,  to  allow  free  scope  for  dancing  and  other 
pastimes,  but  it  was  still  devoted  to  hospitable  uses,  being  covered  iiith 
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trenchers  and  drinking-cups,  and  spread  for  a  substantial  repast.  Near  it 
stood  two  carvers,  with  aprons  round  their  waists,  brandishing  long 
knives,  while  other  jeomen  of  the  kitchen  and  cellar  were  at  hand  to 
keep  Uie  trenchers  well  suppHed  and  the  cups  filled  with  strong  ale,  or 
bragget,  as  might  suit  the  taste  of  the  guests.  Nor  were  these  the  only 
festive  preparations.  The  upper  part  of  the  hall  was  reserfed  fer  Sir  Ralph's 
immediate  friends ;  and  here,  on  a  slightly-raised  elevation,  stood  a  cross 
table,  spread  for  a  g^dly  supper,  the  snowy  napery  being  ornamented 
with  wreaths  and  ropes  of  flowers,  and  shimng  with  costly  vessels.  At 
the  lower  end  of  the  room,  beneath  the  gallery,  which  it  served  to  sup- 
port, was  a  Gothic  Bcreen,  embellishing  an  open  annory,  whidi  made  a 
grand  display  of  silver  plates  and  flagons.  Through  one  of  the  doorways 
contrived  in  this  screen  the  May-day  revellers  were  ushered  into  the  hall 
by  old  Adam  Whitworth,  the  white-headed  steward. 

"  I  pray  you  be  seated,  good  masters,  and  you,  too,  comely  dames," 
said  Adam,  leading  them  to  the  table,  and  assigning  each  a  place  with  his 
wand.  '^  Fall  to,  and  spare  not,  for  it  is  my  honoured  master's  desire  you 
should  sup  well.  You  will  find  that  venison  pasty  worth  a  trial,  and  the 
baked  red  deer  in  the  centre  of  the  table  is  a  noble  dish.  The  fellow  to 
it  was  served  at  Sir  Ralph's  own  table  at  dinner,  and  was  pronomoed 
excellent.  I  pray  you  try  it,  masters.  Here,  Ned  ScargiU,  mind  yov 
office,  good  Mk>w,  and  break  me  that  deer.  And  you,  Paul  Fimfe^ 
exercise  your  craft  on  the  venison  pasty.'' 

And  as  treneher  after  trencher  was  rapidly  filled  by  the  two  carvers, 
who  demeaned  themselves  in  their  task  like  men  acquainted  with  tiie 
powers  of  rustic  appetite,  the  old  steward  addressed  himself  to  tlw 
dames. 

**  What  can  I  do  for  you,  fair  mistresses  ?"  be  said.  ^  Here  be  sadc 
possets,  junkets  and  cream,  for  such  aa  like  them — French  puflb  and 
Italian  puddings,  right  good,  I  warrant  you,  and  especially  admired  by 
my  honourable  good  lady.  Indeed,  I  am  not  sure  she  hath  not  lent  a 
huid  herself  in  their  preparation.  Then  here  be  fritters  in  tlie  court 
imshion,  made  with  eoras  of  sack  posset,  eggs,  and  ale,  and  seasoned  witk 
nutmeg  and  pepper.  You  will  taste  them,  I  am  sure,  for  they  are  fevos- 
rites  with  our  sovereign  lady  the  Queen.  Here  (xregory,  Dickon — 
bestir  yourselves,  knaves,  and  pour  forth  a  onp  of  sack  for  each  of  these 
dames.  As  yon  drink,  mistresses,  neglect  not  the  health  of  oar  honooraUe 
good  master  Sii:  Ralph  and  his  lady.  It  is  well ;  it  is  w^  I  wffl 
convey  to  them  both  your  dutiful  good  wishes.  But  I  must  see  aU  yoor 
wants  supplied.  Good  Dame  Openshaw,  you  have  nought  before  you. 
Be  prevailed  upon  to  taste  these  dropt  raisins  or  a  fond  pudding.  And 
j<m,  too,  sweet  Dame  Tetlow.  Squire  Nicholas  gave  me  spedal  cantkm 
to  take  care  of  you ;  but  the  injunction  was  unneeded,  as  I  should  have 
done  so  without  it.  Another  cup  of  canary  to  Dame  Tetlow,  CSr^rj. 
Fill  to  the  brim,  knave — to  the  very  brim.  To  the  health  of  Sqtme 
Nicholas,"  he  added,  in  a  low  tone,  as  he  handed  the  brimming  goUet  to 
the  blushing  dame ;  ^'  and  be  sure  and  tell  him,  if  he  questtons  yoo,  ihaA 
I  obeyed  his  behests  to  the  best  of  my  ability.  I  pray  you  taste  this 
pippin-jeUy^  dame.  It  is  as  red  as  rabies,  bat  not  so  red  as  yoor  lips ;  or 
seme  leach  of  almonds,  which,  lily-white  though  it  be,  is  not  to  be  com- 
pared with  the  teeth  that  shall  touch  it.^ 
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**  Odds  hBurtl  merter  stewaid,  jo  mtm  ha'  lamt  Aat  piottj  fipesoh 
ho*  ih*  eqptaire  Uooiel^"  r^ed  Dame  Tedow,  laaghu^. 

**  It  maj  be  the  reeolleetiofi  of  soanething  sud  to  me  bjr  him>  bcoagliA 
tD  JBmd  1^  jTOur  preseoee,"  replied  Adam  Whitworthy  gallantly.  *'  If 
I  can  aene  you  in  aught  eke,  mga  to  me,  dame.  Now,  knaves,  fill  the 
egpB — ale  or  hn^gget,  at  yovr  plea8iive>  mastera.  Diiak,  and  rtint  nol^ 
aad  joa  will  the  better  please  your  libesdi  entertauer  and  my  honoured 


Thus  exhorted,  the  guests  set  seriously  to  work  to  fulfil  the  hosfatable 
'wttaAmB  of  the  provider  of  the  feast  Cups  fiowed  fiwt  and  fireely,  and 
ere  long  little  was  left  of  the  venison  pasty  hut  the  outer  crust,  and 
aotfiing  more  than  a  few  fragments  of  the  haked  led  deec  The  lighter 
artidea  tken  eame  in  for  a  ihare  of  attention,  and  sahnon  from  the 
BibUe,  jack,  trout,  and  eds  from  the  Hodder  and  CaUer,  boiled,  broiled, 
stewed,  and  pidded,  and  of  deUdons  flaTOor,  were  discussed  with  infinite 
PnddingB  and  pastry  were  kflb  to  more  delicate  st(»nachs— 4be 
only  bouDg  in  request  with  the  men.  Hitherto,  the  demolition  of 
Ae  viands  had  given  sufficient  employment ;  but  now,  the  edge  of  appe- 
tite beginning  to  be  duUed,  tongues  wore  unloosed,  aisd  much  merriment 
prevailed.  More  than  eighty  in  number,  the  guests  were  dispersed  with- 
out any  regacd  to  order ;  and  thus  the  diief  actors  in  the  revel  were 
seaMeved  promiscaously  about  the  table^  diversifyxng  it  with  their  gay 
costnnes.  Robin  Hood  sat  between  two  pretty  female  monis-danoers, 
whose  partners  had  got  to  the  other  end  of  the  taUe ;  while  Ned  Hud- 
ilestnne,  the  representative  of  Friar  Tuck,  was  equally  fortunate,  having 
a  bazom  dame  on  either  side  of  him,  towaids  whom  he  distributed  his 
fimnoon  with  singular  impartiality.  As  porter  to  the  abbey,  Ned  made 
huBself  at  hoaae,  and,  next  to  Adam  Whitworth,  was  perhaps  the  most 
iaqportant  personage  present,  continually  roaring  for  ale,  and  {^edging 
the  damads  arocmd  him.  From  the  way  he  went  on,  it  seemed  highly 
pvobahle  he  would  be  under  the  table  before  supper  was  over ;  but  Ned 
fioddiestone,  like  the  buriy  priest  whose  gown  he  wore,  had  a  stout 
balet-head,  proof  against  all  assaults  of  liquor ;  and  the  oopious  draughts 
ha  awaUowed,  instead  of  subduing  him,  only  tended  to  make  him  mare 
Blessed  also  with  lusty  lungs,  his  shouts  of  laughter  made 
roof  ring  again.  But  if  the  strong  liquor  failed  to  make  due  impree- 
upon  lura,  the  like  cannot  be  fuid  of  Jack  Roby,  who,  it  will  be 
remembered,  took  the  part  of  the  Fool,  and  who,  having  drunk  overmuch, 
■■stook  the  hobby-horse  for  a  real  steed,  and,  in  an  effort  to  bestride  it, 
feu  headforemost  on  the  floor,  and,  being  found  incapable  of  rising,  was 
camied  ont  to  an  adjoining  room,  and  laid  on  a  bench.  This,  however, 
was  the  only  case  of  ezxsess,  for  though  the  Sherwood  foresters  emptied 
their  cups  often  enough  to  heighten  their  mirth,  none  of  them  seemed 
Ihewone  for  what  they  drank.  Lawrence  Blackrod,  Mr.  Parker's  keeper, 
had  fortunately  got  next  to  his  old  fiame,  Sdkey  Worseley;  while  Phil 
BawBOD,  the  forester,  who  enacted  Will  Scarlet,  and  Nancy  H<^t,  between 
whoai  an  equally  tender  feeling  subsisted,  had  likewise  got  together.  A 
little  beyond  them  sat  the  gentleman-usher  and  parish-derk,  Sampson 
fiarrop,  who,  piquing  himsdf  on  his  good  manners,  drank  very  sparingly, 
and  was  content  to  sup  on  sweetmeats  and  a  bowl  of  fieetinga^  as  euias 
eeparated  from  whey  are  termed  in  this  district.  Tom  the  piper  and  his 
companion,  the  tabmr,  ate  fior  the  neit  wade,  bat  wete  somewhat  jnove 
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paring  in  the  matter  of  drink,  their  senrioes  as  minstrels  being  required 
later  on.  Thus  the  Tarious  guests  enjoyed  themselyes  acoordine  to  their 
benty  and  universal  hilarity  prevailed.  It  would  be  stranse  indeed  if  it 
had  been  otherwise^  for,  what  with  the  good  cheer  and  we  bright  ^ea 
around  them,  the  rustics  had  attained  a  point  of  felicity  not  likely  to  be 
surpassed.  Of  the  numerous  assemblage  more  than  half  were  of  the 
fairer  sex,  and  of  these  the  greater  portion  were  young  and  good-lo<ddng; 
while,  in  the  case  of  the  morris-dancers,  their  natural  charms  weie 
heightened  by  their  fanciful  attire. 

Before  supper  was  half  over  it  became  so  dark  that  it  was  found  neoes- 
sary  to  illuminate  the  great  lamp  suspended  from  the  centre  of  the  roo( 
while  other  lights  were  set  on  the  board,  and  two  flaming  torches  placed 
in  sockets  on  either  side  of  the  chimney-piece.  Scarcely  was  this  aooom* 
plished  when  the  storm  came  on,  much  to  the  surprise  m  the  weatherwise, 
who  had  not  calculated  upon  such  an  occurrence^  not  having  seen  any  in- 
dications whatever  of  it  in  the  heavens.  But  all  were  too  comfortably 
sheltered,  and  too  well  employed,  to  pay  much  attention  to  what  was  going 
on  without,  and,  unless  when  a  flash  of  lightning  more  than  usually  vivid 
dazzled  the  gaze,  or  a  peal  of  thunder  more  appalling  than  the  rest  broke 
overhead,  no  alarm  was  expressed,  even  by  the  women.  To  be  aure^  a 
little  pretty  trepidation  was  now  and  then  evinced  by  the  younger  damsels^ 
but  even  this  was  only  done  with  the  view  of  exacting  attention  on  the 
part  of  their  swains,  and  never  failed  in  efiect.  The  thunderstorm, 
therefore,  instead  of  putting  a  stop  to  the  general  enjoyment,  only  tended 
to  increase  it.  However,  the  last  peal  was  loud  enough  to  silence  the  most 
uproarious.  The  women  turned  pale,  and  the  men  looked  at  each  other 
anxiously,  listening  to  hear  if  any  dami^  had  been  done.  But  as  nothing 
transpired,  their  spirits  revived.  A  few  minutes  af^rwards  word  was 
brought  that  the  Conventual  Church  had  been  struck  by  a  tiranderboU, 
but  this  was  not  regarded  as  a  very  serious  disaster.  The  bearer  of  the 
intellig^ce  was  little  Jennet,  who  said  she  had  been  caught  in  the  ruins 
by  the  storm,  and  after  being  dreadfully  frightened  by  the  lightning,  had 
seen  a  bolt  strike  the  steeple,  and  heard  some  stones  rattle  down,  after 
which  she  ran  away.  No  one  thought  of  inquiring  what  she  had  been 
doing  there  at  the  time,  but  room  was  made  for  her  at  the  supper  taUa 
next  to  Sampson  Harrop,  while  the  good  steward,  patting  lier]|on  the 
head,  filled  her  a  cup  of  canary  with  his  own  hand,  and  gave  her  some 
cakes  to  eat 

''  Ey  dunna  see  Alizon,*'  observed  the  litUe  girl,  looking  round  the 
table,  after  she  had  drunk  the  wine. 

'<  Your  sister  is  not  here.  Jennet,"  replied  Adam  Whitworth,  with  a 
smile.  ^'  She  is  too  great  a  lady  for  us  now.  Since  she  came  up  widi 
her  ladyship  from  the  g^reen  she  has  been  treated  quite  like  one  of  the 
guests,  and  has  been  walking  about  the  garden  and  ruins  all  the  afternoon 
with  young  Mistress  Dorothy,  who  has  taken  quite  a  fancy  to  her. 
Indeed,  for  the  matter  of  that,  all  the  ladies  seem  to  have  taken  a  fancy 
to  her,  and  she  is  now  closeted  with  Mistress  Nutter  in  her  own  room." 

This  was  gail  and  wormwood  to  Jennet 

*'  She'll  be  hard  to  please  when  she  g^s  home  again,  after  playing 
the  fine  dame  here,"  pursued  the  steward. 

''  Then  ey  hope  she'll  never  come  home  again,"  rejoined  Jennety  ^its- 
folly,  *<fo'  we  donna  want  fine  dames  i'  oar  poor  cottage.* 


<'  For  Bj  part  I  do  not  wonder  Alixm  pleaaei  the  gondefolka^''  oIh 
tenred  Sainpeoa  Haxrop^  '^  smee  audk  pains  haye  beeo  taken  with  her 
■MBDen  axid  edneatioii ;  and  I  mnat  saj  ihe  does  great  credit  to  har 
instroctocv  who^  £or  reaeoQS  mmeeefsaxy  to  meaatiooy  abdl  be  nameleas.  I 
mh  I  coqU  tay  the  tame  Cor  you.  Jennet;  but  thoogh  you're  not  defi- 
cient in  ability  yonVe  no  peneverance  or  piearare  in  stodly." 

**  £y  knoa  os  much  os  ey  care  to  knoa,"  replied  Jennety  ''an more  than 
yo  oon  teadi  me,  Mester  Harrop..  Why  is  Alizon  always  to  be  thrown  i' 
my  teeth  ?" 

''fieeauae  she's  the  best  model  yon  can  ha?e^''  rejoined  Sampson. 
^  Ah,  if  I'd  my  own  way  wi'  ye,  lass,  I'd  mend  your  temper  and  man- 
nan.     But  you  come  of  an  ill  stock,  ye  saucy  hussy." 

''  Ey  come  fro'  th'  same  stock  as  Alizon,  omiy  how,"  said  Jennet. 
.   ^  Unlnckily,  that  cannot  be  denied^"  replied  Sau^Mon ;  ^but  yon're  as 
different  from  her  as  light  from  darkness." 

Jennet  eyed  him  bitterly,  and  then  rose  from  the  taUe.  "^ 

*^  Ey'n  goy"  she  said. 

''No— no;  sit  down,"  interposed  the  good-natured  steward.  ^'Ths 
dancine  and.  pastimes  will  begm  presently,  and  yon  will  see  your  sbter. 
She  wiU  come  down  with  the  kdieiL" 

"  That's  the  very  reason  she  wishes  to  go^"  said  Sampson  Harrop. 
^  The  ^Htebil  little  creature  cannot  bear  to  see  her  sister  better  treated 
than  bcaself.  Go  your  ways,  liien.  It  is  the  best  thing  you  can  do. 
Ali»>n  would  Uush  to  see  yon  here." 

"  Then  ey'n  e'en  stay  an  vex  her,"  replied  Jennet,  sharphr ;  **  boh  ey 
winna  sit  near  yo  onny  longer,  Mester  Sampson  Haorrop^  wno  ca'  yeisel 
gcntleman-ushor,  boh  who  are  nah  gontlemjEUi  at  aw,  nor  owt  like  i^ 
boh  merely  parish-derk  and  scboolmester,  an  a  poor  schoc^mester  to 
hoot.  Eyn  go  an  sit  by  Sukey  Worseley  an  Nancy  Hdt,  whom  ey  see 
yonder.*' 

"  You've  firand  yoor  match.  Master  EUurrop,"  said  the  steward,  laugh- 
ing, as  the  little  girl  walked  away. 

"  I  should  account  it  a  disgrace  to  bandy  words  with  the  like  of  her, 
Adam,"  rejoined  the  clerk,  angrily ;  "  but  I'm  greatly  out  in  my  reckon- 
ii^  if  she  does  not  make  a  second  Mother  Demdike,  and  worse  could  not 
weU  befal  her." 

Jennet *s  society  could  have  been  very  well  dispensed  with  by  her  two 
friends,  but  she  would  not  be  shaken  on.  On  the  contrary,  finding  her- 
self in  the  way,  she  only  determined  the  more  pertinaciously  to  remain, 
and  began  to  exercise  all  her  powers  of  teasing,  which  have  been  described 
as  considerable,  and  which  on  this  occasion  proved  eminently  successfuL 
And  the  worst  of  it  was,  there  was  no  crushing  the  plaguy  httle  insect ; 
any  effort  made  to  catch  her  only  resulting  in  an  escape  on  her  part,  and 
a  new  charge  on  some  undefended  quarter,  with  sharper  stinging,  and 
more  intolerable  buzzing  than  ever. 

Out  of  all  patience,  Sukey  Worseley  at  length  exclaimed,  "  Ey  should 
loike  to  see  ye  swum,  crosswise,  i'  th'  Calder,  Jennet,  as  Nance  Kedfeme 
war  this  efremoon." 

"  May  be  ye  would,  Sukey,"  replied  the  little  girl,  "  boh  ey'm  nah  so 
likely  to  be  tried  that  way  as  yourself,  lass;  an  if  ey  war  swum  ey  should 
sink,  while  yo,  wi'  your  broad  back  and  shoutbers,  would  be  sure  to  float, 
and  then  yo'd  be  counted  a  witch." 
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''  Heed  her  not,  Sukey,"  said  Blackrod,  unable  to  resist  a  langli,  though 
the  poor  girl  was  greatly  discomfited  by  this  personal  alliirion;  ^'ye  may 
ha'  a  broad  back  o*  your  own,  an  the  broader  the  better  to  my  mind,  hda 
mey  word  on't  ye'll  never  be  ta'en  fo'  a  witch.     Yo're  fast  too  comdy." 

This  assurance  was  a  balm  to  poor  Sukey's  wounded  spiiiti  and  she' 
replied  with  a  well-pleased  sm^  '^Ey  hope  ey  dunna  look  like  onei' 
liOrry.*' 

"  Kot  a  bit,  lass,**  said  Blackrod,  lifting  a  huge  ale-cup  to  his  lips. 
'*  Your  health,  sweetheart." 

**  What  think  ye  then  o'  Nance  Redfeme?**  obsenred  Jennet.  '^  Is  she 
neaw  comely? — ay,  comelier  &r  than  fiat,  fubsy  Sukey  here;  or  than 
Nancy  Holt,  wi'  ner  yallo  hure  and  frecklet  feace ;  an  yet  ye  ca'  her 
a  witch." 

<<  Ey  ca'  thee  one,  iheaw  feaw  little  whean— an  the  dowter— «n  gnn* 
dowter  o'  one — an  that's  more,"  cried  Nancy.  ^*  Freckles  i'  your  own 
fSdace$  ye  mismannert  minx." 

^  Ne'er  heed  her,  Nance,"  said  Phil  Rawson,  putting  his  arm  round 
Ae  angry  damsel's  waist,  and  drawing  her  gently  down.  **  Every  one  to 
his  taste,  an  freckles  and  yellow  hure  are  so  to  mine.  So  dunna  fret  about^ 
it,  an  spoil  your  protty  lips  wi'  pouting.  Better  ha'  freckles  o'  your  feaee 
than  spots  o'  your  heart  loike  tnat  ill-favort  little  hussy." 

"  Dunna  ofiend  her,  Phil,"  said  Nancy  Holt,  noticing  with  alarm  the 
malignant  look  fixed  upon  her  lover  by  Jennet.     ''  She's  dawngerous." 

*<  Firrups  tak  her!"  replied  Phil  Rawson.  **  Boh  who  the  dule's 
that  ?  Ey  didna  notice  him  efore,  au  he's  neaw  one  o'  our  party." 

The  latter  observation  was  occasioned  by  the  entrance  of  a  tall  per- 
sonage, in  the  garb  of  a  Cistercian  monk,  who  issued  from  one  of  the 
doorways  in  the  screen,  and  glided  towards  the  upper  table,  attracting 
general  attention  and  misgiving  as  he  proceeded.  His  countenance  was 
cadaverous,  his  lips  livid,  and  his  eyes  black  and  deep  sunken  in  thdr 
sockets,  with  a  bistre-coloured  circle  around  them.  His  frame  was  meagre 
and  bony.  What  remained  of  hair  on  his  head  was  raven  black,  but 
either  he  was  bald  on  the  crown,  or  carried  his  attention  to  costume  so 
far  as  to  adopt  the  priestly  tonsure.  His  forehead  was  lof^y  and  sallow, 
and  seemed  stamped,  like  his  features,  with  profound  gloom.  His  gar- 
ments were  faded  and  mouldering,  and  materially  contributed  to  hir 
ghostly  appearance. 

"  Who  is  it?"  cried  Sukey  and  Nance  together. 

But  no  one  could  answer  the  question. 

''  He  dusna  look  loike  a  bein'  o*  this  warld,"  observed  Blackrod, 
gaping  with  alarm,  for  the  stout  keeper  was  easily  assailable  on  the  side 
of  superstition ;  *'  an  there  is  a  mowdy  air  about  him  that  gies  one  the 
shivers  to  see.  Ey've  often  heerd  say  the  abbey  is  haanted;  an  that 
pale-feaced  chap  looks  loike  one  o  th*  owd  monks  risen  fro*  his  grave  to 
join  our  reveL" 

^'  An  see,  he  looks  this  way,"  cried  Phil  Rawson.  "  What  flaming 
een !  they  mey  the  very  flesh  crawl  o'  one's  booans." 

*'  Is  it  a  ghost.  Lorry?"  said  Sukey,  drawing  nearer  to  the  stalwart' 
keeper. 

*'  By  th'  maskins,  lass,  ey  conna  tell,"  replied  Blackrod  ;  ^'  boh  whot- 
ever  it  be,  eyll  protect  ye." 

"  Tak  care  o'  me,  Plul,"  ejaculated  Nancy  Holt,  pressing  dose  to  her 
Tver's  side. 
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^'  Eigliy  that  I  win,^  rejoined  the  forester. 

''  £y  dunna  care  for  ghosts  so  long  os  jo  are  near  me,  Phil,"  said 
Nancy,  tenderly. 

**  Then  ey'n  never  leave  ye,  Nance,"  replied  PhiL 

**  Ghost  or  not,"  said  Jennet,  who  had  been  occupied  in  regarding  the 
new  comer  attentively,  <<  ey'n  go  an  speak  to  it.  Ey'm  nah  afeerd,  if 
yo  are." 

'^  £igh  do^  Jennet,  that's  a  brave  little  lass/'  said  Blackrod,  glad  to  be 
cid  of  her  in  any  way. 

^  Stay!"  cried  Adam  Whitworth,  coming  up  at  the  moment,  and  over^ 
hearing  what  was  said ;  "  you  must  not  go  near  the  gentleman.  I  will 
not  have  him  molested,  or  even  spoken  with,  till  Sir  Ilalph  appears." 

Meanwhile,  the  stranger,  without  returning  the  glances  fixed  upon  him, 
or  deigning  to  notice  any  of  the  company,  pursued  his  way,  and  sat 
down  in  a  chair  at  the  upper  table. 

But  his  entrance  had  been  witnessed  by  others  besides  the  rustic  guests 
and  servitors.  Nicholas  and  Bichard  Assheton  chanced  to  be  in  the  gal- 
lery at  the  time,  and  greatly  struck  by  the  singularity  of  his  appearancot 
immediately  descended  to  make  inquiries  respecting  him.  As  they  ap- 
peared below,  the  old  steward  advanced  to  meet  them. 

'^  Who  the  devil  have  you  got  there,  Adam  ?"  asked  the  squire. 

^'  It  passeth  me  almost  to  tell  you,  Master  Nicholas,"  replied  the 
steward ;  '^  and  not  knowing  whether  the  gentleman  be  invitea  or  not^ 
I  am  fain  to  wait  Sir  Balph's  pleasure  in  regard  to  him." 

^*  Have  you  no  notion  who  he  is  ?"  inquired  Richard. 

**  All  1  know  about  him  may  be  soon  told.  Master  Richard,"  replied 
Adam.  '^  He  is  a  stranger  in  these  parts,  and  hath  very  recently  taken 
up  his  abode  in  Wiswall  Hall,  which  has  been  abandoned  of  late  years,  as 
you  know,  and  suffered  to  go  to  decay.  Some  few  months  ago  an  aged 
couple  from  Colne,  named  Hewit,  took  possession  of  part  of  the  hall,  and 
were  suffered  to  remain  there,  though  old  Katty  Hewit,  or  Mouldheels^ 
as  she  is  familiarly  termed  by  the  common  folk,  is  in  no  very  good  repute 
hereabouts,  and  was  driven,  it  is  said,  from  Colne,  owing  to  her  practices 
as  a  witch.  Be  that  as  it  may,  soon  after  these  He^ts  were  settled  at 
Wiswall,  comes  this  stranger,  and  fixes  himself  in  another  part  of  the  halL 
How  he  hves  no  one  can  tell,  but  it  is  said  he  rambles  all  night  long,  like 
a  troubled  spirit,  about  the  deserted  rooms,  attended  by  Mother  Mould- 
heels  ;  while  in  the  daytime  he  is  never  seen." 

^'  Can  he  be  of  sound  mind  ?"  asked  Richard. 

<<  Hardly  so,  I  should  think,  Master  Richard,"  replied  the  steward. 
^^  As  to  who  he  may  be  there  are  many  opinions;  and  some  aver  he  is 
Francis  Paslew,  grandson  of  Frauds,  brother  to  the  abbot,  and  being  a 
Jesuit  priest — for  you  know  the  Paslews  have  all  strictly  adhered  to  the 
old  fJEuth,  and  that  is  why  they  have  fled  the  country  and  abandoned 
their  residence — he  is  oblig^  to  keep  himself  concealed." 

*'  If  such  be  the  case,  he  must  be  crazed  indeed  to  venture  here,"  ob- 
aerved  Nicholas;  "  and  yet  I  am  half  inclined  to  credit  the  report  Look 
at  him,  Dick.     He  is  the  very  image  of  the  old  abbot." 

^^  Yon  portrait  might  have  been  painted  for  him,"  said  Richard,  gazing 
at  the  picture  on  the  wall,  and  from  it  to  the  monk  as  he  spoke ;  ^*  the 
yery  same  garb,  too." 
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*'  There  is  an  old  monastic  xobe  np-stain  m  the  <^oiet  adjcmniig^  the 
room  oocnpied  by  Mistreas  Nutter,"  observed  the  steward,  ''  gsid  to  be  the 
ffannent  in  which  Abbot  Paslew  8u£Fered  death.  Some  stains  are  vpoft 
it,  supposed  to  be  the  Uood  of  the  wizard  Demdike,  who  perished  in  an 
oztraordinaiy  manner  on  the  same  day." 

^'  I  have  seen  it,**  cried  Nicholas,  ^^  and  the  monk's  habit  looks  pio» 
oisely  like  it ;  and  if  my  eyes  deceive  me  not,  is  stained  in  the  same 
aianner." 

^^  I  see  the  spots  plainly  on  the  breast,''  cried  Richard.  ^  How  can  he 
have  procured  the  robe  ?" 

"  Heaven  only  knows,"  replied  the  old  steward.  ^'  It  is  a  wery  wtiwagB 
occurrence." 

*^  I  will  go  question  him,"  said  Richard. 

So  saying,  be  proceeded  to  the  upper  table,  accompanied  by  Nksholss. 
As  they  drew  near,,  the  stranger  arose,  and  fixed  a  grim  look  upon 
Biehara,  v^o  was  a  little  in  advance. 

^'It  is  the  abbot's  ghost!"  cried  Nidiolas,  stopping,  and  detaimng  his 
oousin.     "  You  shall  not  address  it" 

Dniin?  the  contention  that  ensued,  the  monk  glided  towards  a  side 
door  at  ^e  upper  end  of  the  hall,  and  passed  through  it  So  geneial 
was  the  consternation  that  no  one  attempted  to  stay  him,  nor  would  any 
one  follow  to  see  whither  he  went  Released,  at  length,  finom  the  strong 
grasp  of  the  squire,  Richard  rushed  forth,  and  not  returning,  Nichoias, 
after  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  went  in  search  of  him,  but  came  back 
presently,  and  told  the  old  steward  he  could  neither  find  him  nor  the 
monk. 

**  Master  Richard  will  be  back  anon,  I  dare  say,  Adam,"  he  remaxked  ; 
^  if  not,  I  will  make  further  search  for  him.  But  you  had  better  not 
mention  thb  mysterious  occurrence  to  Sir  Ralph— at  all  events,  not  mid 
die  festivities  are  over,  and  the  ladies  have  retired.  It  might  distiirb 
them.  I  fear  the  appearance  of  this  monk  bodes  no  good  to  our  fiunity; 
and  what  makes  it  worse  is,  it  is  not  the  first  ill  omen  that  has  befidlsn 
«B  to-day.  Master  Richard  was  unlucky  enough  to  stand  on  Abbot 
Paslew's  grave !" 

*^  Mercy  on  us !  that  was  nnludcy  indeed !"  cried  Adam,  in  gwsat 
trepidation.  ^  Poor  dear  young  g^Ueman.  Bid  him  take  especial 
eare  of  himself,  good  Master  Nicholas.  I  noticed  just  now  that  yon 
fearsome  monk  regarded  him  more  attentively  than  you.  Bid  him  be 
careful,  I  conjure  you,  sir.  But  here  comes  my  honoored  master  and  his 
gossts.  Here,  Gregory,  Dickon,  bestir  yourselves,  knaves,  and  serve 
sapper  at  the  upper  table  in  a  trice." 

Any  appreh^usions  Nicholas  might  entertain  for  Bichard  woe  at  Aii 
moment  relieved,  for  as  Sir  Ralph  and  his  guests  came  in  at  one  door,  As 
voang  man  entered  by  another.  He  looked  deathly  pale.  Nicholas  pat 
nis  finger  to  his  lips  in  token  of  silenoe-~a  gesture  which  the  olfaar  tng' 
Bified  that  he  understood. 

Sir  Ralph  and  his  guests  having  taken  their  places  9t  the  taUe^  an 
excellent  and  plentiful  repast  was  speedily  set  before  them;  and  if  tfasy 
did  not  do  quite  soch  ample  justice  to  it  as  the  hungry  rustics  at  the 
fewer  board  had  done  to  the  good  things  provided  for  theniy  the  oook 
could  not  reasonably  complain.     No  allusion  whatever  being  made  to  the 
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feoent  stnnge  ooemreiioe,  the  cheerfolness  of  the  compan j  was  uninter- 
nrated ;  hot  the  noise  in  the  lower  part  of  the  hall  had  in  a  great  measnrs 
nAsided,  partly  out  oi  respect  to  the  host,  and  partly  in  consequence  of 
the  alarm  occasioned  hy  Uie  supposed  supematoral  yisitation.  Richard 
oontinued  silent  and  preoccupied,  and  neither  ate  nor  drank ;  hut  Nicholas 
i^ipearing  to  think  his  courage  would  be  hest  sustained  by  an  extra  allow- 
anoe  of  clary  and  sack,  applied  himself  frequently  to  the  goblet  with  that 
Tiew,  and  ere  long  his  spirits  improved  so  wonderfully,  and  his  natural 
boldness  was  so  much  increased,  that  he  was  ready  to  confront  Abbot 
Paslew,  or  any  other  abbot  of  them  all,  wiierever  they  mig^t  chance  to 
cross  him.  In  this  enterprising  frame  of  mind  he  drew  Richard  aside 
and  questioned  him  as  to  what  had  taken  place  in  his  pursuit  of  the 
mysterious  monk. 

^  You  overtook  him,  Dick,  of  course  ?'  he  said,  ^*  and  put  it  to  him 
roundly  why  he  came  hither,  where  neither  ghosts  nor  Jesuit  priests, 
whicheyer  he  may  be,  are  wanted.  What  answered  he,  eh  ?  Would  I 
iiad  been  there  to  interrogate  him !  He  should  have  declared  how  he 
became  possessed  of  that  old  motheaten,  blood-stained,  monkish  gown, 
or  I  would  haye  unfrocked  him,  even  if  he  had  proved  to  be  a  skeleton. 
But  I  interrupt  you.  You  have  not  told  me  what  occurred  at  the  inter* 
view? 

**  There  was  no  interview,"  replied  Richard,  gravely. 

^*  No  interview !"  echoed  Nicholas.  ^  'Sblood,  man ! — ^but  I  must  be 
careful,  for  Doctor  Ormerod  and  Parson  Dewhurst  are  within  hearing, 
and  may  lecture  me  on  the  wantonness  and  pro^Euiity  of  swearing.  By 
Saint  Gregory  de  Northbury ! — no,  that's  an  oath  too,  and  what  is  worse^ 
s  P(^ish  oath.  By — I  have  several  tremendous  imprecations  at  my 
toiigne*s  end,  but  tney  shall  not  out.  It  is  a  sinful  propensity,  and  must 
be  controlled.     In  a  word,  then,  you  let  him  escape,  Dick  ?" 

^  l£  you  were  so  anxious  to  stay  him,  I  wonder  you  came  not  with 
me,''  replied  Richard ;  ^  but  you  now  hold  very  di£Ferent  language  from 
what  you  used  when  I  quitted  the  hall." 

''Ah,  true — right,  Dick,"  replied  Nicholas;  '^my  sentiments  have 
imdergone  a  wonderful  change  since  then.  I  now  regret  having  stopped 
joo.  By  my  troth !  if  I  meet  that  confounded  monk  again,  he  shall 
give  a  good  account  of  himself,  I  promise  him.  But  what  said  he  to 
you,  Dick  ?     Make  an  end  of  your  story." 

**  I  have  not  be^un  it  yet,"  replied  lUchard ;  **  but  nay  attention,  and 
70a  shall  hear  what  occurred.  When  I  rushed  fortn,  the  monk  had 
aheady  gained  the  entrance-hall.  No  one  was  within  it  at  the  time,  all 
the  serving-men  being  busied  here  with  the  feasting.  1  summoned  him 
to  stay,  but  he  answered  not,  and,  still  g^mly  regarding  me,  glided 
towanu  the  outer  door,  which  (I  know  not  by  what  chance)  stood  open, 
and  passing  through  it,  closed  it  upon  me.  This  delayed  me  a  moment ; 
md  when  I  got  out,  he  had  already  descended  the  steps,  and  was  moving 
towards  the  garden.  It  was  bright  moonlight,  so  I  could  see  him  dis^ 
tinctly.  And  mark  this,  Nicholas — ^the  two  great  bloodhounds  were 
running  about  at  large  in  the  court-yard,  but  they  slunk  o£^  as  if  alarmed 
at  his  appearance.  The  monk  had  now  gidned  the  garden,  and  was 
shaping  his  course  swiftly  towards  the  mined  Conventual  Church.  Detei^ 
mined  to  overtake  him,  I  quickened  my  pace ;  but  he  gained  the  old  fane 
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before  me,  and  threaded  the  broken  aisles  with  noiseless  celerity.  In  the 
choir  he  paused  and  confronted  me.  When  within  a  few  yards  of  UiOy 
I  paused,  arrested  by  his  fixed  and  terrible  gaze.  Nicholas,  hi|  look 
boze  my  blood.  I  would  have  spoken,  but  I  could  not.  My  tongue 
(dove  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth  for  very  fear.  Before  I  oould  shako  off 
this  apprehension  the  figure  raised  its  luuad  menacingly  thricoy  and  passed 
into  tne  Lacy  Chapel.  As  soon  as  he  was  gone  my  courage  retofiied, 
and  I  foUowed.  The  little  chapel  was  brilliantly  illuminated  bj  the 
moon ;  but  it  was  empty.  I  could  only  see  the  wmte  monument  of  Sir 
Henry  de  La(^  glistening  in  the  pale  radiance.*' 

*'  1  must  take  a  cup  of  wine  after  this  horrific  relation,"  said  Nidiola^ 
replenishing  his  goblet.  ^'  It  has  chilled  my  blood,  as  the  monk*f  icy 
gaze  froze  yours.  Body  o*  me  I  but  this  is  strange  indeed.  Another 
oath.  Lord  helpme ! — I  shall  never  get  rid  of  the  infernal — I  mtftfi, 
the  evil  habit     Will  you  not  pledge  me,  Dick  ?" 

The  young  man  shook  his  head. 

'*  You    are  wroog,''  pursued  Nicholas — "  decidedly  wrong.     Wfaie 

fladdeneth  the  heart  of  man,  and  restoreth  courage.  A  short  while  ^go 
was  downcast  as  you,  melancholy  as  an  owl,  and  timorous  as  a  kid,  but 
now  I  am  resolute  as  an  eagle,  stout  of  heart,  and  cheerful  of  spirit ;  $ai 
all  owing  to  a  cup  of  wine.  Try  the  remedy,  Dick,  and  get  nd  of  wir 
gloom.  You  look  like  a  death's  head  at  a  festival  What  if  yoa  h^ve 
stumbled  on  an  ill-omened  grave !  Wliat  if  you  have  been  banned  by  a 
witch !  What  if  you  have  stood  face  to  face  with  the  devil — or  a  ghost ! 
Heed  them  not !  Drink,  and  set  care  at  defiance.  And  not  to  gMosay 
my  own  counsel,  I  shall  fill  my  cup  again.  For,  in  good  sooth !  this  is 
rare  clary,  Dick ;  and  talking  of  wine,  you  should  taste  some  of  the 
wonderful  Rhenish  found  in  the  abbot's  cellar  by  our  ancestor,  Rie)iard 
Assheton — a  century  old,  if  it  be  a  day,  and  yet  cordial  and  corrobo- 
rative as  ever.  Those  monks  were  lusty  tipplers,  Dick.  I  somoliiiies 
wish  I  had  been  an  abbot  myself.  I  should  have  made  a  rare  iatha 
confessor,  especiaUy  to  a  pretty  penitent.  Here,  Greg^ory,  hie  thee  to 
the  master  cellarer,  and  bid  him  nil  me  a  goblet  of  the  old  Rhemsh — the 
wine  from  the  abbot's  cellar.  Thou  understandest— or,  stay,  better  hnng 
the  flask.  I  have  a  profound  respect  for  the  venerable  bottle,  and  would 
pay  my  devoirs  to  it.     Hie  away,  good  fellow." 

'^  You  will  drink  too  much  if  you  go  on  thus,"  remarked  Richard. 

'<  Not  a  drop,"  rejoined  Nicholas.  ^'  I  am  blithe  as  a  lark,  and  would 
keep  so.  That  is  why  I  drink.  But  to  return  to  our  ghosts.  Sinoe 
this  place  must  be  haunted,  I  would  it  were  visited  by  spirits  of  a  livelier 
kind  than  old  Paslew.  There  is  Isole  de  Heton,  for  instance.  The  fair 
votaress  would  be  the  sort  of  ghost  for  me.  I  would  not  turn  my  back  on 
her,  but  face  her  manfully.  Look  at  her  picture,  Dick.  Was  ever  coun- 
tenance sweeter  than  hers — lips  more  tempting,  or  eyes  more  melting  ? 
Is  she  not  adorable  ?  Zounds  I"  he  exclaim^  sudaenly  pausing,  and 
staring  at  the  portrait — "  would  you  believe  it,  Dick  ?  Tne  Mr  Isole 
winked  at  me — I'll  swear  she  did.  I  mean,  I  will  venture  to  affirm  upon 
oath,  if  required,  that  she  winked." 

''Pshaw!"  exclaimed  Richard.  ''The  fumes  of  the  wine  have 
mounted  to  your  brain,  and  disordered  it." 

"  No  such  thing,"  cried  Nicholas,  regarding  the  picture  as  steadily 
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as  lie  could;  ^^  8he*8  leering^  at  me  now.  By  the  Queen  of  Paphos ! 
another  wink.  Nay,  if  you  doubt  me,  watch  her  well  yourself.  A 
jj^easant  adventure  tms— -ha,  ha  I" 

"  A  truce  to  this  drunken  foolery,''  cried  Richard,  moving  away. 

*' Drunken!  'Sdeath!  recal  that  epithet,  Dick,"  cried  Nicholas,  an- 
g^y.  '^  I  am  no  more  drunk  than  yourself,  you  dog.  I  can  walk  as 
steadily,  and  see  as  plainly  as  you  ;  and  I  will  maintain  it  at  the  point 
of  the  sword,  that  the  eyes  of  that  picture  have  lovingly  regarded  me; 
nay,  that  they  follow  me  now." 

'^  A  common  delusion  with  a  portrait,"  said  Richard ;  ''  they  appear  to 
fellow  meJ" 

But  they  do  not  wink  at  you  as  they  do  at  me,"  said  Nicholas ; 
neither  do  the  lips  break  into  smiles,  and  display  the  pearly  teeth  be- 
neath them,  as  occurs  in  my  case.  Grim  old  abbots  frown  on  you,  but 
£Eur,  though  frail,  votaresses  smile  on  me.  I  am  the  &voured  mortal, 
Dick.** 

"Were  it  as  you  represent,  Nicholas,"  replied  Richard,  gravely,  "  1 
should  say,  indeed,  that  some  evil  principle  was  at  work  to  lure  you,  through 
your  passions,  to  perdition.  But  I  know  they  are  all  fancies  enc^endered 
Dyvour  heated  brain,  which,  in  your  calmer  moments,  you  will  discard,  as 
I  discard  them  now.  If  I  have  any  weight  with  you,  I  counsel  you  to 
drink  no  more,  or  you  will  commit  some  mad  foolery,  of  which  you  will 
be  ashamed  hereafter.  The  discreeter  course  would  be,  to  retire  alto- 
gether, and  for  this  you  have  ample  excuse,  as  you  will  have  to  arise 
betimes  to-morrow  to  set  out  for  Pendle  Forest  with  Master  Potts." 

"Retire!**  exclaimed  Nicholas,  bursting  into  a  loud  contemptuous 
laugh.  "  I  like  thy  counsel,  lad.  Yes,  I  wUl  retire  when  I  have  finished 
the  old  monastic  Rhenish  which  Gregory  is  bring^g  me.  I  will  retire 
when  I  have  danced  the  Morisco  with  the  May  Queen — ^the  Cushion 
Dance  with  Dame  Tetlow — and  the  brawl  with  the  lovely  Isole  de  Heton. 
Another  wink,  Dick.  By  our  Lady !  she  assents  to  my  proposition. 
When  I  have  done  all  this,  and  somewhat  more,  it  will  be  time  to  think 
of  retiring.  But  I  have  the  night  before  me,  Dick — ^not  to  be  spent  in 
drowsy  unconsciousness  as  thou  recommendest,  but  in  active,  pleasurable 
enjoyment.  No  man  requires  less  sleep  than  I  do.  Ordinarily,  I  'retire,* 
as  thou  termest  it,  at  ten,  and  rise  with  the  sun.  In  summer  I  am  abroad 
soon  after  three,  and  mend  that  if  thou  canst,  Dick.  To-night  I  shall 
seek  my  couch  about  midnight,  and  yet  I'll  warrant  me  I  shall  be  the 
first  stirring  in  the  abbey,  and  in  any  case  I  shall  be  in  the  saddle  before 
thee." 

"  It  may  be,"  replied  Richard,  "  but  it  was  to  preserve  you  from  ex- 
travagance to-night  that  I  volunteered  advice,  which  from  my  knowledge 
of  your  character  I  might  as  weU  have  withheld.  But  let  me  caution 
you  on  another  point  Dance  with  Dame  Tetlow  or  any  other  dame 
you  please— dance  with  the  fair  Isole  de  Heton,  if  you  can  prevail  upon 
her  to  descend  from  her  frame  and  give  you  her  hand ;  but  I  object- 
roost  decidedly  object — to  your  dancing  with  Alizon  Device." 

"  Why  so  ?"  cried  Nicholas — "why  should  I  not  dance  with  whom  I 
please?  And  what  right  hast  thou  to  forbid  me  Alizon  ?  Troth,  lad, 
art  thou  so  ignorant  of  human  nature  as  not  to  know  that  forbidden  fruit 
is  the  sweetest?     It  hath  ever  been  so  since  the  fall.     I  am  now  only  the 
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ihoie  bent  upon  dancmg  with  the  prohibited  damseL  Bat  I  would  iakk 
know  the  principle  on  which  thou  erectest  thyself  into  her  giurdiaa.  It 
it  because  she  fainted  when  thy  sword  was  crossed  with  thii^  hot^hgidei 
fool.  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe,  that  thou  flatterest  thysdf  she  is  in  lore  widt 
thee?  Be  not  too  sure  ci  it,  Dick.  Many  a  tiinid  wench  ham  swooned 
at  the  sight  of  a  naked  weapon,  withoat  \mng  enamoored  of  the  swords- 
man. The  fainting  proves  nothing.  But  grant  she  Iotm  thee — wkufc 
then  ?  An  end  must  speedily  come  of  it,  so  better  finish  at  onoe^  htiam 
she  be  entangled  in  a  mesh  from  which  she  cannot  be  eztriealed  vithoat 
danger.  For  hark  thee^  Dick,  whatever  thon  maysi  think,  I  am  not  so 
far  gone  that  I  know  not  what  I  say,  neither  is  my  vision  00  nmeh 
obscured  that  I  see  not  some  matters  plainly  enough,  and  I  imdentand 
thee  and  Ahaon  well,  and  see  thioij^h  ye  both.  Tina  matter  naoat  go  a<r 
further,  it  has  gonm  too  far  already.  Alter  tOHoighfl  you  mnat  aee  ' 
ZK>  more.  I  am  serious  in  this — serious  inter  poeuioy  if  sock  a  thing 
be.  It  is  necessary  to  observe  caution,  for  reasons  that  will  at  once 
to  thee.  Thou  canst  not  wed  thia  gixi — then  why  trifle  with  her  till  her 
heart  be  broken." 

^  Broken  it  shall  never  be  by  me!"  cried  Richard. 

'^  But  I  tell  you  it  will  be  broken,  if  you  do  not  desist  at  ooce^"  re* 
ioined  Nicholas.  *^  I  was  but  jesting  when  I  said  I  would  rob  yon  of  ksr 
m  the  Morisco,  though  it  would  be  chanty  to  both,  and  spareyou  maay 
a  pang  hereafter  were  I  to  put  ray  threat  into  execution.  Homewmf  I 
I  have  a  soft  heart  where  aught  of  love  ia  concerned,  and  haying  pointBd 
out  the  risk  yon  will  incur,  I  shall  leave  you  to  follow  your  own  aevioasi 
But,  for  AlisKm's  sake,  stop  in  time." 

^'You  now  speak  sob^ly  and  sensibly  enough,  Nicholaa,"  replied 
Bichard  ;  '^  and  I  thank  you  heartily  for  your  counsel,  and  if  I  do  not 
fi^ow  it  by  withdrawing  at  once  firom  a  pursuit  which  mi^  appear  to 
you  hopel^  if  not  dangerous,  yon  will,  I  hope,  give  me  credit  tar  beng 
actuated  by  worthy  motives.  I  will  at  once,  and  frankly,  admit  that  I 
love  Alizon,  and  loving  her,  yon  m^  rest  assured  I  would  sacrifice  mj 
life  a  thousand  times  rather  than  endanger  her  happiness.  Bat  tiicre  m 
a  point  in  her  history  with  which,  if  you  were  acquainted,  it  might  aher 
your  view  of  the  case ;  but  tiiis  is  not  the  season  for  its  disclosure,  nother, 
I  am  bound  to  say,  does  the  circumstance  so  materially  alter  the  appa- 
rent posture  of  affairs  as  to  remove  all  difficulty.  On  the  oontrary,  it 
leaves  an  insurmountable  obstacle  behind  it" 

^'  Are  you  wise,  then,  in  gmng  on  ?''  asked  Nicholas. 

"  I  know  not,"  answered  Richard,  "  but  I  feel  as  if  I  were  the  sport  of 
fiUe.  Uncertain  whither  to  turn  for  the  best,  I  leave  the  disporition  of 
my  course  to  chance.  But  alas !"  he  added,  sadly,  '<  all  seems  to  pobt 
out  that  this  meeting  with  Alizon  will  be  my  last." 

^  Well,  cheer  up^  lad,"  said  Nicholas.  ^'  These  afflictions  are  hard  to 
bear,  it  is  true;  but  somehow  they  are  got  over.  Just  as  if  your  horse 
should  fling  you  in  the  midst  of  a  hedge  when  you  are  making  a  flying 
leap,  you  get  scratched  and  bruised,  but  you  scramble  out,  and  in  a  day 
or  two  are  on  your  legs  agtdn.  Love  breaks  no  bones,  that's  one 
comfort.  When  at  your  age  I  was  desperately  in  love — not  with  Mis- 
tress Nicholas  Assheton,  Heaven  help  the  fond  soul !  but  vrith — never 
mind  with  whom — but  it  was  not  a  very  prudent  match,  and  so,  in  my 
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worldly  wisdom,  I  was  obliged  to  cry  o£F.  A  sad  business  it  was.  I 
thought  I  should  have  died  of  it,  and  I  made  quite  sure  that  the  devoted 
ml  would  die  first,  in  which  case  we  were  to  occupy  the  same  CTave* 
But  I  was  not  driven  to  such  a  dire  extremity,  for,  before  I  had  kept 
house  a  week.  Jack  Walker,  the  keeper  of  Downham,  made  his  appear- 
ance in  my  room,  and  after  telling  me  of  the  mischief  done  by  a  pair  of 
otters  in  the  Ribble,  finding  me  in  a  very  desponding  state,  ventured  to 
inquire  if  I  had  heard  the  news.  Expecting  to  hear  of  the  death  of  the 
ffirl,  I  prepared  myself  for  an  outburst  of  grief,  and  resolved  to  give  imme- 
£ate  directions  for  a  double  funeral,  when  he  informed  me — what  do  yoa 
think,  Dick? — that  she  was  going  to  be  married  to  himself.  I  recovered  at 
once,  and  immediately  went  out  to  hunt  the  otters,  and  rare  sport  we  had. 
But  here  comes  Gregory  with  the  famous  old  Rhenish.  Better  take  a  cup, 
Dick.  This  is  the  best  cure  for  the  heartache,  and  for  all  other  aches  and 
grievances.  Ah  !  glorious  stuff — miraculous  wine,"  he  added,  smacking 
his  lips  with  extraordinary  satisfaction,  after  a  deep  draught;  *^  those  worthy 
fathers  were  excellent  judges.  I  have  a  great  reverence  for  them.  But 
where  can  Alizon  be  all  this  while  ?  Supper  is  well-nigh  over,  and  the 
dancmg  and  pastimes  will  commence  anon,  and  yet  she  comes  not" 
"  She  is  here,''  cried  Richard. 

And  as  he  spoke  Mistress  Nutter  and  Alizon  entered  the  halL 
Richard  endeavoured  to  read  in  the  young  girl's  countenance  some  in- 
timation of  what  had  passed  between  her  and  Mistress  Nutter,  but  he 
only  remarked  that  she  was  paler  than  before,  and  had  traces  of  anxiety 
about  her.  Mistress  Nutter  also  looked  gloomy  and  thoughtful,  and 
there  was  nothing  in  the  manner  or  deportment  of  either  to  lead  to  the 
conclusion  that  a  discovery  of  relationship  between  them  had  taken  place. 
As  Alizon  moved  on,  her  eyes  met  those  of  Richard;  but  the  look  was 
intercepted  by  Mistress  Nutter,  who  instantly  called  off  her  daughter's 
attention  to  herself ;  and  while  the  young  man  hesitated  to  join  them, 
his  sister  came  quickly  up  to  him,  and  drew  him  away  in  another  direc- 
tion. Left  to  himself,  Nicholas  tossed  off  another  cup  of  the  miraculous 
Rhenish,  which  improved  in  flavour  as  he  discussed  it,  and  then  placing 
a  chair  opposite  the  portrait  of  Isole  de  Heton,  filled  a  bumper,  and 
uttering  the  name  of  the  fair  votaress,  drained  it  to  her.  This  time  he 
was  quite  certain  he  received  a  significant  glance  in  return,  and  no  one 
being  near  to  contradict  him,  he  went  on  indul^ng  the  idea  of  an  amor- 
ous understanding  between  himself  and  the  picture,  till  he  had  finished 
the  bottle,  and  obtained  as  many  ogles  as  he  swallowed  draughts  of 
wine,  upon  which  he  arose  and  staggered  off  in  search  of  Dame  Tetlow. 
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THE    FORCE     OF     HABIT. 

BY  CORNELIUS  COLVTLLE. 

That  vag^e,  undefinable,  ever-courted,  erer-puisued  will-o*-the-wi8p 
kind  of  thing,  which  some  men  call  Fortune,  and  others  Chance,  has  from 
the  time  of  the  Caesars,  even  to  the  present  day,  generally  been  allowed 
to  be  capricious.  With  what  truth  and  justice  she  has  been  chaiged 
with  a  certain  obliquity  of  vision,  and  a  peculiar  and  undiscriminating 
way  in  dealing  out  her  favours  to  the  sous  of  men,  it  is  beside  our  pur- 
pose to  determine.  There  are  certainly  grave  charges  against  her,  but  I 
believe  there  is  no  man  on  whom  she  has  bestowed  any  mark  of  her 
kindness  who  has  not  evinced  the  most  lively  respect  for  her  judgment. 
This  fact  is  naturally  suggestive  of  the  following  question  : — ^Are  not  the 
carpers  the  disappointed  and  unsuccessful  wooers  ? 

I  am  not  aware  that  the  village  of  Rumbledike,  in  Yorkshire,  was 
ever  famous  for  any  particular  characteristic  Antiquarians  have  never 
instituted  any  learned  inquiries  in  its  vicinity,  and  the  picturesqueneas  of 
its  scenery  has  seldom  invited  travellers  or  valetudinarians  to  pay  it  a 
visit.  It  is,  nevertheless,  the  scene  of  the  present  narrative,  and  the 
birthplace  of  its  hero. 

"  Ben,  Ben,"  cried  one  morning  the  blufiP,  jolly,  red-fiiced  landlord  of 
the  Pigeon  and  Snipe,  as  he  issued  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  and  with  a  short 
white  apron  fastened  to  the  front  of  his  person,  from  the  most  frequented 
hostelry  in  the  place. 

'*  Here  I  am,  g^v'nor,''  replied  a  man  with  a  pitchfork  in  his  hand, 
emerging  from  an  adjoining  stable.  This  was  Pc^ipinjay,  the  ostlor. 
He  was  dressed  in  a  pair  of  soiled  fristian  trousers,  fiaded  black  cotton 
Telvet  waistcoat,  with  glass  buttons  and  calico  sleeves,  which  precluded 
the  necessity  of  his  wearing  a  coat— a  piece  of  economy  muc^  practised 
by  the  class  to  which  he  belonged.  His  head  was  covered  with  ft  rou^ 
hairy  cap,  of  a  circular  form,  and  without  any  peak. 

'*  Here's  a  letter  for  you,"  said  the  landlord. 

"  A  what  r 

"A  letter." 

'^  I  niver  hard  o*  syke  o'  thing.  A  letter  for  Ben  Poppinjay !  Ho, 
bo,  ho  I  We'll  be  boon  to  hae  thunner  and  leeghtning,  or  summat  Tanr 
wonderful,  I'se  getting  so  mighty  consequential.  Dash  my  buttons,  I 
doant  think  I  can  read  it,  efter  aU.  Just  break  t'  seal,  maiater,  and  tdl 
us  whats't  aboot,  will  'ee  ?" 

The  letter  was  accordingly  opened,  and  these  were  its  contents : 

*'  London,  Chancery-lane. 

"  Sm, — We  are  instructed  by  our  correspondents,  Messrs.  Reynard  and 

Ferrit,  of  Jamaica,  West  Indies,  to  infcnm  you  that  the  death  of  your 

uncle,  Mr.  Michael  Poppinjay,  took  place  in  that  island  on  the  3rd  of 

October  last,  and  that  by  his  will  you  are  appointed  sole  heir  to  the  whole 

of  his  estate.     We  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  come  up  to  town  as  early  as 

possible,  to  arrange  with  us  as  to  the  disposal  of  nis  property  and  the 

winding  up  of  his  affiurs. 

"  We  are^  Sir,  your  obedient  servants, 

"  SriDEBy  Wbb,  and  Spideb. 
^  B.  Poppinjay,  Esq.,  Bumbledike." 
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"  There,  Ben — there — there's  a  letter  worth  the  postage,  eh  ?**  shouted 
the  excited  landlord. 

'^  If  it  beant  ower  much  trouble,  maister,  I*d  loike  to  hae  it  read  ower 
again.     I  doant  exzackly  understand  it,  you  see." 

"  Ay,  to  be  sure — to  be  sure.     Ill  read  it  over  again." 

*'  It's  a  rum  joke  that,  maister,*'  said  Ben,  scratching  his  head,  after 
the  letter  had  been  read  a  second  time. 

"  I  think  it's  a  very  lucky  one." 

*'  Ay,  ay,  it*s  not  amiss.  But  dang  it  I  shall  niyer  knaw  whot  to 
mak  o'  t*  money." 

**  You'll  find  plenty  o'  use  for  it,  there's  no  fear  o'  that." 

**  But  what's  to  be  done  wi*  these  'tomy  chaps  ?  I'se  not  used  wi' 
transacting  bbness  wi'  syke  as  them,  and  I'd  rayther  not  go  to  Lunnon 
about  it." 

"  I'll  go  myself,  Ben.  I'll  put  things  right  for  you,  for,  mayhap,  I've 
had  a  little  more  experience  in  these  consams  than  you." 

''  That'll  be  the  varry  thing,  zur ;  you  can  manage  it  better  than  me^ 
no  doot." 

The  matter  was  accordingly  so  arranged,  and  Mr.  Poppinjay's  patron^ 
after  as  little  delay  as  possible,  was  on  his  road  to  London. 

About  half  a  mile  from  the  village  of  Rumbledike,  upon  a  slight  eleva- 
tion, and  surrounded  by  pleasant  grounds,  stands  a  large  house,  the  pro- 
perty of  Meredith  Walkeringham,  Esq. ;  it  is  called  "  Starch  HaU." 
Walkeringham,  by  the  way,  accumulated  his  money  by  manufisusturing 
starch — hence  '^  Starch  Hall."  There  is  an  air  of  exactness  and  uni- 
formity about  the  place  that  appears  odd  and  remarkable  to  a  casual 
observer.  There  does  not  appear  to  be  a  pebble  on  the  carriage-drive  out 
of  its  place,  nor  a  blade  of  grass  on  the  lawn  the  hundredth  part  of  an 
inch  longer  than  it  should  be.  Every  hedge  seems  to  have  been  cut  by  a 
mathematician,  and  every  tree,  you  would  suppose,  had  been  restricted  to  a 
certain  development.  The  house  is  of  a  quadrangular  form,  but  there 
are  no  wings — no  projections  to  destroy  the  harmony  of  the  building. 
Tlie  entrance  is  in  the  centre,  and  has  an  equal  number  of  windows  on 
each  side.  The  window-blinds  are  drawn  down  every  morning  to  exactly 
the  same  extent,  and  when  one  is  dravni  up,  the  others  are  drawn  up 
likewise.  The  gardens  behind  the  house  present  the  same  regularity^ 
the  beds  and  walks  look  as  if  they  had  been  laid  out  with  a  compass  and 
measured  off  with  a  three-feet  rule.  Everything  seems  to  say,  "  Stiff-^ 
stiff — very  formal;"  and  the  dog  in  the  yard,  you  would  imagine,  only 
barks  on  stated  occasions. 

The  news  of  Mr.  Poppinjay's  good  fortune  spread  rapidly  through  the 
Tillage,  and  amongst  those  that  called  upon  him  at  his  residence  to  con« 
gratulate  him,  was  Meredith  Walkeringham,  Esq.,  of  **  Starch  Hall." 

"  Mr.  Poppinjay,"  swd  Mr.  Walkeringham,  "  allow  me  to  express  the 
nnbounded  pleasure  which  Mrs.  Walkeringham  and  myself  have  expe« 
rienced  at  the  news  of  your  accession  to  fortune  by  the  death  of  your 
much-lamented  uncle  in  Jamuca — one  of  the  West  India  islands." 

«  Thank'ee,  zur— thank'ee." 

"  I  trust,"  pursued  Mr.  Walkeringham,  "  that  this  large  fortune— 
this  vast  amount  of  wealth — will  determine  you  to  move  in  that  sphere 
to  which  it  will  necessarily  give  yon  access,  and  cause  jou  to  forsake  that 
society  to  which  you  have  Intherto  been  accustomed*" 

2i2 
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*'  We'll  see  aboot  that,  squire  ;  we'll  see  aboot  tnat." 

<'  Remember,  Poppinjay,  I  speak  to  you  as  a  friend  and  as  a  coun- 
sellor." 

"  Sartinly,  Eur — sartinly." 

'^  Have  you  resolved  how  you  shall  dispose  of  this  wealth  ?" 

«  Not  yet." 

"  The  safest  place  in  which  you  can  invest  it  is  the  British  funds. 
They  afford  you  a  moderate  interest  and  good  security ;  and  our  consti- 
tution being  happily  founded  on  a  firm  basis,  they  are  not  liable  to  any 
serious  fluctuations." 

"  I'll  think  aboot  it,  Mr.  Walkeringham." 

'*  Reflect  seriously  upon  the  advice  I  have  given  you,  Poppinjay ;  for 
the  present,  farewell." 

In  a  short  time  the  affairs  of  the  deceased  Mr.  Poppinjay  were  wound  up, 
and  when  all  expenses  against  the  estate  had  been  paid,  there  remained  a 
sum  of  between  five  and  six  thousand  pounds.  A  very  large  portion  of 
this  money  was  lodg^  in  the  funds,  and  the  interest  thereof  yielded  Mr. 
Poppinjay  a  very  pretty  income.  Of  course  he  looked  upon  it  as  an 
enormous  revenue,  but  the  world  will  not  think  him  a  modem  Croesus  for 
all  that.  This  sudden  transition  worked,  you  may  be  sure,  a  considerable 
change  in  him.  His  new  position,  nevertheless,  nad  disadvantages,  and 
many  of  them  annoyed  him  sorely.  When  it  was  suggested  to  him  that 
he  should  wear  clothes  befitting  his  new  station  in  Hfe,  he  was  not  a  little 
angry,  I  warrant  you ;  and  it  was  only  by  the  earnest  solicitation  of  Mr. 
Walkeringham  that  he  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  relinquish  his  long 
brown  coat,  striped  waistcoat,  &c.,  and  don  a  suit  of  spick  and  span  black 
clothes,  made  according  to  the  most  approved  fashion.  He  certainly 
found  himself  very  uncomfortable  the  first  time  he  put  them  on.  He 
was  always  diving  into  the  wrong  places  for  the  pockets,  and  searching 
for  buttons  where  there  were  none. 

The  high  standing  of  Mr.  Walkeringham  prevented  that  gentleman 
from  associating  with  any  of  the  inhabitants  of  Rumbledike,  there  being 
no  family  in  the  village  to  whom  he  considered  he  would  be  justified  in 
extending  the  hand  of  friendship,  or  of  admitting,  on  terms  of  equality, 
within  the  walls  of  his  mansion.  He  had  laid  it  down  as  an  axiom,  that 
consistency  of  conduct  should,  in  all  the  relations  of  life,  be  strictly  re- 
garded. Nothing  could  have  appeared  to  him  more  irreg^ar— more  out 
of  order,  than  for  a  person  of  £^uence  to  hold  commumcation  with  one 
in  a  humbler  walk  of  life. 

The  sudden  influx  of  wealth  upon  Mr.  Poppinjay  induced  Mr.  Walker- 
ingham to  court  the  friendship  of  that  gentleman.  About  this  time  he 
had  visitors  at  "  Starch  Hall,"  and  he  deemed  the  present  to  be  a  fiaivonr- 
able  opportunity  to  invite  Poppinjay  to  spend  a  day  with  him  there. 
Besides,  the  wealth  of  Poppinjay  would  add  to  his  own  importance^  and 
if  that  individual  kept  his  own  counsel,  he  would  no  doubt  be  taken  for 
a  plain  country  gentleman. 

It  will  be  unnecessary  to  inform  the  reader  that  honest  Poppinjay, 
whatever  other  qualifications  he  might  possess,  was  not  very  well  adapted 
for  what  is  called  genteel  society.  The  etiquette  of  the  stable  was  not 
exactly  similar  to  that  of  the  drawing-room ;  and  the  company  that  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  meeting  at  the  <'  Pigeon'  and  Snipe"  rather  differed 
from  that  he  was  introduc^  to  at  <'  Stairch  Hall.'* 
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Mrs.  Walkeringham,  in  her  manner,  was  like  her  hushand — stiff  and 
punctilious.  The  visitors  who  were  partaking  of  the  hospitality  of 
**  Starch  Hall'*  were  a  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bumpshot.  Bumpshot  was  a  tall, 
mea^-looking  man,  with  a  bald  head.  He  was  a  great  naturalist  and 
conchologist.  He  would  spend  weeks  in  exploring  the  sea-shore  at  ^ 
and  if  he  found  a  shell  of  a  peculiar  conformation,  he  was  so  credulous 
that  he  would  instantly  cheat  himself  into  the  belief  that  he  had  made  a 
discovery,  and  would  write  to  a  hundred  societies  and  conchologists  upon 
the  subject,  and  explain  to  them  wherein  the  shell  he  had  found  differed 
from  all  other  shells  he  had  either  seen  or  heard  of.  On  the  day  of 
Poppinjay's  visit  he  and  Mr.  Walkeringham  had  gone  out  to  explore 
some  of  the  neighbouring  places,  whilst  the  former  gentleman  had  oeen 
left  behind  as  a  companion  for  the  ladies. 

**  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Walkeringham,"  said  Mrs.  Walkeringham,  on 
the  return  of  the  exploring  party,  '*  I  don't  think  your  appearance  is  im- 
proved by  your  walk." 

"  I  declare  they  have  been  wadiqg  through  the  mud  purposely,"  Mrs. 
Bumpshot  observed. 

^*  Ah !  our  boots  are  certainly  not  very  clean,"  said  Bumpshot ;  '^  we 
had  better  put  them  ofi^  Walkenngham,  and  allow  them  to  be  cleaned." 

"  I  think  it  would  be  well  to  allow  Uiem  to  go  through  the  process  of 
cleansing,"  replied  Walkeringham. 

**  Dang  it,  give  *em  to  me  !*'  exclaimed  Mr.  Poppinjay,  spring^g 
ftt>m  his  seat;  "  I'll  soon  polish  *em  up  for  you,  and  mak  'em  bright 
eneaf  to  see  voursels  in  'em." 

"  Mr.  Poppinjay,"  said  Bumpshot,  in  the  greatest  surprise — for  he  was 
not  acquainted  with  that  person's  history, — ^'  we  could  not  think  of  such 
a  thing — not  for  a  moment ;  could  we,  Mr.  Walkeringham?" 
"  Indisputably  not,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Mr.  Poppinjay,"  said  Mr.  Walkeringham,  after  a  pause,  "  you  are 
perfectly  obMvious  of  your  present  condition  in  society.     I  beg  tnat  you 
will  reflect  before  you  make  such  a  proposition  as  that  again,  and  remem- 
ber that  you  are  my  friend  and  guest — not  my  servant." 
"  I  forgot  that,  zur." 

We  will  not  enumerate  the  mistakes  that  Mr.  Poppinjay  committed 
during  dinner.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walkeringham  were  excessively  annoyed 
by  his  blunders,  and  had  some  difficulty  to  restrain  their  anger.  After 
dinner,  it  was  proposed  that  the  whole  of  the  party,  with  the  exception 
of  Mr.  Bumpshot  (he  being  anxious  to  search  m  a  hedge  in  the  vicinity 
for  some  particular  specimen  of  the  snail),  should  drive  a  few  miles  into 
the  country.  This  proposal  emanated  ftx>m  Mr.  Walkeringham;  for, 
besides  the  pleasure  of  the  drive,  he  was  desirous  of  parading  his  equipacre. 
"  Poppinjay,"  said  Mr.  Walkeringham,  "  probably  you  will  have  the 
goodness  to  give  instructions  to  John  to  get  the  carnage  ready  ?" 
"  Ay,  sure." 

"  A  very  honest  man  that,"  observed  Mr.  Walkeringham,  as  soon  as 
Poppinjay  had  left  the  room.  "  A  very  praiseworthy  character  in- 
deed, sir." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  Bumpshot. 
'^  Is  he  in  any  business  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Bumpshot. 
'<  Oh !  dear  no,"  replied  Mrs.  Walkeringham.     '<  He  is  an  independent 
person — a  plain  country  gentleman." 
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Some  further  conversation  ensued,  and  afterwards  Walkeringham  and 
Bumpshot  left  the  room,  and  proceeded  to  the  coach-house  to  see  if  the 
carria^  were  ready.  When  they  arrived  there,  hoth  gentlemen  were 
overwnehned  with  astonishment  to  discover  Poppinjay,  with  his  coat  off 
and  a  mop  in  his  hand,  that  he  was  applying  to  one  of  the  wheels  of  the 
Tehicle,  which,  being  elevated  upon  a  trestle,  revolved  at  an  indescribable 
speed,  spirting  in  its  revolutions  a  quantity  of  water  upon  Poppinjay  and 
every  surrounding  object.  John  was  engaged  in  carrying  water  for  the 
purpose  described.  • 

"  That's  reeght,  my  lad,"  said  Poppiujay;  '*  bring  some  mair  watter — 
there's  nothing  loike  a  good  cleaning — ^it'll  do  it  a  soight  o'  good.  Dang 
it)  I  doant  think  it's  had  syke  a  cleaning  sin  it  wor  belt." 

"Hollo,  Mr.  Poppinjay!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Walkeringham,  very  angry 
to  find  his  guest  so  employed ;  ''  why,  you  are  performing  the  duty  of  a 
drudge,  sir — a  common  menial." 

"  I  thought  I  would  help  t*  lad  a  bit,"  said  Poppinjay.  "  You  see, 
zur,"  he  continued,  turning  to  Bumpshot,  '*  it's  a  soort*  o*  bisness  IVe 
sarved  my  time  to,  and  I  can't  leave  it  off." 

<'  Oh,  indeed!"  said  Mr.  Bumpshot,  very  desirous  of  knowing  what 
Poppinjay  had  really  been. 

"  Well,  make  haste,"  said  Walkeringham,  anxious  to  prevent  any  fur- 
ther disclosures. 

Not  many  minutes  elapsed  before  everything  was  in  readiness ;  and 
Mrs.  Walkeringham  and  Mrs.  Bumpshot  being  already  dressed,  they  were 
conducted  to  the  carriage  by  Mr.  Walkeringham,  who  sat  behind  with 
them,  whilst  Poppinjay  got  upon  the  box  beside  John. 

The  most  frequented  road  was  taken,  Mr.  Walkeringham  preferring 
a  conspicuous  thoroughfare  to  one  of  obscurity.  His  object  obviously 
was  that  his  equipage  should  be  seen,  and  that  its  appearance  should 
convey  to  the  minds  of  spectators  an  adequate  notion  of  his  wealth  and 
importance.  His  ambition  might  have  been  fully  gratified,  but  for  an 
occasional  contretemps,  which  materially  tended  to  lessen  his  dignity. 
Mr.  Poppinjay  having  acquaintances  in  all  directions,  met  a  number  of 
these  during  their  drive,  who  were  engaged  in  the  humble  task  of  driving 
coal-waggons,  drays,  &c.,  and  to  whom  he  bowed  and  waved  his  hand 
with  the  utmost  cordiality.  These  little  incidents  detracted  greatly 
£n>m  the  consequence  that  Mr.  Walkeringham  was  desirous  of  assuming, 
and  showed  him  in  a  light  savouring  a  little,  it  must  be  confessed,  c£ 
the  ridiculous. 

On  the  return  of  the  party,  a  conversation  between  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Walkeringham  was  held;  and  it  was  determined  to  relinquish  the  sociefy 
of  Mr.  Poppinjay  in  future,  as  his  former  habits  did  not  render  him  a 
Tery  eligible  member  of  their  circle  of  acquaintance.  Neither  party,  it 
may  safely  be  stated,  sustained  any  loss  by  this  determination. 

Poppinjay,  although  a  rich  man,  was  in  reality  less  happy  than  before. 
He  had  no  employment  suited  to  his  mind,  and  time  hung  heavily  on 
his  hands.  One  day  he  was  standing  in  the  village,  looking  at  a  party 
of  haymakers,  when  a  gentleman  on  horseback  rode  past  him,  and  pre- 
sently alighted.  Poppinjay  mechanically  ran  up  to  him,  touched  his  nat» 
and  desired  to  know  if  he  might  hold  his  horse.  The  gentleman  was 
naturally  surprised  to  see  a  person  of  Poppinjay's  respectable  appearance 
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desirous  of  so  humble  an  occupation,  but  supposmg  he  was  really  in  indi- 
gent circumstances,  consented. 

^  "  Ho,  ho,  ho !"  laughed  Poppinjay,  when  presence  of  nund  recurred  to 
him.  "  I  doant  know  what  made  me  tak  this  job  in  hand.  I  want 
none  on  his  brass.     Tse  pVaps  as  weel  off  as  he  is." 

Poppinjay  earned  sixpence  by  the  job,  and  took  it  forthwith  to  a  poor 
woman  of  his  acquaintance. 

He  became  in  time  so  tired  of  idleness  that  he  returned  to  the  service 

of  his  ci-devant  goyemor — the  joUy  luidlord  of  the  Pigeon  and  Snipe 

but  acceptine^  of  no  remuneration  for  his  labour. 

^  Dear  reader !  if  you  should  ever  pass  through  Rumbledike,  pay  a 
YiAt  to  the  Pigeon  and  Snipe.  The  entertainment  is  good,  and  I  have 
no  doubt  you  will  hear  this  identical  story  from  the  lips  of  Ben  Poppin- 
jay himself.  He  is  still  living — still  there— still  as  honest,  frank,  and 
straightforward  as  ever  he  was  in  his  life. 


SORCERY  AND  MAGIC* 

Mr.  Wright  has  taken  a  clear  and  soimd  view  of  his  subject.  The 
behef  in  sorcery,  he  says,  was  founded  on  the  equally  extensive  creed, ' 
that,  besides  our  own  visible  existence,  we  live  in  an  invisible  world  of 
spiritual  beings,  by  which  our  actions,  and  even  our  thoughts,  are  often 
guided,  and  which  have  a  certain  degree  of  power  over  the  elements,  and 
over  the  ordinary  course  of  organic  life.  This  is  the  doctrine  propounded 
by  Mrs.  Crowe,  and  which  we  have  also  advocated  on  several  occasions. 

But  the  mysterious  manifestations  of  such  spirituality,  to  which  vul- 
garity and  coarseness  were  imparted  by  ignorance  and  superstition,  were 
made,  more  especially  in  the  darkness  of  the  middle  ages,  powerful 
instruments  of  political  intrigue,  the  means  of  gratifying  private  re- 
venge, and  the  groundwork  for  the  most  abominable  acts  of  extortion. 
"The  deficiency  of  civilisation  in  the  middle  ages,"  Mr.  Mackinnoa 
justly  remarks,  '*  is  never  more  evident  than  in  the  conduct  pursued 
towiu^  unhappy  persons  accused  of  sorcery  and  witchcraft  during  that 
period." 

Mr.  Wright  has,  in  a  prefatory  letter  to  Lord  Londesborough,  at 
once  clearly  exposed,  and  vigorously  denounced  and  stigpnatised,  the  true 
origin  of  these  disgraceful  inhuman  persecutions : 

It  appears  to  me  that  these  are  features  on  which  sometimes  at  least  we  ought 
to  dwell,  and  which  it  has  been  too  much  the  fashion  with  historical  writers  to 
conceal  from  view,  and  I  am  not  sure  if  we  are  not  at  this  moment  suffering  from 
the  results  of  that  concealment.  It  is  true  Uiat  if,  in  tracing  the  history  of  de- 
clining Rome,  we  pass  gently  over  the  crimes  of  a  Caligula  or  a  Commodus,  if  we 
show  the  bright  side  of  the  history  of  the  middle  ages  and  hide  their  viciousness 
add  brutality,  if  we  tell  the  story  of  Romanism  without  its  arrogance,  its  perse- 
cutions, and  its  massacres,  or  if  we  attempt  to  trace  the  progress  of  society  from 

•  Narratives  of  Sorcery  and  Magic,  from  the  most  Authentic  Sources.  By 
Thomas  Wright,  Esq.,  M.A.,  F.S.A.,  &c.    2  vols.    Richard  Bcntley. 
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darkness  to  light  without  entering  into  the  details  of  those  strange  halladnatixms 
which  have  at  times  disfigiured  and  impeded  it — such  as  are  related  in  the  follow- 
ing narratives — in  acting  thus  we  spare  the  reader  much  that  is  horrible  and  re- 
Tolting  to  his  better  feelmgs,  but  at  the  same  time  we  destroy  the  moral  and  utilitj 
of  history  itself. 

If  I  mistake  not,  the  history  presented  in  these  volumes  fhmishes  move  than 
any  other  an  example  of  the  manner  in  which  the  public  mind  may,  imder  parti- 
cular circumstancesi  be  acted  upon  by  erroneous  views.  The  paganism  of  our 
forefathers,  instead  of  being  eradicated  by  papal  Rome,  was  preserved  as  a  useful 
instrument  of  power,  and  fostered  until  it  grew  into  a  monster  far  more  ftarfhl 
and  degrading  than  tbe  original  from  which  it  sprung,  and  infinitely  more  cmd  in 
its  influence.  It  is  the  object  of  the  following  detached  histories  to  exhibit  the 
character  and  forms  under  which  at  various  different  periods  the  superstiticms  of 
sorcery  and  magic  affected  the  progress,  or  interfered  with  the  peace  of  society. 
At  first  they  app^ired  as  the  mere,  almost  unobserved,  fables  of  the  vulgar — ^khen 
they  were  seized  upon  as  an  arm  of  the  ecclesiastical  power,  to  crush  Uiose  who 
daied  to  question  the  sjpiritual  doctrines  or  oppose  the  temporal  power  of  the 
papal  church.  From  this  time  sorcery  makes  its  appearance  more  frequently  in 
history,  until  it  gained  that  hold  on  the  minds  of  all  classes  which  led  to  the  fear- 
fhl  persecutions  of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries. 

It  will,  indeed,  be  found,  on  looking  into  the  narratives  of  the  more 
remarkable  of  these  dark  episodes  in  history,  that  in  almost  all  a  priest  is 
more  or  less  concerned.  Passing  over  the  affair  of  Lady  Alice  Kyteler, 
which  is  a  simple  case  of  extortion  on  tbe  part  of  a  turbulent,  intriguing 
prelate,  Richard  de  Ledrede,  at  that  time  Bishop  of  Ossory,  the  more 
familiar  instances  of  the  persecution  of  the  Publicans,  the  Waldenses,  the 
Templars,  and  the  Stedingers,  best  illustrate  our  author's  assertions.  The 
Publicans,  or  Paulicians,  were  branded  as  sorcerers,  and  persecuted  as 
such,  like  the  Waldenses,  simply  because  they  attempted  to  throw  off  the 
corruptions  of  papacy : 

Walter  Mapes,  a  well-known  English  writer  of  the  latter  half  of  the  twelfth 
century,  in  a  treatise  entitled  **  De  Nugis  Curialium,"  recently  published  for  the 
first  time  by  the  author  of  these  pages,  luis  preserved  some  curious  stories  relating 
to  these  Publicans,  whom  he  represents  as  being  under  the  necessity  of  concealing 
their  opinions  from  the  knowledge  of  the  public.  Some  of  them,  he  says,  who  had 
zetumed  to  the  community  of  the  churdi,  confessed  that  at  their  meetings,  which 
were  held  *'  about  the  first  watch  of  the  night,'*  they  closed  the  doors  axid  win- 
dows, and  sat  waiting  in  silence,  until  at  length  a  black  cat  descended  amongst 
them.  They  then  immediately  put  out  the  lights,  and  approaching  this  strange 
object  of  adoration,  every  one  caught  hold  of  it  how  he  could  and  kissed  it.  The 
worshippers  then  took  hold  of  each  other,  men  and  women,  and  proceeded  to  acts 
which  cannot  here  be  described.  The  Archbishop  of  Rheims  told  Mapes  himsdf 
that  there  was  a  certain  great  baron  in  the  district  of  Yicnne  who  always  carried 
with  him  in  his  scrip  a  small  quantity  of  exorcised  salt,  as  a  defence  against  the 
sorcery  of  these  people,  to  which  he  thought  he  was  exposed  even  at  table.  In- 
formation was  brought  to  him  at  last  that  his  nephew,  who  was  also  a  man  of 
great  wealth  and  influence  (perhaps  the  same  Eudo  de  Stella  mentioned  by  Wil- 
liam of  Newbury),  had  been  converted  to  the  creed  of  these  Publicans  or  Paterins 
by  the  intermediation  of  two  knights,  and  he  immediately  paid  him  a  visit.  As 
they  all  sat  at  dinner,  the  noble  convert  ordered  to  be  placed  before  his  unde  a 
fine  barbel  on  a  dish,  which  was  equally  tempting  by  its  look  and  smeJl,  but  he 
had  no  sooner  sprinkled  a  little  of  his  salt  upon  it,  than  it  vanished,  and  nothing 
was  left  on  the  dish  but  a  bit  of  dirt.  Tlie  uncle,  astonished  at  what  happened, 
urged  his  nephew  to  abandon  his  evil  courses,  but  in  vain,  and  he  left  him,  carry- 
ing away  as  prisoners  the  two  knights  who  had  corrupted  him.  To  puiuah  thue 
for  their  heresy,  he  bound  them  in  a  little  hut  of  inflammable  materials,  to  which 
he  set  fire  in  order  to  bum  them,  but  when  the  ashes  were  cleared  away,  they 
were  found  totalljp-  unhurt.  To  counteract  the  effects  this  false  miracle  migfat 
produce  on  the  mmds  of  the  vulgar,  the  baron  now  erected  a  larger  hut  with  still 
more  infiammable  materials,  which  he  sprinkled  all  over  with  holy  water  as  a 
precaution  against  sorcery,  but  now  it  was  found  that  the  fiames  would  not  com- 
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nranicate  thenuelTes  to  the  building.  When  people  entered,  howeyer,  they  found 
to  their  astonishment  that  the  former  miracle  was  reversed;  for  now,  while  the 
wooden  building  which  had  been  sprinkled  with  holy  water  would  not  bum,  the 
two  sorcerers  were  found  reduced  to  ashes. 

The  Stedingers,  inhabitants,  according  to  Mr.  Wright,  of  the  district 
of  Stedmg,  the  modem  Oldenberg,  but  in  reality  Frieslanders,  who  had 
formed  themselves  into  a  republic  throughout  the  district  that  extended 
from  the  Weser  to  the  Zuyaersee,  were  nearly  exterminated  by  Gerard, 
Archbishop  of  firemen,  in  1234,  for  their  sturdy  love  of  moral  and  religious 
independence.  The  Archbishop  of  firemen  with  the  Stedingers,  like 
Clement  V.  and  Philippe  le  fiel  with  the  Knights  Templars,  began  by 
defaming  the  cause  which  they  wished  to  destroy.  The  king  was  incited 
by  poverty  and  avarice,  the  prelates  by  cupidity  and  the  love  of  temporal 
authority.  There  is  a  curious  point  in  the  hbtory  of  the  Templars,  that 
the  ceremonies  of  initiation,  as  attested  by  a  very  great  number  of  knights, 
were  attended  with  acts  which  were  apparently  derogatory  to  the  piety  of 
the  order : 

M.  Michelet  (Mr.  Wright  tells  us),  who  has  careftilly  investigated  the  materials 
relating  to  the  trial  of  the  Templars,  has  suggested  at  least  an  ingenious  ex- 
^anation  of  these  anomalies.  He  imagines  that  the  form  of  reception  was 
twrrowed  from  the  figurative  mysteries  and  rites  of  the  early  church.  The 
candidate  for  admission  into  the  order,  according  to  this  notion,  was  first  pre- 
sented as  a  sinner  and  renegade,  in  which  character,  after  the  example  of  St.  Peter, 
he  denied  Christ  This  denial  was  a  sort  of  pantomime,  in  winch  the  novice 
expressed  his  reprobate  state  by  spitting  on  the  cross.  The  candidate  was  then 
stripped  of  his  profane  clothing,  receiv^  through  the  kiss  of  the  order  into  a 
higher  state  of  faith,  and  re-dressed  with  the  garb  of  its  holiness.  Forms  like 
these  would,  in  the  middle  ages,  be  easily  misunderstood,  and  their  original 
meaning  soon  forgotten. 

We  do  not  mean  to  say  that  there  were  not  really  bad  characters 
among  these  heretical  sorcerers,  as  in  the  case  of  Eudo  de  Stella  and  his 
outlaws,  whose  crimes  were  treated  with  so  much  severity  by  the  church ; 
or  that  occasionally  the  tables  were  not  turned,  as  when  Philippe  le  Bel 
was  reduced  to  the  alternative  of  accusing  Pope  fioniface  VIII.  of  heresy 
and  sorcery  to  check  the  power  and  insolence  of  the  church,  and  the 
ambitious  pretensions  of  the  See  of  Rome  in  his  own  dominions,  fiut 
still  the  g^at  majority  of  such  charges  and  persecutions  originated  with 
the  church,  sorcery  being  by  it  conceived  to  be  one  of  the  means  used  by 
Satan  to  stir  up  heresies,  or  for  worse  purposes,  as  we  see  in  the  instance 
of  the  before-mentioned  persecution  of  the  Stedingers  and  of  the  Knights 
Templars,  and  of  which  an  equally  glaring  instance  is  given  in  the  pro- 
ceedings of  Pierre  le  firoussart,  inquisitor  of  the  faith  in  the  city  of  Arras, 
in  1459-60. 

Mr.  Mackinnon  attributes,  in  his  "  History  of  Civilisation,"  after  Dr. 
Hutchinson,  the  first  impulse  given  to  this  species  of  fanaticism  in  modem 
times  to  the  bull  of  Pope  Innocent  VIII.,  by  whom  it  was  issued,  in  1484, 
to  the  inquisitors  of  Almain,  exhorting  them  to  discover,  and  empowering 
them  to  destroy,  all  such  as  were  guilty  of  witchcraft ;  but  Mr.  Wright 
justly  refers  further  back,  to  the  first  bull  against  sorcery  (Contra  magos 
magicasque  superstUiones)  issued  by  Pope  John  XXII.,  in  1318,  and 
which  was  the  groundwork  of  the  inquisitorial  persecutions  of  the  follow- 
ing ages. 

Attempts,  it  is  well  known,  were  made  by  the  See  of  Rome  to  intro- 
duce the  Inquisition  into  Great  firitain  under  Mary.     Bonner's  cooomis « 
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sion  of  twenty,  whose  "  burnings,"  according  to  Bishop  Burnet,  **  were 
carried  on  vigorously  in  some  few  places,  but  coolly  in  most  parts,  for  the 
dislike  of  them  grew  to  be  almost  universal,"  was  a  modified  form  of  this 
most  iniqmtous  tribunal ;  and  we  very  much  doubt  if  there  are  not  many 
in  this  country  who  still  entertain  a  wholesome  dread  of  being  suspected 
of  heresy,  sorcery,  or  magic;  or  in  any  way  abetting,  protecting,  or 
favouring  those  who  are  suspected  of  the  said  bad  practices. 

To  turn,  however,  from  the  darker  pages  in  the  history  of  priestcraft 
and  ecclesiastical  dominion,  there  is  something  refreshing,  nay,  almost 
heroic — as  compared  with  the  idea  of  an  ignorant  instrument  in  the  hands 
of  demons — ^in  the  idea  of  man-master  of  demons  by  the  powerfiil  inter- 
mediation of  a  science  which  was  only  within  the  reach  of  a  few.  The 
magician  differed  from  the  sorcerer,  inasmuch  as  he  was  the  master  and 
not  the  slave  of  the  spirits  who  were  supposed  to  work  his  wilL  In  the 
earlier  ages  this  mysterious  science  flourished  widely,  and  there  were 
noted  schools  of  magic  in  several  parts  of  Europe.  It  is  not  a  little  cha- 
racteristic that  the  most  famous  of  these  schools  was  that  of  Toledo  in 
Spain,  nearly  on  the  confines  which  divided  Christendom  from  Islam,— on 
that  spiritual  neutral  ground  where  the  demon  might  then  bid  defiance  to 
the  Gospel  and  the  Koran  alike  : 

One  of  the  most  famous  was  that  of  Toledo  in  Spain,  nearly  on  the  confines 
which  divided  Christendom  from  Islam,  on  that  spiritual  neutral  ground  where  the 
demon  might  then  hid  defiance  to  the  Gospel  or  the  Koran.  It  was  in  this  school 
ih&i  Gerhert,  in  the  tenth  century,  is  said  to  have  obtained  his  marvellous  pro- 
ficiency in  knowledge  forbidden  by  the  church.  Gerhert  lived  at  Toledo,  in  the 
house  of  a  celebrated  Arabian  philosopher,  whose  book  of  magic,  or  "  grunoire,** 
had  unusual  power  in  coercing  the  evil  one.  Gerbert  was  seized  with  an  ardent 
desire  of  possessing  this  book,  but  the  Saracen  would  not  part  with  it  for  love  or 
money,  and  lest  it  might  be  stolen  from  him,  he  concealed  it  under  his  pillow  at 
night.    The  Saracen  had  a  beautiful  daughter;  and  Grcrbert,  as  the  last  resource, 

gave  his  love  to  the  maiden,  and  in  a  moment  of  amorous  confidence  learnt  from 
er  the  place  where  the  book  was  concealed.  He  made  the  philosoi^tf  drunk, 
stole  the  grimoire,  and  took  to  flight.  The  magician  followed  him,  and  was 
enabled,  by  consulting  the  stars,  to  know  where  he  was,  either  on  earth  or  water. 
But  Gerhert  at  last  baffled  him,  by  hanging  under  a  bridge  in  such  a  manner  that 
he  touched  neither  one  clement  nor  the  other,  and  finally  arrived  in  safety  on  the 
eea-shore.  Here  he  opened  his  book,  and  by  its  powerful  enchantment  called  up 
the  arch-fiend  himself  who  at  his  orders  carried  him  in  safety  to  the  opposite 
coast. 

Generally  speaking,  we  are  left  to  form  our  notion  of  the  practice  of 
sorcery  and  magic  in  the  middle  ages  from  individual  and  scattered  ex- 
amples of  superstitious  practices.  But  Mr.  Wright  points  out  ihat  it 
was  also  a  peculiar  trait  in  the  middle  ages  to  create  imaginary  persons, 
and  clothe  them  with  the  attributes  of  a  class;  as  also  (he  miglit  have 
added)  to  endow  real  persons  with  the  same  attributes,  and  thus  make 
them  the  types,  as  it  were,  of  popular  attachment  and  glory. 

Mr.  Wright  gives  the  history  of  Virgil  the  enchanter  as  a  type  of 
the  earlier  medieval  sorcerer,  and  of  Friar  Bacon  and  Dr.  Faustos  as 
types  of  the  later  medieval  magicians.  Among  the  celebrated  English 
magicians  we  have  also  Dr.  Dee  and  his  followers.  Virgil  was  a  oreatioii, 
but  Roger  Bacon  was  a  learned  scholar  and  a  man  of  science;  and  the 
very  narrative  of  his  exploits  betray  their  origin.  Faust  was  also  a  clever 
man — a  native  of  Kundling,  in  Wurtemberg — more  given  to  mystery'Uiaa 
even  Friar  Bacon ;  or,  as  Mr.  Wright  has  it,  "  the  character  ii  Dr. 
Faustus  seemsi  as  a  magician,  to  be  more  veritable  than  that  of  Fiiar 
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Bacon.'*  As  an  example  of  the  later  medieval  magic,  we  may  giye  the 
exploit  for  which  Bacon  was  most  famous,  and  which  he  accomplished 
with  the  assistance  of  Friar  Bungay: 

He  had  a  fiuicy  that  he  would  defend  England  against  its  enemies  by  walling  it 
with  brass,  preparatory  to  which  they  made  a  heiul  of  that  metaL  Their  intent 
was  to  make  the  head  speak,  for  which  purpose  they  raised  a  spirit  in  a  wood,  by 
whose  directions  they  made  a  fumigation,  to  which  the  head  was  to  be  exposed 
during  a  month,  and  to  be  carefhliy  watched,  because  if  the  two  fHars  did  not 
hear  it  before  it  had  giren  oyer  sp«iking,  their  labour  would  be  lost.  Accord- 
ingly, the  care  of  watching  over  the  head  while  they  slept  was  entrusted  to 
Bacon's  man  Miles.  The  period  of  speaking  unfortunately  came  while  Miles  was 
watching.  The  head  suddenly  uttered  the  two  words,  **Time  is."  Miles  thought 
it  was  unnecessary  to  disturb  his  master  for  such  a  brief  speech,  and  sat  still.  In 
half  an  hour,  the  head  again  broke  silence  with  the  words,  ^  Time  was."  Still 
Miles  waited,  until,  in  another  half  hour,  the  head  said,  "  Time  is  past,"  and  fell 
to  the  ground  with  a  terrible  noise.  Thus,  through  the  negligence  of  Miles,  the 
labour  of  the  two  friars  was  thrown  away. 

Some  of  Friar  Bacon's  exploits  partake,  as  far  as  magic  is  concerned, 
a  great  deal  of  the  ^^  magic  "-liuitem  character.  Bacon,  it  is  well 
known,  devoted  himself  much  to  practical  science ;  and  his  chemical  dis- 
coveries, as  in  the  case  of  gunpowder,  his  optical  glasses,  and  his  mechani- 
cal contrivances,  were  the  wonder  of  the  thirteenth  century.  The  dis- 
covery of  the  magic-lantern — ^to  the  effects  of  which  must  be  undoubt- 
edly referred  the  exploits  narrated  by  Mr.  Wright  as  having  been  per- 
formed at  court — is  generally  attributed  to  the  same  learned  personage, 
in  1252.  Sir  David  Brewster  has  done  a  g^reat  deal  in  his  little  work  on 
"  Natural  Magic  "  towards  illustrating  what  have  been  called  the  higher 
schools  of  magic;  that  is  to  say,  the  proficiency  of  reaUy  eminent  and 
intelligent  scholars,  as  Bacon,  Faust,  and  Dr.  Dee,  and  others  of  the 
same  stamp,  who  used  the  superstitions  of  the  a^  in  which  they  lived, 
and  abused  their  acquisitions  in  art  and  science  by  cloaking  them  with 
mystery  for  the  purposes  of  higher  distinction.  Still  it  is  certainly  hr 
from  improbable  that  the  initiated  in  these  higher  schools  of  magic  were 
in  possession  of  a  certain  amount  and  kind  of  knowledge,  which  was  not 
only  far  in  advance  of  the  contemporary  vulgar  learning,  but,  very  pos- 
mbly,  also  in  advance  of,  or  differing  from,  the  knowledge  that  we  possess 
even  at  present.  We  see  this  in  the  case  of  poisons;  and  as  it  was  in 
that  which  was  baneful,  and  the  secret  of  which  is  now  gone  by,  so  it 
may  be  that  some  useful  facts  have  also  been  lost  with  the  long-exploded 
forms  and  ceremonies  of  the  magical  art. 

Mr.  Wright's  object  has,  however,  been  to  develop  the  mental  and 
literary  history  of  witchcraft  and  magic,  rather  than  its  philosophy ;  and, 
in  some  respects,  this  makes  his  work  more  readable  and  more  satisfactory, 
from  the  clear  and  instructive  narrative  that  it  presents,  than  had  he 
attempted  too  much  at  once.  How  truly  are  the  inevitable  results  of 
persecution  exhibited  in  the  establishment  of  the  Inquisition  as  a  moral  • 
and  physical  antagonist  to  witchcraft !  With  the  practice  of  drawing  the 
crime  of  sorcery  under  its  jurisdiction,  the  behef  in  its  effects  became  only 
the  more  intense,  and  spread  the  more  widely.  Add  to  this,  that  in  the 
fifteenth  century  the  same  Holy  Inquisition  bad  gradually  formed  the 
witchcraft  legends  into  a  regular  system;  and,  when  published  under 
such  authority,  few  would  venture  to  disbeUeve  it.  At  the  same  time, 
Mr.  Wright  does  not  neglect  to  point  out  how  many  of  the  circumstances 
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of  the  eftrlier  belief  relating  to  witchcraft  may  be  traced  back  to  the 
mythology  of  the  anti-Christian  period : 

The  grand  night  of  meeting  of  the  German  witches  was  the  night  ci  St.  Wal- 
purgis,  which  answered  to  one  of  the  great  religious  festivals  of  the  Teutonic  tribes 
before  their  conversion.  In  after-times,  two  other  nights  of  annual  assemblj  were 
added,  those  of  the  feasts  of  St.  John  and  St.  Bartholomew.  It  is  probable,  that 
as  Christianity  gained  ground,  and  became  established  as  the  religion  of  the  state* 
tlie  old  religious  festivids,  to  which  the  lower  and  more  ignorant  part  of  the  people, 
and  partictdarly  the  weaker  sex  (more  susceptible  of  superstitious  feelings),  were 
still  attached,  were  celebrated  in  solitary  places  and  in  private,  and  those  who 
frequented  them  were  branded  as  witches  and  sorcerers,  who  met  together  to  hold 
communication  with  demons,  for  as  such  the  earlier  Christians  looked  ujton  all  the 
heathen  gods.  This  gives  us  an  easy  explanation  of  the  manner  in  which  the 
heathen  worship  became  transformed  into  the  witchcraft  of  the  middle  ages.  At  an 
early  period  it  was  commonly  believed  that  the  witches  {unholde)  rode  Uuough  the 
air  to  the  place  of  rendezvous  on  reeds  and  sticks,  or'on  besoms,  which  latter  were 
the  articles  readiest  at  hand  to  women  of  this  class  of  society.  The  chief  place  of 
meeting,  at  the  great  annual  witch-festivals  in  Germany,  appears  to  have  been, 
from  an  early  period,  the  Brocken  mountain,  the  highest  part  of  the  wild  Hartz 
chain ;  but  tnere  were  several  other  favourite  places  of  resort.  The  persons  be- 
lieved to  have  been  initiated  at  their  assemblies  were  looked  upon  with  dread,  for 
they  were  supposed  to  be  capable  of  injuring  people  in  various  ways,  both  in  their 

Eersons  and  m  their  possessions,  and  their  malice  was  especially  directed  against 
ttle  children.  One  of  the  earliest  trials  for  witchcraft,  unconnected  with  other 
offences,  on  the  continent,  is  that  of  a  woman  in  the  bishopric  of  Kovara,  on  the 
northern  borders  of  Italy,  about  the  middle  of  the  fourteenth  century:  and  it  illus- 
trates the  general  belief  in  Germany  at  that  period.  It  appears,  from  the  slight 
account  which  remains  of  this  trial  (which  is  printed  in  a  collection  of  criminal 
cases  in  Latin,  by  Job.  Bapt.  Ziletti,  fol.  Franck.  1578),  that  the  belief  then  held 
by  the  church  was,  that  women  of  this  class  could,  by  their  touch  or  look,  fiudnate 
men,  or  children,  or  beasts,  so  as  to  produce  sickness  and  death;  and  they  believed 
further,  that  they  had  devoted  their  own  souls  to  the  demon,  to  whom  also  they 
had  done  personal  homage,  after  having  trampled  under  foot  the  figure  of  the 
cross.  For  these  offences  they  were  judged  by  the  most  learned  theologians  to  be 
worthy  of  being  burnt  at  the  stake. 

In  the  earlier  period  of  the  history  of  witchcraft  in  Germany,  we  find  no  traces 
of  the  more  repulsive  details  of  the  Sabbath  of  the  sorcerers;  and  it  is,  therefore^ 
probable  that  they  were  introduced  there  i)erhaps  not  before  the  fourteenth 
century,  and  that  even  during  that  century  they  did  not  constitute  an  article  of 
the  general  belief.  They  appear  to  have  originated  in  France  and  Italy,  where 
there  is  reason  for  believing,  that  down  to  a  late  period  some  of  the  worst  sects  of 
the  ancient  Gnostics  retained  a  footing.  These  sects  appear  to  have  been  justly 
accused  with  the  celebration  of  infamous  rights,  or  rather  orgies,  which  the  po|Hsh 
church  found  it  convenient  to  lay  to  the  charge  of  all  whom  it  thought  right  to 
class  under  the  title  of  heretics.  The  church,  it  is  well  known,  claimed  ^  right 
of  judging  witchcraft,  by  considering  it  as  a  heresy,  or  as  akin  to  heresy,  and  it  is 
probable  that,  by  the  confusion  of  ideas  thus  produced,  the  orgies  of  the  Gnostics 
were  transferred  to  the  Sabbath  of  the  witches. 

During  the  period  of  which  we  have  been  speaking,  men  of  sense  in  Germany, 
and  the  better  educated  and  less  bigoted  portion  of  the  clergy,  appear  to  have 
looked  upon  the  whole  as  a  delusion;  witchcraft  was  a  crime,  inasmuch  as  it  was 
an  act  of  vulgar  superstition.  Some  of  the  early  councils  forbid  the  belief  in  it, 
and  consequently  the  partaking  in  any  of  its  practices  and  ceremonies.  It  (wly 
rose  to  higher  estimation  in  the  age  of  inquisitors.  Towards  the  middle  and 
during  the  latter  half  of  the  fifteenth  centuiy  the  question  of  witchcraft  began  to 
be  much  agitated.  The  wholesale  persecutions  of  witches  had  conunenoed  with 
the  celelebrated  Council  of  Constance  (1414  to  1418),  which  had  VTOscribed  the 
doctrines  of  Wycliff^  and  condenmed  John  Hnss  and  Jerome  of  Prague  to  the 
flames.  One  of  the  inquisitors  of  this  period,  a  Swiss  friar  preacher  named  John 
Nider,  published  a  work  on  the  various  sins  and  crimes  against  religion,  under  the 
title  of  '^Formicarium"  (or  the  Ant-hill),  the  fifth  book  of  which  is  devoted  to  the 
subject  of  sorcery.  This  book  was  published  towards  the  year  1440,  for  it  speaks 
of  the  latter  events  of  the  life  of  Joane  of  Arc  as  having  occurred  within  tea 
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jeaxs;  and  the  author's  information,  relative  to  sorcerers,  appears  to  be  mainly 
derived  from  the  inquisitor  of  Berne,  named  Peter,  who  had  distinguished  himself 
by  his  activity  in  the  pursuit  of  witches  and  sorcerers,  and  had  caused  a  great 
number  of  them  to  be  burnt. 

Nowhere  is  the  connexion  between  sorcery  and  magic  and  the  earlier 
mythology  of  the  people  more  evident  than  in  the  history  of  witchcraft  in 
Scotland — a  country  in  which  this  mythology  had  preserved  its  sway 
over  the  popular  imagination  much  longer  than  in  the  civilised  south. 
Hence  we  find  in  that  country,  the  wild  character  of  many  parts  of  which 
were  peculiarly  calculated  to  foster  superstitions  of  this  description,  that 
they'  are  found  in  nearly  the  same  shape  in  the  sixteenth  century  in  which 
they  had  appeared  in  England  in  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries. 
Although,  in  Scotland,  witchcraft  had  not  been  magnified  and  modified 
by  the  systematical  proceedings  of  ecclesiastical  inquisitors,  and  it  pre- 
sented itself,  therefore,  in  a  much  less  sophisticated  form,  still  it  made  its 
appearance,  as  in  other  parts  of  Europe,  in  judiciary  proceedings,  as  an 
instrument  of  political  or  personal  animosity,  and  was  used  where  other 
grounds  of  accusation  were  too  weak  to  e£Fect  the  objects  of  the  accuser. 
In  the  latter  half  of  the  fifteenth  century,  the  Earl  of  Mar,  brother 
of  James  III.,  was  accused  of  consulting  with  witches  and  sorcerers,  in 
order  to  shorten  the  king's  days,  and  he  was  bled  to  death  in  his  own 
lodgings,  without  even  being  brought  to  a  trial.  Twelve  witches,  and 
three  or  four  wizards,  were  subsequently  burnt  at  Edinburgh,  as  his  ac- 
complices. In  the  century  following,  in  1532,  a  woman  of  rank  and 
beauty,  Janet  Douglas,  Lady  Glammis,  was  charged  with  having  caused 
the  death  of  her  first  husband  by  sorcery,  but  escaped,  to  be  tried  and 
burnt,  amid  the  general  commiseration  of  her  countrymen,  for  a  similar 
crime,  which  she  was  said  to  have  attempted  agamst  the  person  of 
James  V.,  with  a  view  to  the  restoration  of  the  Douglas  family,  the 
object  of  James's  special  hatred.  In  these  executions,  Mr.  Wright  justly 
remarks,  death  was  the  punishment  rather  of  the  treason  than  of  the 
sorcery ;  and  the  first  simple  case  of  the  latter  which  is  met  with  in  the 
records  of  the  High  Court  of  Justiciary  in  Scotland  is  that  of  Agnes 
MuUikine,  alias  Bessie  Bos  well,  of  Dumfermline,  who,  in  1563,  was 
''banished  and  exiled"  for  witchcraft — a  mild  sentence,  which  seldom 
occurs  in  subsequent  times. 

In  Scotland,  as  for  the  most  part  also  in  England,  it  is  to  be  remarked 
that  the  witches  received  their  power,  not  fix>m  the  evil  one,  but  from 
the  *^  fairy  folk"  with  whom,  at  least  until  a  late  period,  their  connexion 
was  more  innocent,  and  was  characterised  by  none  of  the  disgusting 
particularities  which  distinguished  the  proceedings  of  their  sisters  on  the 
continent.  According  to  an  old  and  popular  ballad — as  ancient,  perhaps, 
as  the  fourteenth  century — the  celebrated  Thomas  of  Ercildowne  ob- 
tained his  supposed  skill  m  prophecy  from  his  connexion  with  the  queen 
of  £Eiery. 

The  search  of  treasures  was  one  of  the  most  usual  occupations  of  the 
magicians  of  old.  Thus,  in  1574,  we  find  Dr.  Dee  petitioning  Lord 
Burghley  to  obtain  for  him  from  Queen  Elizabeth  a  license  of  monopoly 
of  treasure-digging  in  England.  The  frequent  discoveries  of  Roman,  or 
Saxon,  or  medieval  deposits,  in  the  course  of  accidental  digging — then 
probably  more  common  than  at  present — Mr.  Wright  points  out  as 
enough  to  whet  the  appetite  of  the  needy  or  the  miserly  ;  and  the  belief 
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that  the  sepulchral  barrow,  or  the  lon^-deserted  niin,  or  even  the  wild 
and  haunted  glen,  concealed  treasures  of  gold  and  silver,  has  been  carried 
down  to  our  own  days  in  a  variety  of  local  legends.  Mr.  Wright  gives 
numerous  instances  in  which  it  is  evident  that,  whatever  confidence  the 
treasure-seekers  may  have  placed  in  the  magical  part  of  their  perform- 
ances, they  did  not  neglect  to  select  appropriate  situations,  as  tumuli, 
barrows,  Roman  burial-grounds,  and  ruins  of  various  descriptions. 

The  English  magicians,  as  Dr.  Dee  and  his  followers,  although  there 
is  no  exploit  recorded  of  them  which  will  bear  comparison  with  what  the 
celebrated  Benvenuto  Cellini  relates  himself  to  have  been  eye-witness 
of  in  the  amphitheatre  of  the  Colosseum,  are  still  by  no  means  amon^ 
the  least  interesting  personages  in  the  general  history  of  magic  and 
witchcraft.  Dr.  Dee  was  more  a  victim  to  delusions  and  imposture  than 
himself  an  impostor,  but  he  left  behind  him  few  who  were  so  honest  as 
himself.  Of  these,  one  of  the  most  remarkable  was  Simon  Forman,  who 
has  a  melancholy  celebrity  as  connected  with  the  crimes  of  the  reign  of 
James  I.,  and  who  was  succeeded  by  the  still  more  remarkable  characters 
William  Lilly  and  Elias  Ashmole.  ^^  The  first  half  of  the  seventeenth 
century,"  says  Mr.  Wright,  "  was  the  age  of  the  English  magicians." 

Some  of  the  instances  given  of  witchcraft  in  England  will  be  to  many 
minds,  however,  rather  repulsive  than  interesting.  The  case  of  the 
witches  of  Warboys,  for  example,  betrays  such  gross  and  superstitious 
ignorance  on  the  part  of  all  concerned,  embracing  physicians,  clergy- 
men, and  persons  moving  in  the  best  society  of  the  time,  that  common 
sense  is  positively  revolted  by  the  details;  others,  again — as  the  Lan- 
cashire witches  and  the  Scotch  witches — present  features  in  which  there 
is  so  much  that  is  strange  and  poetically  suggestive,  that  the  narrative  of 
their  exploits  rivets  every  chord  of  the  heart.  Still,  it  is  certainly  alto- 
gether a  truly  dark  story,  whether  we  turn  over  the  pages  with  Mr. 
Wright,  and  smile  at  the  adventures  of  Doctor  Torralva — whidi  one  can- 
not help  doing  even  when  he  is  in  the  clutches  of  the  Inquisition— or  we 
sympathise  with  the  Ursulines  of  Loudon,  or  pity  a  Louis  Gaufiridi  and  a 
Marechale  d'Ancre;  or,  turning  to  our  own  coimtry,  we  find  revealed  the 
wickedness  of  an  Hopkins,  the  brainless  aversions  of  a  James,  or  the 
more  reprehensible  vindictiveness  of  Sir  Matbew  Hale  and  Chief  Justice 
Holt — ^men  who  should  have  known  better — down  to  the  d(nng8  of  Satan 
in  the  New  World  (and  where  it  is  not  impossible,  the  human  mind  evi- 
dently running  in  cycles,  that  his  Satanic  Majesty  may  yet  manifest  him- 
self m  as  great  force  as  he  has  ever  been  seexi); — still  it  is  the  same 
thing — a  mingled  story  of  ignorance,  superstition,'priestcraft,  and  bigotry; 
or  of  private  or  ecclesiastical  or  political  persecution  and  reyenge.  *'  As 
the  agitation,"  says  Mr.  Wright,  "  which  brought  it  into  importance  sub- 
sided, and  it  could  no  longer  be  made  a  usefm  instrument  in  political  or 
religious  warfare,  sorcery  became  more  trivial  and  ridiculous  in  its  details, 
until  it  was  even  discarded  by  the  vulgar." 
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BY  DR.  DELANT. 

Mb.  Peteb  Gbeen,  the  head  of  an  old-established  mercantile  house, 
was  engag^  as  usual  in  a  careful  study  of  the  share-list.  This  was  the 
first  duty  he  performed  on  entering  his  counting-house  in  the  moming, 
but  upon  this  occasion  his  studies  did  not  seem  to  afford  much  satisfaction. 
For  several  days  stocks  had  been  rapidly  falling,  and  the  speculative 
merchant  saw  with  alarm  that  various  railway  schemes,  in  which  he  had 
invested  a  large  amount  of  capital,  would  prove  ruinous  to  him  unless  the 
market  took  a  favourable  turn,  of  which  there  was  no  immediate  prospect. 
While  anxiously  considering  whether  he  should  sell  a  part  of  his  stock  at 
a  g^eat  loss,  or  wait  the  chance  of  fortune,  the  door  was  opened,  and  his 
friend,  Mr.  Gatherall,  a  parliamentary  agent  for  sundry  bubble  projects, 
entered,  and  was  warmly  received. 

"  You're  just  returned  from  London,  I  presume  ?*'  said  Mr.  Green, 
after  the  usual  morning  greetings.  '*  I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  that  the 
*  Great  Ram  and  Bogside  Junction'  had  been  thrown  out  on  the  standing 
orders.  I  shall  lose  a  few  hundreds,  for  the  expenses  have  been  enormous. 
Bat  is  there  no  chance  of  the  decision  being  overruled  ?" 

"  None  whatever,"  replied  Gatherall.  "  I  fought  hard  with  the  oppo- 
ntion ;  but  as  our  plans  were  shamefully  incorrect,  they  won  almost  every 
disputed  point.  Fields  and  fiEU*m-steadings  had  been  omitted  by  the 
surveyor,  and,  worse  than  all,  there  was  an  error  of  sixty  feet  clearly 
made  out  in  our  levels.** 

'*  I  told  you  what  was  likely  to  be  the  result,  when  you  employed  that 
dmnken  fellow  Flaff  as  your  engineer." 

^^  He's  ruined  now,  at  all  events,  for  no  one  will  employ  him  again,  and 
I  am  resolved  not  to  pay  him  for  hb  surveys.  However,  we  can  discuss 
stocks  at  some  other  time.  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  on  as  important  a 
subject.  Your  brother  Andrew  died  while  I  was  in  London,  and  you 
have  taken  possession,  I  understand,  of  his  whole  fortune." 
"  Certainly.     He  died  intestate." 

'^  It  is  of  that,"  answered  Gratherall,  "  I  wish  to  speak  at  present ;  and 
periiaps  it  would  be  as  well  to  go  into  your  own  room,  as  I  don't  want  to 
be  disturbed." 

It  may  not  be  amiss,  while  these  gentlemen  are  privately  engaged,  to 
fiimish  our  readers  with  a  little  knowledge  regarding  their  history  and 
character. 

Mr.  Green  was  a  complete  man  of  business.  He  had  no  aspirations 
except  in  trade,  few  thoughts  or  cares  out  of  the  commercial  world,  and 
little  enjoyment  beyond  what  was  derived  from  contemplating  his  gains. 
From  a  very  humble  position  he  had  fought  his  way  to  wealth  by  dint  of 
miwearied  patience  and  industry  in  the  collection  of  small  giuns,  and 
through  the  use  of  means  which  would  have  shocked  a  strictly  honour- 
able mind.  He  never  hesitated  in  overreaching  a  friend  in  business,  or 
resorting  to  underhand  practices  in  speculation ;  and  thus,  though  at  all 
times  accounted  perfectly  honesty  he  was  not  esteemed  by  his  acquaint- 
ance, or  named  for  civic  honours  by  his  feUow-citizens. 

^.  Green  had  a  daughter,  named  Rachel,  a  beautiful  girl  of  nineteen 
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While  yet  a  child  she  had  lost  her  mother,  and  having  no  one  in  particular 
to  guide  her  youth,  for  her  father,  beyond  providing  instructors,  rarely 
interfered  with  her  actions,  she  had  early  been  taught  to  think  and  act 
for  herself,  and  had,  in  consequence,  grown  up  to  womanhood  with  more 
strength  of  character  and  energy  of  mind  than  usually  belong  to  her  sex. 
However  sordid  in  other  matters,  Mr.  Green  had  spared  no  outlay  in  her 
education,  or  in  the  indulgence  of  her  tastes.  In  all  the  accomplishments 
belonging  to  her  rank  she  was  perfect.  She  sung  and  played  with  ex- 
quisite feeling  and  skill;  drew  with  accuracy  and  vigour;  and  spoke 
French  and  Italian  with  fluency.  In  her  disposition  there  was  a  certun 
dnge  of  romance,  assuredly  not  inherited  from  her  fiather,  which  displayed 
itself  in  her  love  of  poetry,  of  nature,  and  of  all  high  and  generous  senti- 
ments. To  her  father's  petty  wants  and  comforts  she  carefully  attended. 
Though  stem  and  unfeeling  to  others,  he  was  kind  to  her,  and  loved  her 
as  much  as  his  sordid  nature  would  allow.  Indeed,  he  was  somewhat 
proud  of  her  beauty  and  accomplishments,  and  could  not  but  feel  that 
she  was  the  g^eat  attraction  of  his  home — ^its  sole  grace  and  charm. 

Mr.  Gatherall  coomienced  his  career  as  a  lawyer  and  had  been  very 
successful.  In  1845  when  folly  was  rampant,  and  every  one  eager  to  have 
a  pluck  at  the  public  pigeons,  he  signalised  himself  in  getting  up  various 
abortive  railway  schemes,  for  which  he  acted  as  solicitor  to  his  own  great 
profit,  and  the  deep  loss  and  chagrin  of  the  duped  and  disappointed  share- 
nolders.  He  was  an  exceedingly  clever  man,  possessing  a  large  amount 
of  superficial  knowledge,  and  blessed  with  a  wide  circle  of  influential 
friends,  who  reposed  great  faith  in  his  abilities.  There  were  few  who 
could  surpass  bun  in  drawing  a  promising  prospectus,  or  fighting  through 
the  details  of  a  bad  scheme  before  parliamentary  committees,  and  fewer 
still  who  could  show  such  a  bold  front  when  it  went  to  wreck,  and  the 
conduct  of  the  directors  had  to  be  vindicated. 

The  walls  of  his  chambers  were  hung  vdth  county  maps,  upon  which 
were  drawn  in  every  direction  strong  black,  blue,  ana  red  lines,  indicating 
the  course  of  railways  he  had  dither  before  parliament  or  was  projecting 
for  the  ensuing  session.  Setting  at  complete  defiance  the  natural  obsta- 
cles of  a  country,  he  had  these  lines  running  between  certain  places, 
along  valleys,  and  over  hills,  where  assuredly  the  gradients  could  not  be 
described  as  "  easy."  It  was  of  no  use  telling  hin\  that  the  country  was 
wild  and  hilly,  that  workable  gradients  could  not  be  got,  and  that  there 
was  no  traffic  to  remunerate  the  shareholders.  *'  It  must  do,"  Mr. 
Gatherall  would  exclaim,  ^'  for  it*s  the  only  scheme  left  us  to  propose  in 
that  quarter."  So  out  the  prospectus  would  come,  and  thousands 
applied  for  shares.  Such  is  a  sample  of  a  class  of  clever  and  unprin- 
cipled men  who,  by  adding  stimulants  to  the  popular  frenzy,  were  much 
to  blame  for  many  of  the  evils  which  attended  the  railway  mama  of 
1845-6. 

Whatever  was  the  nature  of  the  long  and  dose  private  conversatioa 
between  Messrs.  Green  and  Gatherall,  it  tended  much  to  disturb  the 
temper  of  the  former.  Throughout  the  forenoon  he  was  restless  and 
uneasy  and  evidently  busied  with  thoughts  of  no  pleasant  kind.  This 
was  a  state  of  temper  by  no  means  favourable  to  the  projects  of  our  hero^ 
Bob  Douglas,  as  he  was  familiarly  styled,  a  gay  dashmg  medical  student^ 
who  in  the  course  of  the  day  presented  himself  at  his  uncle's  coontiDg- 
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house  in  the  hope  of  procuring  some  money,  the  only  purpose,  indeed, 
for  which  he  ever  called  there. 

Douglas  was  the  only  son  of  a  sister  of  Mr.  Green,  and  early  left  an 
orphan.  His  education,  however,  had  heen  attended  to,  and  his  wants 
liberally  supplied  by  his  deceased  uncle,  from  whom  he  once  had  high 
expectations.  In  truth,  Bob  had  always  been  regarded  as  his  heir,  and 
on  that  account  was  encouraged  in  his  addresses  to  his  cousin,  Eachel 
Green.  The  death  of  his  kind  uncle  by  a  stroke  of  apoplexy  destroyed 
Bob's  brilliant  hopes,  for,  dying  intestate,  Mr.  Peter  Green  seized  his 
fortune,  and  although  he  knew  well  what  his  brother's  intentions  were 
with  respect  to  his  nephew,  he  declined  to  fulfil  them.  The  strong 
mutual  attachment  which  Mr.  Green  had  himself  fostered  between  his 
daughter  and  him  when  heir-apparent  to  a  large  fortune,  was  now  sternly 
discountenanced.  Sometimes  he  was  invited  to  dinner,  and  occasionally 
received  a  small  sum  of  money  with  a  great  show  of  liberality. 

"  Well,  sir,*'  said  Mr.  Green,  when  he  observed  him,  "what  is  it  you 
want  to-day — money,  I  suppose?" 

'*  My  dear  uncle,"  answered  Bob,  in  his  most  insinuating  manner, 
**  the  fact  is,  I  have  been  owing  a  small  bill  to  a  tradesman  for  some 
time,  and  as  I  am  threatened  with  an  action  if  I  don't  pay  it  imme- 
diately, I  just  took  the  liberty  of  calling  to  ask  you  for  the  amount." 

**  You  might  have  saved  yourself  the  trouble,"  answered  Green ;  **  I 
cam't  do  anything  for  you  at  present.  You  are  becoming  extortionate, 
sir;  why,  it  is  not  two  months  since  I  gave  you  ten  pounds." 

'^  But  you  know,  uncle,  I  cannot  study  without  means,  and  such  a  small 
sum  as  ten  pounds  goes  a  short  way.     Really,  you  must  endeavour  to  do 
something,  or  it's  ail  up  with  me." 
'  "How  much  do  you  want?"  growled  the  uncle. 

**  Twenty  poimds  would  do." 

^'  Eh!  what,  twenty  pounds!  How  the  devil  do  you  get  so  hi  in  debt 
without  means  of  repayment,?" 

"  It's  an  old  debt,"  swd  Bob ;  **  and  had  my  poor  uncle  Andrew  lived, 
I  would  not  have  required  to  ask  you  to  pay  it;  but,  since  you  have  suc- 
ceeded to  his  fortune,  you  might  spare  something  to  a  ne^mew  he  never 
allowed  to  want." 

"  Ay,  ay,  my  brother  was  very  foolish  in  that.  You  must  not  expect 
me  to  he  so.  Now  hear,  sir;  although  I  won't  advance  you  this  twenty 
pounds  to  spend  with  your  foolish  associates,  I  shall  make  you  an  allow- 
ance of  fifW  pounds  a  year  till  your  studies  are  finished.  But  remember 
this,"  said  Mr.  Green,  sternly,  '^  it  shall  be  stopped  at  once  if  I  ever  find 

?ou  in  my  house  or  see  you  speaking  to  my  daughter.     From  every  one 
hear  quch  shocking  accounts  of  your  behaviour,  and  of  the  bad  company 
you  keep,  that  you  are  no  longer  fit  to  enter  a  decent  man's  house.  Now, 
begone,  sir,  ana  apply  to  your  studies.     I  have  nothing  more  to  say,  and 
so  wish  you  a  good  morning." 

With  a  sinkmg  heart  Douglas  lefib  his  uncle's  counting-house  as  empty 
in  pocket  as  when  he  entered  it.  His  prospects  were  now  black  enough, 
for  he  found  himself  in  debt,  and  fast  getting  out  of  credit.  But  what 
galled  him  most  was  to  be  denied  admission  to  his  uncle's  house.  It  was- 
evident  now  that  his  fond  dream  of  a  union  with  his  cousin  was  not  likely 
soon  to  be  realised,  if,  indeed,  it  was  not  ended  for  ever.  Sdll  the  heart 
of  our  medical  student  was  too  bold  and  saoguine  to  despond  long,  and, 
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being  confident  of  Rachers  affection,  he  felt  that  he  could  defy  and  out* 
'wit  the  watchfulness  of  his  uncle,  and  meet  her  in  spite  of  every  banier* 
Leaving  him  to  ruminate  on  this,  and  other  subjects  of  a  less  pleasant 
nature,  as  he  walked  homewards,  we  will  precede  him,  and  have  a  look 
beforehand  into  his  ^^  airy  and  comfortable  lodgiugs,  delightfully  situated," 
as  the  advertisements  say,  *'  in  a  central  part  of  the  town."  These  were 
shared  with  a  fellow-student  of  kindred  diisposition  and  pursuits.  Frank 
Heigarth  had,  in  excess,  all  the  good  and  bad  qualities  which  belong  to 
an  over-generous  nature.  Though  in  possession  of  a  liberal  allowance^ 
the  openness  with  which  his  hand  dealt  out  supplies  to  all  who  stood  in 
want  of  assistance,  combined  with  expensive  habits,  and  a  certain  thought- 
lessness in  money  matters,  led  him  often  into  difficulties,  which  required 
all  the  indulgence  of  his  fieither  to  relieve  him  firom.  Amidst  much  idlraiesi^ 
occasional  dissipation,  and  irregularity  of  conduct,  like  Douglas,  he  was 
highly  distinguished  as  a  student,  and  had  won  honours  in  every  class. 

Seated  be^re  the  parlour  ^le  smoking  a  meerschaum  pipe,  his  fiioe 
wearing  more  than  usual  gravity,  we  now  find  Heigarth  and  his  friend 
Verdant  Flummery,  a  clerical  student,  who  had  just  looked  in.  Verdant 
was  a  strange  compound  of  character.  Philosophy  was  hb  sole  study;  in* 
deed,  he  was  so  thoroughly  imbued  with  German  mysticbm,  that  we  verity 
believe  he  doubted  the  material  existence  of  the  chair  on  which  he  sal^ 
and  looked  the  picture  of  profundity. 

<'  What  is  it  that  makes  you  so  thoughtful  this  morning?'*  asked  Flum- 
mery, during  a  lull  in  the  conversation. 

"  The  want  of  money,  to  be  sure,"  answered  Heigarth,  *'  which,  as  Sam 
Weller  says,  is  an  out  and  out  epidemic" 

"  Pooh  I  that's  an  easy  matter  for  you  to  get  over.  Tap  the  go> 
vemor." 

'^  Tap  ^sculapius  as  easOy !  The  fiu^t  is,  Fve  already  sickened  die 
governor  with  applications,  and  although  in  hourly  anticipation  of  an 
answer  to  a  letter  I  sent  him  a  few  days  ago,  begging  thirty  pounds,  I 


by  no  means  saneuine  of  succeeding.  I've  made  up  my  mind  for  the 
worst,  and,  hang  it !  though  not  possessed  of  as  much  as  will  pay  toll  fiir 
a  dead  ass,  I  sha'n*t  despair  yet.  Nil  desperandum  is  my  motto.  Lookf 
I  find,  alivays  turns  up  m  the  end." 

''How  stands  Bob  at  present? — hard  run,  too,  I  suppose?'* 

"  Oh,  as  bad  as  myself,  or  I  should  not  want  Bob  s  fiyrtune  has  bean 
low  since  the  death  of  his  unde,  and  old  Green  is  such  a  rascally  Jew, 
that  he  would  allow  him  to  starve  were  he  not  to  keep  peipetnally 
dunning.  He  is  at  him  just  now,  and  I  hope  will  suooeed,  for  tb 
sooner  something  drops  into  our  treasury  the  better,  as  we're  oyer  head 
and  ears  in  debt" 

Ab  this  was  said  Douglas  entered  the  room,  wearing  an  ojq^oirion  of 
oountenance  which  sufficiently  indicated  his  want  of  sucocms. 

''  Old  Sugarplum  has  not  bled,  I  see,"  remarked  Heigarth. 

''  No^"  answered  Bob ;  ''  he  dismissed  me  very  uncivilly,  and  told  me 
never  to  enter  his  houses  or  speak  to  his  daughter ;  both  of  which  com* 
mands  I  shaU  JUsobey  on  the  first  opportunity.  In  the  mean  time^  wfaitff 
to  be  done  ?  for  money  must  be  had  by  hook  or  by  crook." 

''  I  wish  to  Heaven,  Flummery,  we  had  some  of  your  philoaophy  t» 
si^port  us;  or,  better,  that  you  could  prove  to  our  satisfiiction  tw  oor 
waa^  are  ooi^  ideal,"  s^  Hogarth,  as  he  ze-filled  his  jfvg^' 
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^^  Too  rnaDj  of  them,  Frank,  are  of  that'  kind,"  answered  Verdant, 
**  and,  though  you  laugh  at  my  philosophy,  you  really  would  he  none 
the  worse  of  a  little  practical  wisdom  to  control  your  immoderate  demres, 
the  gratification  of  which  empties  your  purse,  and  gives  you  many  a 
morning  of  remorse." 

<'  BahT'  said  Bob.  <' What  say  you,  Heigarth,  to  start  some  grand 
scheme,  say  an  <  Universal  Philanthropic  Association,'  for  the  suppression 
of  something  or  other  ?     It  might  pay  well.'' 

*'  Or  suppose,"  chimed  in  Verdant,  ''you  take  a  hall  and  give  a  series 
of  lectures  on  prevalent  vices,  and  have,  of  course,  a  collection  to  defray 


''  That  requires  too  much  trouble,"  said  Heigarth,  laughing.  ''  I'd 
rather  turn  to  and  invent  an  universal  pill  for  curing  all  diseases.  In  the 
meantime,  let's  have  some  brandy  to  sharpen  our  wits  and  drive  away 

To  think  about  trifles  is  trifling  and  folly, 
For  the  right  end  of  life  is  to  live  and  be  joUy*" 

Mrs.  Thrifty,  the  landlady,  was  immediately  summoned,  and,  on 
w)ducing  the  brandy,  announced  that  a  gentleman  wished  to  see  Mr. 
Heigarth. 

''  Some  dun,  I  suppose,"  said  Frank ;  ''  never  mind,  show  him  in,  Mrs. 
Thrifty." 

The  person  who  now  entered  displayed,  in  his  manner  and  appearance, 
the  well-known  characteristics  of  a  lawyer's  clerk.  He  earned  in  his 
hand  a  hat,  which,  though  broken  in  the  crown,  showed,  by  the  careful 
brushing,  that  it  was  iSie  object  of  special  attention.  His  well-worn 
black  trousers  were  tightly  strapped  over  a  pair  of  dilapidated  shoes,  and 
hb  light-coloured  vest  was  buttoned  high  up,  to  conceal,  as  far  as  posdble, 
a  shirt  of  a  dirty-yellow  hue.  The  sleeves  of  his  coat  were  threadbare, 
and,  as  well  as  the  trousers,  showed  the  stains  of  many  a  carouse.  His 
£eu^  though  somewhat  red  and  swoUen  through  micmight  dissipation, 
was  agreeable  in  expression,  and  indicated  a  considerable  degree  ox  acute* 
ness,  and  no  small  amount  of  good-humour.  Such  was  the  individual 
who  now  presented  himself  and  was  at  once  reoogmsed  by  Douglas  and 
Heigarth  as  a  gentleman  who,  in  the  course  of  their  rambles  one  ni^ht, 
they  had  met  in  a  sort  of  *' fr'ee-and-easy,"  over  which  he  presideo,  to 
the  high  delight  of  all  lovers  of  comic  songs,  puns,  and  humorous 
stories. 

^GentlemeD,"  s^d  Mr.  Swipes,  for  such  was  his  name,  ''I  little 
thought  when  I  undertook  the  business  I  now  appear  on,  that  I  should 
meet  persons  of  your  respectability,  and  with  whom  I  think  I  once  had 
tho  pleasure  of  fratemi^ng.*' 

"  What's  the  row?"  asked  Heigarth. 

*'  Serious  enough,"  answered  Swipes.  **  I  wut  upon  you  at  this  instance 
of  my  esteemed  fnend,  the  landlord  of  the  Grolden  Votcfa,  to  solidt  pay- 
ment of  his  account,  amounting  to  6^  10s.  8d." 

•'  Oh,  is  that  all?"  said  Frank.  << Don't  disturb  yourself  about  the 
matter — the  fellow  will  be  paid  off  the  first  spare  cash  we  haifB— so  sit 
down.  Swipes,  and  have  a  glass  of  brandy,  and  hand  the  aooocmt  here^  m 
I  want  to  ught  my  pipe." 

«  Doubtless  it's  all  right  with  you,"  answered  Swipes^  drawing  in  a 
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chair,  "  only  the  Golden  Votcb  does  not  wish  you  to  desert  his  house  in 
consequence  of  the  debt.     He  says  it  may  lie  over  till  the  wind  rises." 

"  I  wish,  Swipes,**  said  Douglas,  "  some  other  gentlemen  of  our  ac- 
quaintance would  show  the  same  leniency." 

Mrs.  Thrifty  here  entered  the  room,  and  handed  a  letter  to  Heigarth. 

"  By  the  powers  of  phlebotomy !"  exclaimed  Frank,  on  opening  it, 
"  the  governor  has  come  down  handsome  after  all,  and  sent  me  an  order 
on  the  JRoyal  for  50/.     We  must  have  it  cashed  without  delay." 

In  a  few  minutes  Flummeiy  was  on  his  way  to  the  bank,  leaving  his 
fiiends  deep  in  the  mystery  of  compounding  a  tumbler  of  brandy  toddy. 
This  unexpected  addition  to  their  funds  raised  their  spirits  to  an  unwonted 
height.  Heigarth  was  in  ecstasies ;  end  Douglas,  triumphing  over  his 
bad  fortune  and  thwarted  love,  lent  himself  to  the  humour  of  the  hour. 
Swipes,  seeing  how  things  stood,  ingratiated  himself  with  a  few  well- 
timed  jokes  and  puns,  and  gave  up  all  thoughts  of  attending  to  his 
employer  s  business.  When  Verdant  returned  he  found  them  indulging 
in  extravagant  mirth.  Swipes  had  just  finished  one  of  hb  best  stories,  and 
seemed,  from  the  familiar  attitude  he  had  assumed,  and  the  jovial  smile  of 
his  countenance,  to  have  resolved,  in  his  own  phrase,  "  to  make  a  day 
ofit.*' 

Flummery,  though  himself  a  prosy  character,  could  relish  a  jest  even 
when  bordering  on  the  verge  of  propriety,  was  delighted  vrith  the  vrit  (^ 
the  lawyer's  clerk,  and  expressed  himself  much  pleased  with  his  accurate 
mimicry. 

"  Why,  sir,  I  feel  honoured  by  your  opinion,'*  answered  Swipes,  "  and 
assure  you  that,  as  I  am  much  fettered  in  my  present  shabby  situation, 
I  intend,  if  times  don*t  mend,  to  turn  actor,  and  try  the  Jem  Ba^s  line 
of  business." 

"  What,  turn  low  comedian !"  exclaimed  Bob. 

'^  Undoubtedly;  low  comedy's  my  forte,  and  pity  that  I  should  be 
altogether  lost  to  the  world." 

But  leaving  our  friends  to  enjoy  the  humours  of  Swipes,  and  to  realise 
all  the  blessings  which  flow  from  the  combined  influence  of  pure  cognac 
and  rich  racy  wit,  we  vrill  turn  for  a  little  to  introduce  other  characters 
belonging  to  our  tale. 

On  going  home  to  dinner  in  the  afternoon,  old  Green  duly  informed 
his  daughter  he  had  forbidden  Douglas  ever  to  enter  his  house  again. 
Rachel  gazed  with  astonishment  upon  her  father  on  hearing  such  unwel- 
come news,  but  said  nothing,  for  she  knew  his  temper  only  required 
provocation  to  grow  irascible  on  this  subject.     Mr.  Green  was  at  some 

I)ains  to  explain  the  necessity  of  this  proceeding.  He  enlarged  at  great 
ength  on  all  the  faults,  real  or  supposed,  in  Douglas's  characteiv  ^nd 
especially  pointed  out  the  danger  he  considered  likely  to  follow  firom 
countenancing  him. 

'*  You  know,  Rachel,*'  he  added,  '<  I  have  long  been  much  averse  to 
the  manner  in  which  you  encouraged  the  scamp,  for  he  is  nothing  else; 
but  as  I  feel  you  would  not  do  anything  to  vex  me,  I  hope  now,  iHien 
I  mention  it,  you  will  give  up  his  company  entirely,  and,  in  £Act,  aU 
thoughts  of  hun,  as  I  am  determined  on  this  point  It  were  a  disgracei 
indeed,  to  see  you  married  to  such  a  man ;  nothing  but  misery  could 
testdt  from  it;  so  forget  him,  Rachel,  and  I  will  find  a  husband  worthy  of 
you.     What  say  you  to  young  Gatherall  ?    He  is  a  fine  youth." 
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"  Young  Gatherall !"  exclaimed  Rachel,  almost  in  horror.  "  Surely 
you  cannot  be  in  earnest ;  you  know  I  hate  the  sight  of  him." 

'^  But  why  should  you  hate  him?  He*s  not  bad-looking,  and  will  sooner 
or  later  be  immensely  rich." 

*' Don't  speak  of  him,  father,"  answered  Rachel;  ^^  since  you  have 
mentioned  him  as  a  husband  for  me,  I  detest  him  ten  times  more  than 
I  ever  did,  and  will  show  him  my  dislike  the  Brst  time  we  meet." 

"  Do  nothing  rashly,  Rachel,"  said  her  father,  solemnly.  **  Receive 
him  decently  at  all  times ;  you  really  can  form  no  idea  of  the  important 
consequences  which  rest  upon  this  matter." 

Here  the  conversation  dropped.  Old  Green  fell  into  a  drowsy  state, 
and  Rachel  soon  after  retired  to  her  room  to  give  vent  to  her  misery  in  a 
flood  of  tears. 

No  sleep  had  poor  Rachel  all  that  night.  She  was  too  well  acquainted 
with  her  father*s  temper  to  doubt  the  earnestness  of  his  purpose,  yet  by 
no  mode  of  conjecture  could  she  arrive  at  a  probable  reason  for  his  sud- 
den anxiety  to  marry  her  to  young  Gatherall.  That  he  should  disap- 
prove of  her  cousin  was  easily  accounted  for ;  indeed,  with  all  her  par- 
tiality for  him,  she  could  not  hide  from  herself  that  his  conduct  was 
blameable  in  very  many  respects ;  still  she  loved  him  with  the  utmost 
sincerity  of  affection,  for  much  in  his  behaviour  which  to  others  seemed 
exceedingly  bad — ^such  as  his  late  hours,  his  occasional  excesses  in  com- 
pany, his  extravagance,  his  bold  and  free  opinions  on  all  su'biects — ap- 
peared often  in  her  sight  as  the  faults  of  generous  youth,  and  tne  failings 
of  a  high,  though  ill-regulated  mind,  which  time  and  experience  would 
modify,  if  not  entirely  eradicate. 

Next  morning  at  breakfast  she  met  her  father,  who  seemed  to  her 
more  than  usually  kind.  He  did  not  allude  to  the  conversation  of  the 
previous  evening,  and  made  no  remark  on  her  appearance,  although  it 
was  easy  to  observe  she  had  passed  a  sleepless  and  unhappy  night. 

Among  RachePs  female  acquaintance  there  was  one  of  her  own  age>. 
Agnes  Cowper,  who,  more  than  any  other,  enjoyed  her  confidence  and 
esteem.  It  was  not  until  the  following  day  that  she  had  an  opportunity 
of  visiting  her  friend,  whom  she  found  in  very  bad  humour,  and  readier 
to  revile  the  whole  male  sex  as  faithless  ana  unworthy  of  a  woman's 
thoughts,  than  sympathise  with  her  unhappy  position.  The  cause  of 
this  was,  that  Verdant  Flummery,  who  had  long  been  received  by  Agnes 
as  an  acknowledged  lover,  had  been  guilty  of  the  heinous  onence  of 
breaking  an  appointment. 

"  Only  think  of  it!"  exclaimed  Miss  Cowper.  "  I  remained  at  home  all 
yesterday  forenoon,  waiting  upon  the  wretch,  who  had  promised  to  make 
acme  calls  with  me,  and  he  never  appeared,  or  sent  a  word  of  apology. 
Worse  than  that,  I  learn  from  Betty  that,  instead  of  paying  attention  to 
his  studies,  he  has  been  away  dissipating  with  your  precious  cousin  and 
his  worthy  associate,  Heigarth.  But  wait  till  I  see  him — ^he  shall  smart 
for  this." 

Much  more  of  a  similar  kind  was  vented  before  Rachel  was  allowed 
to  recite  her  own  miseries,  to  which  Agnes,  in  spite  of  her  sulky  humour, 
paid  great  attention,  and  could  not  help  wishing  that  some  husband  were 
offered  to  her,  that  she  might  show  Verdant  her  appreciation  of  his  un- 
gallant  conduct. 
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**  What  sort  of  a  fellow  is  he,  this  Gatherall  ?  I  don't  recoUect  of 
ever  seeing  him.     Is  he  handsome  ?" 

<'0h,  he's  a  consummate  hore,  without  an  idea  in  his  head.  He 
scarcely  reaches  to  my  shoulders,  and  has  a  fiice  almost  as  coarse  and 
inexpressive  as  a  Hottentot.  He  never  opens  his  mouth  hat  to  speak  of 
the  theatres  and  actors ;  and  his  mode  of  speaking  is  truly  abominahle, 
for  the  vulgar  creature  apes  what  he  supposes  to  be  fine  fjiglish,  and 
talks  of  ^  spicy  scenes'  and  '  stunning  sights,'  till  I  grow  quite  nek  of 
him.  It  was  hut  the  other  night  that  he  bored  me  to  death  about  a 
comedy  he  was  writing  for  the  'Aymarket,  as  he  called  it  The  plot, 
he  gravely  assured  me,  was  superior  to  anything  that  had  appeared  since 
Sheridan's  time ;  so  good,  indeed,  that  he  would  not  part  with  it  £at  a 
hundred  pounds.     ^  But,'  said  he,  ^  I  may  as  well  read  you  an  act.' 

*  Heaven  help  me !'  I  said  to  myself,  as  I  stuffed  my  handkerdiief  into 
my  mouth  to  prevent  yawning.  However,  he  would  not  take  a  hint, 
but  went  on  r^euling,  stopping  occasionally  to  ask,  '  How  I  liked  that  T 

*  Won't  that  make  them  laugh  ?'  At  last  he  treated  me  to  a  dolorous 
thing  he  called  a  comic  song,  which  gave  me  an  opportunity  of  laughing^ 
and  I  then  made  my  escape.  Oh  !  it  disgusts,  me,  Agnes,  to  think  of 
the  creature.  How  poor  Bob  would  look  if  he  knew  who  was  his  livaL 
I  wish  I  could  see  him,  to  let  him  know  what  has  happened." 

*'  And  I  wish  I  could  see  Verdant,  that  I  might  tell  him  never  to  call 
here  again,"  said  Agnes.     '^  He  has  behaved  most  unfeelingly." 

Mrs.  Thrifty  had  a  niece  who  was  waiting-maid  to  the  Cowpers,  and 
useful  to  the  two  young  ladies  in  their  little  love  intrieues.  Her  assist- 
ance was  now  called  in ;  and,  after  many  instructions,  she  wbs  despatched 
to  her  aunt's  veith  the  double  commission  of  leaving  a  note  frcMn  Rachel 
to  her  cousin,  and  making  inquiries  into  the  backslidings  of  Flummecy. 

When  the  faithful  Betty  arrived  at  her  aunt*s  house  she  found  that 
model  landlady  in  no  pleasant  humour,  and  before  a  word  could  be  edged 
in  about  her  errand,  she  had  to  listen  to  an  account  of  many  gpnevances. 

*'  Nobody  can  tell,"  began  Mrs.  Thrifty,  "  the  miseries  of  a  lodging- 
house  keeper.  There's  my  best  parlour  has  run  off  with  a  month's  boaid 
and  my  sUver  spoons.  The  garret  is  ready  for  flight ;  and  the  autiior 
owes  me  thirty  shillings,  which  I  am  to  get  when  his  new  play  comes 
out ;  but  who  knows  when  that  will  be  ?  He's  done  no  good  since  he 
took  to  play-writing,  and  never  thinks  of  attending  his  shop.  He  says 
he'll  carve  his  way  to  fortune ;  but  I  think  he'd  manage  it  better  with  a 
chisel  than  a  pen.  His  queer  friend,  the  actor,  whom  he  brought  here,  v 
no  better,  for  he's  weaiing  my  late  husband's  best  shirts.  But  what  dis- 
tresses me  most  is,  that  Mr.  Douglas  keeps  such  bad  hours.  He  went 
out  two  nights  ago  with  that  scamp  Heigarth  and  Mr.  Flummery,  who 
should  behave  better  if  he  expects  to  get  a  kirk,  and  none  of  them  have 
yet  been  heard  of.     It's  really  scandalous !" 

"  Have  you  no  idea  where  they  are?"  inquired  Betty. 

^'  None  whatever.  Mr.  Flummery's  friends  have  been  here  seeking 
him,  so  it's  certain  they  are  together  yet.  But  here's  a  gentleman  who 
can  tell  us  something  about  them,"  said  Mrs.  Thrifly,  as  Mr.  Swipes 
was  shown  in  by  the  servant-of-all-work. 

^'  How  d'ye  do,  Mrs.  Thrifty  ?"  asked  that  gentleman,  in  his  blandest 
manner.     <<  Is  Mr.  Douglas  at  home  ?" 
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^'  No :  I  have  not  seen  lum  since  he  went  out  with  you  two  nights 
ago." 

"  Bless  me,  I  wonder  where  they  can  he !  I  left  them  yesterday 
morning,  and  understood  they  were  then  going  home.  Douglas  asked 
me  to  call  at  this  hour,  and  said  he  was  sure  of  heing  at  home.'' 

"  Here  they  are,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Thrifty,  as  she  went  out  in  person 
to  answer  a  violent  summons  of  the  door-hell.  She  had  scarcely  g^ne 
when  Swipes,  who  in  the  course  of  his  gallantries  had  made  some  ac- 
quaintance with  Betty,  laughingly  asked  how  she  was  ? 

"  None  the  better  of  you,  Mj.  Swipes.  You're  just  what  the  play 
€alls  a  gay  deceiver." 

"  Don't  say  that,  Betty,  when  you  know  it  was  you  that  deserted  me, 
And  for  a  big,  newly-imported  Irish  policeman  from  Skibbereen.  Didn't 
I  see  him  come  up  from  your  area?" 

"  Oh,  you  jealous  wretch !  I  scarcely  ever  spoke  to  him.  He  was 
down  inquiring  about  the  washing  of  clothes  that  was  stolen,  nobody 
knew  how." 

"  Do  you  really  say  so,  my  dear  ?"  exclaimed  the  ardent  Swipes,  as  he 
gave  her  a  hearty  smack  on  the  lips. 

This  by-play  was  interrupted  by  Mrs.  Thrifty  desiring  Swipes  to  join 
the  medical  students,  who  received  him  with  such  demonstrations  as 
ehowed  how  highly  they  relished  his  powers  of  wit  and  humour.  Hei- 
garth  and  Douglas  were,  as  they  expressed  it,  "  quite  fresh,"  but  Flum- 
mery presented  a  wofiil  spectacle.  He  was  truly  in  a  dilapidated  con- 
dition. His  appearance  at  the  best  was  not  very  prepossessing,  but  now, 
imder  the  influence  of  alcohol,  his  thin  dark  features  looked  deplorably 
dirty  and  careworn ;  the  collar  of  his  shirt  was  soiled  and  broken,  the 
breast  stained  with  liquor,  and  his  whole  outward  man  was  much  in 
"want  of  brushing.  There  he  sat,  however,  in  glorious  independence, 
liis  hat  cocked  on  one  side  of  his  head,  and  a  cigar  thrust  clumsily  into 
luB  mouth,  humming,  now  and  then,  a  song,  the  only  words  of  which 
that  could  be  distinguished,  from  his  indistinct  utterance,  being  **  dark- 
liaired  girl*' 

**  Hillo !"  cried  Swipes,  **  what  girl  is  this  Verdant  has  got  enamoured 

with  r 

"  Never  you  mind,  Swipes  ;  she's  an  angel,  *  the  dark-haired  girl.' " 

Shortly  afterwards  Flummery  fell  into  a  dozing  state,  and,  by-and-by, 
be^m  snoring  in  what  Swipes  styled  a  "  very  edifying  manner." 

Douglas,  meanwhile,  had  seen  Betty  and  received  Rachel's  note,  which 
he  briefly  answered.  The  faithftd  handmaid  was  assured  that  Flummery 
was  all  safe,  and  desired  to  say  nothing  more  to  her  mistress,  as  it  would 
break  poor  Yerdant's  heart  if  he  thought  she  knew  of  his  wanderines. 
To  do  Betty  justice,  she  did  not,  on  her  return,  say  anything  of  the 
interesting  condition  of  Flummery,  a  fiill  account  of  which  she  had  g^t 
&)m  her  aunt,  knowing  well  how  vexed  ''young  missis"  would  be; 
indeed,  her  heart  was  too  deeply  engaged  in  all  true  love  afl&irs  to  allow 
her,  by  inconsiderate  speech,  to  mar  their  smooth  course. 

It  is  not  our  business  to  record  the  adventures  of  our  three  students 
during  the  time  when,  in  the  language  of  Swipes,  they  were  ''under  a 
doud."  That  gentleman  was  regaled  with  a  particular  account  of 
various  scenes  in  which  Verdant  had  distinguished  himself,  of  a  riot  in 
the  "  Golden  Yotch"  with  the  landlord,  who  had  received  payment  of 
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his  bill,  and  got  so  jolly  in  consequence,  that  the  watchmen  of  the  night 
disturbed  the  orgies,  together  with  other  adventures  and  hair-breadth 
escapes,  which  we  willingly  consign  to  oblivion. 

"  You  seem  to  have  had  a  rare  time  of  it  since  I  left  you,'*  remarked 
Swipes;  '^my  own  fortune  was  not  so  good,  for  I  lost  my  situation  by 
spending  Monday  with  you.  Yesterday  morning  I  went  to  business 
with  no  very  clear  head,  and  had  just  mixed  and  drank  a  soda  powder, 
according  to  ancient  custom  after  a  heavy  night,  when  the  governor  came 
in  and  began  lecturing  me  for  neglect  of  work.  Not  being  sober,  I  felt 
myself  veiy  independent,  and,  instead  of  an  apology,  gave  him  my  free 
opinion  ot  the  shabbiness  of  his  conduct  in  not  advancing  my  salary, 
which  so  exasperated  him,  that  I  was  ordered  out,  a  command  I  imme- 
diately complied  with,  and  walked  down  stairs,  the  world  before  me,  and 
twenty-6ve  shillings  in  my  pocket" 

"  That  was  unfortunate,*'  said  Heigarth.  "  Bob  and  I  will  endeavour 
to  find  something  for  you  to  do." 

"  That's  settled  already,  my  boy,  for  just  as  I  was  wending  my  way 
to  seek  consolation  in  the  Golden  Votch,  I  met  a  brother  derk  who  told 
me  there  was  a  vacancy  in  Gatherall  and  Son*s ;  so  I  called  up  and  was 
accepted.     The  situation,  however,  is  not  so  good." 

"  Gatherall  and  Son's,"  exclaimed  Douglas.  **  They  were  law-agents 
to  my  late  uncle,  and,  as  far  as  I  could  ever  learn,  a  precious  pair  of 
scamps." 

'<  There's  no  doubt  of  that.  Old  Gatherall  is  well  known  as  a  plottbg 
rascal ;  and  for  the  son,  he's  a  complete  ass." 

"  I  say.  Bob,  when  Gatherall  is  such  a  fellow  as  Swipes  describes, 
d'ye  think  there  is  any  likelihood  of  his  having  cheated  you  ^in  your 
imcle's  affairs  ?'*  said  Heigarth. 

"  I  should  not  wonder.  I  am  certain  that  if  anything  was  to  be  made 
by  suppressing  papers,  he  would  not  hesitate  in  doing  so.  I  have  always 
tnought  it  strange,  that  such  a  business  man  as  my  late  uncle  was  should 
have  left  no  will.     But  let  us  consult  Swipes." 

To  Swipes  was  related  the  whole  matter.  Bob  described  his  uncle's 
fondness  for  him,  his  generosity,  and  the  certainty  he  always  had  of 
being  his  heir.  The  redoubtea  clerk  sat  for  some  time  pondering  oa 
the  narrative. 

''  It  is  quite  likely,"  he  said,  '^  that  no  will  was  made,  your  unde 
having  little  reason  to  apprehend  a  sudden  death;  still,  I  will  keep  a  sharp 
look-out  among  old  Gatherall's  parchments." 

"  Do  so,  Swipes,"  said  Bob  ;  and  the  subject  dropped. 

The  conclave  soon  after  broke  up.  Swipes  undertaking  to  see  Flummery 
home.  This  was  no  easy  task,  for  Verdant's  limbs  were  at  present  un- 
commonly weak.     As  Swipes  afterwards  informed  Heigarth: 

"All  the  way  he  was  swearing  hke  a  trooper,  and  vowing  eternal 
friendship  for  me.  When  we  reached  his  home,  I  planted  him  as  dead 
as  a  nail  against  the  door,  rung  the  bell,  and  had  the  indescnbable 
felicity  of  seeing  him  sink  into  the  arms  of  his  worthy  father,  who  lagged 
him  in  head  foremost.  He'll  make  a  decent  parson  though,  for  they 
were  ever  a  set  of  good  fellows,  as  far  as  eating  and  drinking  is  co/or 
cerned." 

On  the  following  day,  at  an  hour  which  he  had  named  in  his  note, 
Douglas  visited  his  cousin,  whom  he  found  in  very  low  spirits.    Her  father 


SPECULATION.  405 

had  that  morning  again  introduced  the  subject  which  now  seemed  nearest 
his  heart ;  and  although  she  heard  with  apparent  indifiference  that  young 
Gatherall  would  likely  call  in  the  course  of  the  day,  her  breast  was 
sweUing  with  indignation,  and  she  internally  vowed  that  she  would 
receive  him  in  such  a  manner  as  would  convince  him  he  need  not  repeat 
his  visit.  For  the  first  time  in  life  she  felt  really  angry  with  her  fatner. 
Her  quick  intuitive  mind  perceived  that  his  anxiety,  so  suddenly  mani- 
fested for  her  union  with  Gatherall,  was  created  by  some  motive  of  deep 
interest  which  by  no  course  of  reasoning  could  she  quite  understand ; 
for,  although  he  threw  out  various  dark  hints,  he  refused  to  give  a  satis- 
factory explanation  for  exerting  his  authority  as  a  parent. 

It  was  in  this  unhappy  state  of  mind  that  Douglas  found  her,  and 
partly  divining  the  cause  of  the  unwonted  seriousness  on  her  brow,  he 
commenced  to  rally  her  with  some  spirit. 

"It's  true  enough,  Rachel,  that  your  father  has  forbidden  me  to  enter 
this  house,  and  you  to  speak  to  me;  but  what  of  that?  here  I  am  in  spite 
of  every  obstacle.     You  remember  what  Bums  says  : 

*  O  luve  will  venture  in 

Where  it  daurna  weel  be  seen; 
0  luve  will  venture  in 
Where  wisdom  ance  has  been." 

^'  But,  oh,  Bob,  if  my  father  should  know  of  this  he  will  be  so  dread- 
fully enraged.  You  really  have  no  idea  how  exasperated  he  is'  against 
you,  and  how  anxious  that  I  should  marry  young  Gatherall." 

"  Marry  Gatherall's  son !"  exclaimed  Douglas  in  astonishment ;  "  marry 
such  a  coxcomb,  such  a  heartless  puppy.  I  was  not  aware  of  this  before. 
Tell  me  all." 

Rachel  did  so  amidst  many  questions  and  interruptions,  and  had  just 
concluded,  when  a  servant  tapped  at  the  door.  Rachel  ran  and  opened 
it,  and  heard  that  Mr.  Gatherall  was  below  wishing  to  see  her. 

"Why  did  you  let  him  in?  why  not  tell  bun  I  was  particularly 
engaged,  and  could  not  see  any  one  ?  Bid  him  wait.  Now,  Bob,  you 
must  leave  me ;  some  other  time  we  will  talk  over  this,  and  arrange  what 
is  to  be  done." 

"  No,  Rachel,  I  shall  ^remsun,  and,  for  the  sake  of  fun,  lude  myself  in 
this  closet.     I  want  to  see  how  the  ass  behaves  himself." 

"I  cannot  give  in  to  that;  you  must  go.  Bob;  it  is  unfsur,  it  is 
tmgentlemanly,  to  stay  and  overhear  our  conversation.'' 

"  I  am  determined  upon  it,"  said  Douglas,  ensconcing  himself  in  the 
closet,  guided  more  by  the  feelings  of  a  rollicking  memcal  student,  to 
whom  fun  was  dear,  than  strict  notions  of  propriety.  Rachel  did  not 
insist  upon  his  leaving ;  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  tne  pretty  creature  had  a 
spice  of  roguery  in  her  own  composition. 

John  Gatherall,  junior,  was  a  very  diminutive,  but  veiy  stout,  young 
man.  His  face  was  large,  "  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable ;"  indeed,  its  only 
ei^ression  was  that  of  viilgar  impudence,  and  it  was  rendered  more  dis- 
agreeable by  a  dirty,  greasy  complexion.  With  a  low  theatrical  bow  he 
advanced  to  meet  Rachel,  who  offered  a  finger  to  his  outstretched  hand, 
and  motioned  him  to  a  seat  with  ill-suppressed  contempt,  which  the 
spoony  was  too  obtuse  to  perceive,  while  she  sat  down  herself  upon  a 
80&,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room,  and  answered  his  small- talk  iu 
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monosyllables.  This  soon  had  its  disoonragmg  effect,  and  the  oonTena^ 
tion  gradually  laneuished,  till  it  died  away  entirely.  An  awkward  pause 
ensued,  which  Radiel  made  no  attempt  to  break,  and  Gatherall  bit  his 
lips  with  Texaticn ;  for,  with  all  his  vanity,  he  could  not  but  see  that  be 
was  coldly  received.  This  was  a  very  dmerent  reception  from  what  he 
had  anticipated.  His  father  had  informed  him,  in  high  glee,  that  Green's 
consent  was  obtiuned,  and  that  nothing  was  necessary  but  to  step  in  an^ 
win.  What  added  considerably  to  his  embarrassment,  was  the  knowledge 
that  Rachel  knew  the  object  of  his  visit  Never  before  had  he  fl^  so 
uncomfortably  situated.  His  usual  forwardness  of  manner  quite  deserted 
him.  His  large  stream  of  unmeaning  small-talk  was  suddenly  frosen  xd^ 
the  colour  mounted  to  his  cheek,  and  he  almost  wished  he  could  decently 
effect  his  retreat 

"  I  am  afraid,"  he  at  length  managed  to  stammer  out,  ^*  that — diat 
I  have  interrupted  you,  Miss  Green." 

"  Oh,  by  no  means,  Mr.  GatheraU."  This  gave  him  fresh  impetus, 
and  he  continued:  "I  called,  Ifiss  Green,  chiefly  on  account — ah — in  fact 
— in  consequence — ah — of  some  family  arrangement ;  but — ^in  shorty  per- 
haps your  father  has  explained  all." 

"  1  don't  understand  you,  Mr.  Gatherall.  If  you  have  anythiog  to 
communicate,  I  am  all  attention." 

Nothing  could  be  more  freezing  than  the  manner  in  which  this  was 
said.  The  reviving  courage  of  Gatherall  was  crushed.  In  vain  he 
attempted  to  pursue  the  subject.  The  words  died  away  upon  his  lips ; 
BO,  after  a  few  minutes'  nervous  shuffling  on  his  chair,  he  sheepishly  stam- 
mered out  something  about  a  business  engagement,  and  bade  her  good 
morning. 

'^  Good  morning,"  she  answered,  slightly  bowing  to  him ;  and  nmng, 
she  rang  the  bell  for  the  servant  to  show  the  door  to  the  unfortunate 
youth. 

With  a  loud  laugh  Douglas  burst  frx>m  his  hiding-place. 

'^  After  all,"  he  said,  *'  I  never  knew  such  a  silly  fellow.  You  did  well, 
Bachel,  to  keep  silent  It  left  the  ass  to  his  own  slender  resources; 
and  I  am  ceilain,  judging  from  the  miserable  expression  of  his  vulgar 
&ce  when  he  went  out  (for  I  stole  a  peep),  he  won't  trouble  you  again." 

Without  the  fear  of  nirther  disturbance  the  lovers  now  discussed  thdr 
plans.  Come  what  would,  Bachel  promised  to  be  true  to  him,  and  hoped, 
rather  than  expected,  her  father  would  relent.  To  bring  about  this  de- 
sirable end,  Douglas  resolved  to  amend  his  conduct,  so  that  no  friult  might 
be  found  with  him  on  that  score. 

John  Gatherall,  junior,  returned  to  his  counting-house,  and  informed 
his  father  of  the  reception  he  had  got,  and  of  his  strong  determination  to 
give  up  the  suit. 

"  The  truth  is,"  he  said,  **  I  could  never  bring  myself  to  say  a  word  to 
her  on  the  subject  She  looked  at  me  so  hau^tUy,  and  spoke  so  con- 
temptuously, all  the  while  knowing  what  my  errand  was,  uiat  I  give  it 
up  as  a  bad  case." 

His  father,  on  hearing  the  full  particulars  of  the  interview,  flew  into 
a  rage,  and  told  his  son  that  he  had  behaved  like  a  d  d  ass  as  he 
was. 

On  the  evening  of  the  same  day,  Heigarth  and  Douglas  were  sitting 
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quietly  bj  the  parlonr-firo,  discussing  the  lecture  of  the  morning.  It  was 
coming  near  the  time  when  both  would  be  called  up  for  examination ; 
and  though  neither  felt  any  fear  of  passing  with  honours,  they  knew  the 
necessity  of  cramming  for  the  occasion.  Various  plans  of  study  were 
talked  of,  and  the  better  to  enable  them  to  settle  the  arrangement, 
Heigarth  proposed  a  tumbler  of  hot  brandy.  The  liquor  and  accom- 
paniments had  just  been  placed  upon  the  table,  when  Flummery  made 
his  appearance. 

"  Well,  Verdant,  how  feel  you  to-day  ?  my  prince  of  philosophers,  and 
jolliest  of  clerical  students,"  asked  Heigarth.  '<  I  hope  you  are  none  the 
worse  of  your  late  outbreak,  although  your  face  is  as  long  as  one  of  your 
£Either*s  admonitions,  and  ten  times  duUer.'* 

^*  Oh,  I'm  in  a  horrid  condition.  My  clerical  reputation  is  now  quite 
gone.  I  am  afraid  I  must  give  up  all  hopes  of  a  parish  church,  and  hide 
my  head  in  a  colonial  chapel.  *  Villanous  company,'  as  Falstaff  says,  '  has 
been  the  ruin  of  me.'  Verily,  I  must  mend  my  manners,  or  bid  farewell 
at  once  to  the  honours  of  the  pulpit,  and  the  chance  of  a  Professorship  of 
Moral  Philosophy." 

**  Never  fear.  Verdant,  my  boy,"  said  Bob ;  "  take  a  glass  of  brandy, 
and  get  your  spirits  up." 

As  the  night  wore  on  the  philosopher  recovered  himself,  and  shone 
brightly  on  his  favourite  subject,  the  "  doctrine  of  innate  ideas,"  which  he 
maintained  with  great  warmth,  Douglas  and  Heigarth  taking  the  other 
side.  They  had  got  deep  into  one  of  the  mistiest  and  most  unprofitable 
of  arguments,  when  they  were  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
Swipes,  in  a  state  of  high  excitement,  and  evidently  halt  tipsy. 

"  Hurrah !  Mr.  Douglas,"  he  shouted ;  "  I  give  you  joy ;  let  s  shake 
hands.     Hurrah !" 

"  What's  the  matter.  Swipes  ?"  they  all  inquired.  "  Are  you  drunk 
or  mad?" 

"Half  drunk,  undoubtedly, — and  half  mad  with  joy,"  answered 
Swipes. 

"  Here,  Swipes,"  said  Douglas,  "  take  some  brandy,  and  unfold  your 
tale^  for  I  see  you've  something  new  for  us." 

Having  composed  himself  a  little.  Swipes  expUuned  the  cause  of  his 
unwonted  glee: 

"  In  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  old  Gatherall  left  the  office  very  hur- 
riedly, being  late  for  a  meeting  he  had  to  attend.  Young  G.  was  oat 
on  some  business  with  my  fellow  quill-driver ;  so,  having  the  establish- 
ment to  myself,  I  looked  into  the  governor's  room  to  make  observations, 
as  is  the  custom  of  all  lawyers'  clerks.  I  noticed,  at  once,  that  old  G. 
in  his  hurry,  had  left  the  key  in  a  private  safe ;  so  I  opened  it,  to  see 
what  sort  of  papers  the  old  rascal  kept  there.  1  had  turned  over  two  or 
three,  when  my  eyes  suddenly  lighted  on  |the  title  of  one.  Good  gpra- 
cious !  how  I  stared.  It  was  a  minute  before  I  opened  the  folds.  The 
document  proved  to  be  the  *  last  will  and  testament  of  the  late  Andrew 
Green.*  I  glanced  over  it,  and  found  that,  with  the  exception  of  a  few 
legacies,  he  had  bequeathed  his  whole  property,  real  and  personal,  to  his 
nephew,  Robert  Douglas." 

Here  Swipes  paused  to  give  room  for  the  loud  astonishment  of  the 
company. 


408  SPECULATION. 

'<Is  it  a  fact,  or  are  you  jestiog,  Swipes?"  asked  Douglas,  who  had 
risen  from  his  seat  in  great  excitement 

"  I  never  spoke  truer  words  iu  my  life,"  answered  Swipes,  solemnly. 

*'  Did  you  copy  any  part  of  the  document,  to  show  us  that  it  is  the  case 
heyond  douht  ?"  asked  Heigarth. 

"  Copy  it!"  said  Swipes,  contemptuously;  "much  good  a  copy  would 
do  in  a  court  of  law.  No,"  he  added,  evidently  reserving  this  informa- 
tion for  a  grand  climax;  *'  no,  I  did  better,  I  pocketed  the  deed,  and  here 

it  IS. 

The  will  was  read  by  Swipes  from  beginning  to  end,  and  pronounced 
by  him  sound  and  according  to  law.  When  the  first  burst  of  joyful  sur- 
prise was  over,  the  question  came,  "  What  was  to  be  done?" 

'*  Have  you  not  brought  yourself  into  trouble  by  taking  this  away  ?" 
inquired  Douglas. 

"  By  no  means,"  answered  the  doughty  clerk.  "  Here's  the  way  I 
argued  the  case  with  myself.  Suppose  you  had  called,  and  taxed  Gather- 
all  with  having  such  a  deed  in  his  possession,  he  would  have  denied  it ; 
you  would  then  have  procured  a  warrant  to  search,  but  bcjfore  you 
managed  that^  the  document  might  either  have  been  hidden  elsewhere  or 
destroyed.  Of  course  you  could  have  armed  yourself  with  authority  at 
once;  but  in  that  case,  besides  the  risk  of  the  will  being  removed  before 
procuring  powers,  there  was  the  certainty  of  a  great  exposure,  which,  for 
the  sake  of  your  uncle,  who  is  concerned  in  the  villany,  was  not  desirable. 
So,  upon  the  whole,  the  wisest  plan,  I  thought,  was  to  carry  it  off.  Old 
Gatherall,  for  his  own  sake,  dare  not  say  one  word  about  the  matter." 

"  But,  Swipes,  how  is  my  uncle  concerned  in  the  fraud?" 

"  This  paper  will  show  you.     It  was  lying  beside  the  wilL" 

This  was  a  secret  agreement  entered  into  by  Gatherall  and  Green, 
whereby  the  former  agreed  to  destroy  the  will  on  receiving  a  certain  sum 
of  money,  and  a  marriage  being  effected  between  his  son  and  Miss  Greeu. 
The  estate  of  the  deceased,  at  Green's  death,  to  devolve  upon  the  young 
couple  and  their  heirs,  failing  which  arrangement,  the  property  to  be  sold 
and  divided  between  the  two  conspirators. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  indignation  of  Douglas  when  the  whole 
of  this  black  villany  was  revealed  to  him,  and  yet  he  felt  that  he  could  not 
hand  over  the  guilty  parties  to  the  justice  of  the  law.  His  love  for  Rachel 
forbade  that  For  her  sake  he  resolved  that  the  nefarious  scheme  to  de- 
prive  him  of  his  just  rights  should  be  kept  secret  from  the  world.  Swipes, 
xlummery,  and  Heigarth,  were  accordingly  bound  by  promise  to  reveal 
nothing  of  the  transaction;  and,  with  regard  to  future  arrangements,  it 
was  settled  that  Swipes  should  attend  business  as  usual  on  the  following 
morning,  and  that  Douglas,  accompanied  by  Heigarth  as  a  witness,  should 
wait  upon  Gatherall  in  the  course  of  the  forenoon. 

For  the  remainder  of  that  evening  the  mirth  and  jollity  of  the  company 
knew  no  bounds.  Mrs.  Thrifty  was  repeatedly  called  upon  for  suppUes  of 
hot  water;  Swipes  sung  his  best  songs,  and  told  his  stones  with  unwonted 
zest.  He  was  the  lion  of  the  night,  and  a  thousand  times  Douglas  blessed 
his  stars  he  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  poor  lawyer's  derk.  Hei- 
^arth's  humour  was  boundless.  Flummery  forgot  his  recent  vows  of  re- 
formation, and  sung  "  Willie  brevr'd  a  peck  o'  maut."  Finally,  Swipes 
rose,  and,  holding  on  by  the  table,  proposed,  in  a  glowing  speech,  the 
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health  of  Robert  Douglas,  Esq.,  of  ETazyden,  which  was  drunk  with  such 
enthusiasm,  that  Mrs.  Thrifty  was  territied  for  the  downfal  of  the  house. 
A  general  shaking  of  hands  ensued;  and,  as  the  friends  separated,  they 
**  heard  the  chimes  of  midnight." 

On  the  following  day,  Douglas,  accompanied  by  Heigarth,  called  upon 
Gatherali,  and  opened  proceedings  by  taxing  him  with  fraud  in  concealing 
Andrew  Green's  will.  He  denied  that  such  a  document  existed.  Douglas 
immediately  produced  it.  The  sight  of  the  well-known  parchment,  which 
he  deemed  so  safe  in  his  possession,  made  him  tremble  in  every  limb  ;  and, 
unable  to  control  his  agitation,  he  sunk  into  a  chair,  pale  as  death,  and 
terror  stamped  upon  each  feature  of  his  harsh  countenance.  When  he 
had  recovered  a  little,  he  hurriedly  opened  his  safe.  A  glance  was  suffi- 
cient. 

"  Have  you  another  paper  ?*'  he  asked,  in  a  husky  tone. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Douglas ;  "  I  have  here  a  secret  agreement  between 
you  and  Mr.  Green." 

"  Great  God !  all  is  known,  and  we  are  both  ruined." 

The  violence  of  his  agitation  was  now  extreme.  The  fact  of  the  dis- 
covery had  come  upon  him  so  suddenly,  that  his  faculties  were  completely 
overwhelmed.  He  did  not  even  inquire  how  the  documents  came  into 
Douglas's  possession ;  but  that  he  might  easily  enough  understand.  He 
sought  not  to  explain  his  conduct;  indeed,  there  was  not  an  extenuating 
circumstance  he  could  seize  upon,  but,  with  eyes  wildly  staring,  he  looked 
from  Douglas  to  Heigarth. 

"  Mr.  Gatherali,"  said  Douglas,  "  never  did  man  more  deserve  punish- 
ment than  you  do;  yet  I  have  no  intention  of  pushing  this  aJ&ir  to 
extremities.  My  uncle  is  as  much  involved  in  g^ilt  as  yourself,  and  that 
circumstance  saves  you  from  public  exposure,  as  it  wiU  from  private 
whisperings,  for  I  am  nearly  concerned  in  burying  this  infamous  transac* 
tion  in  oblivion.  All  I  want  is  restitution  of  the  property  bequeathed 
to  me." 

"  This  is  generous,  Mr.  Douglas,  and  from  my  soul  I  thank  you.  It 
is  more  than  I  could  have  believed.  Let  us  send  immediately  for  Mr. 
Green ;  it  is  necessary  that  he  should  know  what  has  happened  without 
a  moment's  delay." 

Mr.  Green  was  not  long  in  answering  the  urgent  summons.  He 
looked  coldly  upon  his  nephew,  and  nodded  to  him,  without  speaking. 
To  Gatherali  was  left  the  painful  task  of  communicating  the  discovery  of 
their  mutual  crime.  The  mtelligence  struck  Green  Hke  a  shock  of  elec- 
tricity. Yet  we  verily  believe  Uiat  if  the  secret  thoughts  of  his  sordid 
soul  could  have  been  revealed  at  that  moment,  there  would  have  been 
found  more  regret  at  the  prospect  of  renouncing  his  ill-gotten  wealth 
than  shame  at  the  discovery  of  the  villanous  plot. 

From  the  conversation  which  ensued,  it  appeared  that  Green,  at  the 
time  of  his  brother's  decease,  was  unaware  of  the  existence  of  a  will. 
Gatherali,  who  was  then  in  London,  knowing  that  the  secret  was  confined 
to  himself  and  a  clerk  he  had  taken  with  him,  but  who  had  then  left  his 
flervice  for  a  better  situation,  conceived  the  idea  of  the  plot ;  and,  unwil- 
ling to  trust  himself  to  writing,  quietly  allowed  Peter  Green  to  take  pos- 
session of  his  brother's  property,  feehng,  at  the  same  time,  assured  that 
he  would  be  a  more  willing  instrument  in  his  hands  after  that  act  than 
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otherwise.  On  returning  home  he  found,  as  he  expected,  that  Green,  on 
the  strength  of  his  newly-acquired  fortune,  had  dipped  Tery  deep  in 
fresh  speculations,  and  that,  were  he  to  make  restitution  to  his  nephew, 
he  would  be  brought  to  bankruptcy.  He  therefore  fell,  though  at  fiirt 
reluctant,  into  the  nefarious  scheme.  It  was  fortunate  for  both  that  they 
had  to  deal  with  such  a  generous  character  as  Douglas,  who,  while  he 
allowed  Gatherall  to  escape,  g^ve  his  uncle  his  own  time  to  repay  the 
sums  which  he  had  buried  in  railway  stock,  pledging  his  word,  likewise, 
that  the  whole  history  would  be  kept  private  by  him ;  assuring  his  unde^ 
however,  that  he  did  so  entirely  out  of  love  for  his  daughter,  whom  he 
desired  might  never  know  anything  more  of  the  subject  than  was  given 
to  the  world — ^which  was,  that  a  will  in  his  &vour  had  been  unexpectedly 
discovered. 

With  this  arrangement  Dou^as  and  Heigarth  retired  along  with 
Swipes,  who  accompanied  them  to  their  lod^g^gs,  where  they  found 
Flummery  anxiously  waiting  the  news.     Mrs.  Thrifty  was  exhorted  to 

Srepare  one  of  her  best  dinners.  Never,  perhaps,  did  a  happier  party  fit 
own  to  table ;  and  when  all  risk  in  the  cooking  department  was  over, 
the  joyful  intelligence  was  given  to  the  worthy  landlady,  who  went  half 
mad  with  delight,  mixed  a  tumbler  of  toddy  to  drink  the  health  of  her 
best  boarder,  and  then  rushed  out  to  spread  the  glorious  tidings  amongst 
the  neighbours. 

It  may  well  be  conceived  that  Douglas  was  no  longer  prohUuted  fooia 
visiting  his  cousin.  At  first  he  found  Mr.  Green  shy  and  emhanasaed; 
but  no  long  time  was  necessary  to  place  his  uncle  at  ease.  His  was  not 
the  spirit  to  feel  acutely  the  extent  of  the  wrong  he  had  committed,  or 
to  recoil  fix>m  the  man  he  had  so  basely  attempted  to  injure.  As  for 
Bachel,  her  happiness  knew  no  bounds,  for  every  obstacle  to  a  unioawith 
Douglas  was  now  removed. 

But  we  must  draw  to  a  dose.  In  the  course  of  a  rnooiih  or  two 
Douglas  and  Heigarth  took  their  degrees  with  honour,  and  a  few  days 
afterwards  the  former  was  united  to  Rachel  Grreen.  Heigarth  went  into 
the  army  as  a  surgeon.  Swipes  was  established  in  businessi  and  is 
prospering  wonderfully,  having  given  up  his  old  habits  with  hb  old  com* 
panions. 

Verdant  Flummeiy  received  his  license  to  preach  the  Gospel,  and,  at 
the  same  period,  an  appomtmait  to  a  church  in  Canadai  uluther  he 
went,  accompanied  by  Agnes  Cowper  as  his  wife,  and  now  astonishes  the 
backwoodsmen  by  interlarding  his  discourses  with  scraps  of  German  mya- 
ticism.  Nevertheless,  he  is  much  esteemed,  and  accounted  a  good,  spimd 
divine.  Gatherall  and  Son  still  pursue  their  venal  path.  Thmr  ctoSt, 
however,  is  now  much  shaken,  m  consequence  of  recent  Before  lones 
through  over-speculation. 
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ak  historical  boicakge. 
Chapter  XXVIL 

Whrn  Van  Diest  recovered  from  his  first  alarm,  and  his  fluUeriDg 
nerves  permitted  him  to  attend  to  outward  sounds,  he  became  aware  that 
those  from  whom  he  fled  were  ascending  the  stairs,  apparently  with  the 
intention  of  searching  the  second  floor.  The  bustle  consequent  upcMi 
their  first  operations  reminded  him  of  the  urgency  of  flight  before  the 
visitation  was  extended  to  the  attics  wherein  he  had  sought  refuge.  His 
attempt  at  conceahnent  would,  he  knew,  compromise  him  far  more 
deeply  than  if  he  had  been  found  in  company  with  the  guilty.  Escape 
"was  now  no  longer  a  mere  measure  of  precaution — it  was  necessaiy  for 
his  safety ;  but  this  state  of  the  case  did  not  facilitate  his  object. 

The  stairs  were  in  possession  of  the  enemy ;  and  other  issue  there  was 
jume  :  even  Van  Diest,  ever  so  prompt  at  expedients,  found  himself  at  a 
loss  how  next  to  proceed.  He  scarce  dared  to  waUc  across  the  room, 
lest  his  heavy  tread  should  betray  his  presence  to  those  below;  and  yet 
lie  was  loth  to  trust  altogether  to  the  chance  of  remaining  undiscovei^ 
The  narrow  limits  of  the  chamber,  and  its  denuded  waJls,  offered  no 
means  of  concealment,  especially  to  one  so  substantial  as  Meinherr  van 
Diest.  The  moment  was,  as  he  afterwards  declared,  the  most  critical  of 
his  hitherto  unruffled  existence. 

Whilst  still  lost  in  hesitation,  renewed  sounds  of  ascending  footstepe 

Jnickened  his  movements,  and  gave  stimulus  to  his  inventive  genius. 
*ortunately  for  him,  a  small  window  protruding  out  upon  the  roof 
caught,  at  this  instant,  his  eye  and  his  attention ;  and  cautiously  opening 
it,  he  looked  out  to  discover  what  chance  of  escape  it  might  afford. 
From  this  casement  the  roof  slanted  downwards  towards  a  stone  gutter 
of  great  solidity,  admitting  of  tolerably  sure  footing. 

As  Van  Diest  was  speculating  upon  the  probability  of  this  water- 
ooorse  communicating  with  those  of  other  houses,  voices  became  loud  in 
the  passage.  He  heard,  distinctiy,  Chievosa  assuring  some  one  that 
these  were  but  the  chambers  of  the  domestics,  and  a  gruff  voice  relying 
that  it  might  have  been  recently  converted  to  very  different  uses — ^might 
actually  be  the  treasury  of  tiie  house— such  tlungs  had  been  seen ;  it 
might,  moreover,  conceal  some  suspicious  things  or  persons.  Van  Diest 
waited  not  £ar  further  warning,  out  bolted  at  once^  right  manfully, 
through  the  window. 

No  sooner  did  he  gain  safe  footing,  than,  din^g  to  the  tiHngs,  he 
shuffled  along  in  the  direction  in  which  his  hce  happened  to  be  turned, 
with  a  nimbleness  wluch  did  mat  credit  to  the  steadiness  of  his  head, 
and  seemed  to  exdte  no  smaH  attention  in  a  pair  of  watdiful  cats,  the 
only  viable  witnesses  of  his  exploit^  who,  jealous  of  his  invading  their 
hitherto  respected  domains,  followed  him  with  suspicious  eyes  until  he 
reached  the  ang^e  of  the  house.  Here  large  chimney-stacKS,  which  he 
succeeded  in  turning,  intervened  in  such  a  manner  as  to  shield  him  firom 
the  view  of  any  one  who  might  think  it  necessary  to  look  from  one  of 
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ihe  many  projecting  windows  beneath  which  he  had  passed.  He  now 
conceived  his  retreat  sufficiently  covered  to  allow  of  his  pausing  to  take 
breath,  and  to  consider  what  was  next  to  be  done. 

To  await  the  departure  of  the  hunters,  and  then  back  to  cover,  seemed 
reasonable  enough ;  but  then,  the  house  might  be  watched,  or  closed, 
and  an  ill-timed  return  frustrate  the  advantage  he  had  gained  at  such 
imminent  risk  and  discomfort  The  first  and  best  thing  was,  certainly, 
to  examine  carefully  the  place  where  he  stood,  and  the  ways  and  means 
it  might  afPord  of  extricating  himself  from  his  perilous  and  most  novel 
situation. 

The  sight  upon  which  Van  Diest  cast  his  eyes  was,  in  reality,  not 
without  its  own  peculiar  poetry,  though  it  is  doubtful  if  he  was  in  any 
way  conscious  of  its  charm  at  that  moment.  The  moon,  which  had  been 
hitherto  eclipsed  by  drifting  clouds,  gradually  emancipating  herself  from 
her  fleecy  veils,  shed  a  flood  of  light  on  the  fair  city,  revealing,  in  all 
their  varied  outlines,  gable,  projection,  tower,  flanking  turret,  and  other 
femciful  decorations  which  the  architectural  taste  of  that  day  sanctioned, 
adding  a  fantastic  grace  to  all  objects  whether  she  silvered  or  shadowed 
them.  Each  roof  rivalled  its  neighbour  in  the  various  ornaments  that 
surmounted  its  chimneys.  Here  a  crane  turned  its  long  neck  to  eveiy 
wind ;  there  a  swan,  or  serpent,  performed  the  same  office.  The  dwell- 
ings of  the  more  pious  were  distinguished  by  tall,  stifiP,  wooden  figures  of 
ihe  Virgin  virith  the  Holy  Infant,  that  rose  above  their  gables  stately  and 
cold,  catching  the  silver  light  upon  their  grey  garbs ;  some  by  the  patron 
saints  of  the  ^mUy,  which  were  expected,  like  faithful  sentinels,  to  ward 
off  danger ;  others,  careless  of  the  vicinity  of  holier  symbols,  displayed 
lions,  dogs,  and  every  variety  of  the  brute  tribe.  Sacred  and  pioone, 
ihe  moon  cast  her  radiance  on  all  alike ;  and  these  everywhere  repeated 
figures  gave  a  strangely  animated  appearance  to  the  roofs,  of  which 
our  modem  stiff  square  chimneys  and  imadomed  tilings  can  convey  no 
idea. 

Lights  now  began  to  glimmer  in  the  region  beneath,  and  added  life  to 
the  scene.  The  mode  of  lighting  the  streets  in  those  days,  though  im- 
perfect, was  not  without  a  pleasing  effect.  Above  the  door  of  every 
house,  however  mean  its  description,  hung  a  large  lantern,  whilst  in 
front  of  the  dweUings  of  greater  note  flared  long  rows  of  torches  fixed  in 
stone  sockets.  From  the  unquiet  city,  where  the  hum  of  men  pro- 
claimed that  the  bustle  and  activity  of  day  had  not  yet  subsided,  the 
tapering,  dentelated  tower  of  our  Lady's  Church  rose  into  the  dear  skies 
above,  like  the  guardian  spirit  of  the  town,  rooted  in  its  soil,  yet  soaiing' 
far  above  its  petty,  vexed,  and  fretful  habitations. 

But  whatever  charm  this  prospect  might  have  possessed  for  a  contem- 
plative spirit,  enjoying  it  from  a  less  precarious  paint  de  tmey  truth  com- 
pels us  to  state  that  our  friend  Van  Diest  was  not  even  conscious  of  its 
existence,  as  he  scanned  with  an  anxious  eye  the  depth  beneath. 

Not  many  yards  from  him  a  neighbouring  roof  sloped  down  towards^ 
and  joined,  tne  gutter  he  was  upon,  forming  a  sort  of  lane  alons^  whidi 
his  progress  would  be  no  longer  difficult  or  dangerous.  This  he  soon 
perceiv^  and  determined  to  avail  himself  of  it  The  whole  difficd^ 
lay  in  reaching  the  nearest  point  of  contact ;  moving  forward,  how^ 
ever,  with  the  greatest  precaution,  he  soon  achieved  it,  when  he  breathed 
more  freely.    But  the  channel  and  the  relief  it  afforded  soon  came  to  an 
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end,  the  gable  froDt  offering  no  further  means  by  which  to  continue  his 
perambulations.  His  only  hope  now  rested  in  finding  one  of  the  attics 
open,  through  which  he  resolved,  unhesitatingly,  to  seek  a  passage  to 
the  street,  be  the  owner  who  he  might. 

It  was  not  without  some  difficulty  that,  by  the  help  of  the  moonlight, 
he  discovered  one  small  casement  to  be  ajar;  it  gave  access  to  a  species 
of  loft,  from  which  Van  Diest  thought  it  would  be  an  easy  matter  to 
descend  into  the  house,  and  liberate  himself,  at  once,  from  his  impleasant 
mtuation  ;  but  here  a  fresh  check  awaited  him — the  door  was  locked. 

The  intruder  paused  awhile,  and  looked  around*  The  hght  of  the 
moon  streaming  in  permitted  him  to  become  aware  of  the  forlorn  look  of 
the  place,  which  bore  traces  of  having  been  but  lately  cleared  of  all 
it  usually  contained ;  he  listened  attentively,  but  not  a  sound  was  heard 
within* 

He  first  knocked  softJy  at  the  door,  hoping  to  attract  the  attention  of 
some  of  the  domestics  who  might  be  sleeping  near;  but  the  silence  con- 
tinued absolute.  He  next  rattled  the  old  crazy  door  in  a  manner  which 
it  was  not  able  to  resist ;  the  lock  gave  way,  and  Van  Diest,  encouraged 
by  the  absence  of  all  sound,  pushed  his  discoveries  further.  He  groped 
his  way  down  stairs,  and  about  the  house,  in  the  dark,  and  after  no  small 
waste  of  time  and  trouble,  and  almost  as  much  risk  to  his  neck  as  on  the 
T0O&  where,  at  least,  there  was  moonlight  to  guide  him,  he  found  it  was 
laboiu*  lost;  his  first  misgivings  were  correct,  the  house  was  untenanted ; 
the  family  had,  doubtless,  like  so  many  others  in  the  neighbourhood,  mi- 
grated to  England.  Every  door  was  fastened,  and  more  solid  than  that 
of  the  loft ;  each  and  all  in  turn  defied  his  most  strenuous  efforts  to  force 
it.  Nothing  now  remained  but  to  remount  to  the  only  accessible  apart- 
ment in  the  deserted  dwelling,  the  empty  wareroom.  Upon  ezaminine 
this  place  more  narrowly,  he  perceived,  besides  the  casement  through 
which  he  had  effected  his  entrance,  two  others  looking  out  upon  the 
opposite  tilings ;  there  was  no  other  alternative,  and  Van  Diest,  availing 
himself  of  one  of  them,  disconsolately  took  once  more  to  the  roofs. 

Now  resting  when  he  came  to  a  commodious  spot  for  so  doing,  and 
now  aiding  himself  by  means  of  chimney*stacks  and  'other  projections, 
running  up  one  watercourse  and  down  another,  he  managed,  although 
with  g^at  exertion  and  at  no  small  peril,  to  scramble  from  house-top  to 
house-top.  He  lost  all  clue  to  localities,  and  familiar  objects  seen  from 
such  an  unusual  height  appeared  strange  and  new ;  all  the  casements 
he  passed  were  lined  with  shutters,  so  solid  as  to  defeat  his  several 
attemps  at  forcing  them,  and  his  courage  and  patience  well-nigh  deserted 
him. 

But  hope  at  last  revived  on  perceiving,  as  he  once  more  roimded  a 
point,  a  light  glimmering  near  the  open  window  of  a  small  attic 
chamber;  and  stealing  cautiously  towards  it,  he  saw  an  old  woman 
kneeling  at  prayers  before  the  image  of  a  favourite  saint  nailed  to  the 
walL 

"  Piety,"  thought  Van  Diest,  "argues  kindness, — this  decent  woman 
will  doubtless  help  me  out  of  all  my  difficulties ;"  and,  reassured  by  this 
notion,  he  stumbled  into  the  chamber.  The  noise  startled  the  devotee ; 
she  rose  to  her  feet,  and  stood  for  a  moment  aghast  with  terror;  beforei 
however,  her  unexpected  visitor  could  explain  or  speak  a  word,  she 
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uttered  shriek  upon  shriek,  intermingliDg  ihetn  with  wild,  confbsed  ob* 
jtugations. 

*'  Ayannt  thee,  Sathanas  I  Think  not  thou  hast  power  oyer  a  Chris- 
tian woman  in  her  old  age,  on  account  of  the  few  peceadillocs  of  her 
youth.  Avaimt  thee !  I  say,  or,  hy  the  Holy  Cross,  Fll  throw  holy 
water  on  thee  to  bum  thee  !'* 

**  For  God's  sake,"  began  Van  Diest 

^'Nay — nay,  thou  canst  not  move  me,"  continued  the  M  womaa, 
venting  every  now  and  then  a  vigorous  scream,  whibt  lAie  gradually 
sidled  towards  the  door.  ^*  It  is  true  I  have  but  lately  stolen  some  pieces 
of  fine  linen  from  my  master — that  I  have  carried  letters  from  has  wile 
to  the  gay  young  Spaniard — but  what  of  that?  I  have  confessed,  and 
was  alMorveid  no  later  than  yesterday,  and  tiiou  hast  no  power  upoa 
me.  I  can  bring  in  our  Master  Thyssen,  who  is  far  more  lawful  prey 
tiian  I.  I  shut  my  ears  to  thee,"  continued  the  deaf  6LA  wmtnan,  whilst 
Van  Diest  in  vain  endeavoured  to  bawl  some  inkling  of  the  tru^  isto 
her  dull  organs, — **  I  defy  thee! — and  may  St.  Anthony  strangle  theef 
she  concluded,  triumphantly,  as  she  reached  the  door,  and  fled  through  it 
screaming  like  a  scared  curlew. 

The  name  of  her  master,  accidentally  pronounced  by  the  old  wonnan  ia 
her  rhapsody,  caused  Van  Diest  to  beat  a  limely  retreat.  Thyssen  was 
suspected  of  being  one  of  the  warmest  adherents  to  the  inquisition:  and 
bmg,  moreover,  in  office,  he  was  rather  a  dangerous  individual  to  trust  in 
circumstances  so  critical 

Van  Diest  was  now  in  luck  for  open  windows ;  he  passed  several,  hoi 
avoided  them  as  belonging  to  Thyssen's  tenements  At  one  of  these  be 
heard  a  whisper,  the  purport  of  which  caused  him  to  move  foiward^ 
blessing  the  aeep  shade  that  at  that  peculiar  spot  prevented  his  heii^ 
discovered. 

"  A  figure  stealing  along  the  roof!*'  replied  another  voiee.  '^  Shoot 
him  to  be  sure,  like  a  troublesome  cat :  hand  me  my  haquebut.'* 

These  inhospitable  words  quickened  the  current  of  Van  Diest's  blood 
and  his  steps  at  the  same  time.  A  few  paces  broufffat  him  near  the 
other  end  of  the  roof,  when  he  became  aware  that  an  obstacle  stood  in  his 
way.  He  endeavoured  to  discover  with  his  hands  what  the  obscnrity  pie- 
vented  him  from  seeing ;  when  the  next  instant  all  doubi  was  removed,  by 
a  deep  voice,  speaking  with  a  marked  Spanish  accent,  words  of  no  gmtle 
inquiry: 

"  What  do  you  here  on  these  tiles?" 

**  Methinks  I  might  return  the  question,"  replied  Van  Diest,  endeavoor- 
ing  to  free  himself  from  the  stranger's  rude  grasp. 

'^  I  have  a  right  to  be  here,"  retorted  the  other,  fiercely  grappling  with 
his  unseen  opponent 

^'  So  have  the  cats,"  observed  Van  Diest,  composedly ;  ^^  and  if  we  go 
on  tugging  at  each  other  much  longer,  we  may  w^  hap  to  dose  oar  dis- 
cussion after  the  same  fashion  as  they  so  often  do,  namely,  by  rolling  off 
the  roofs  into  the  street  and  breaking  our  necks." 

Either  struck  by  the  truth  of  die  remark,  or  the  pacific  tone  in  whidi 
it  was  spoken,  the  Spaniard  released  his  hold,  but  continued  to  stand  in  a 
menacing  attitude.  Tliey  were  dose  to  one  of  the  open  windows  that 
had  tempted  Van  Diest  to  venture  in  this  direction,  and  the  voice  of  a 
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female  enscoDced  within  it  was  now  heard  addressing  her  companion.  She 
qpoke  Spanish,  and  Van  Diest  now  remembered  that  Thyssen  had  married 
a  huly  of  that  conntrj.  Before  he  coold  dear  himself  from  this  dilemma^ 
the  deep  tones  of  the  former  speaker — he  of  the  haquebnt — no  less  a  per- 
sonage, doubtless,  than  the  injured  husband,  were  heard  issuing  from  the 
casement  whence  the  lady  had  but  just  spokes. 

"  Halt !"  said  he,  in  a  voice  so  Ibtle  encouraging  that  the  other  adver- 
saiy  of  Van  Diest,  giving  up,  withoat  farther  struggle,  the  contest  for  a 
position  which  promised  now  to  be  rather  one  of  discomfort  than  of 
pleasure,  made  a  precipitate  retreat.  Van  Diest  had  not  time  to  imitate 
his  example ;  for  the  vindictive  householder^-who  was  also  by  this  time 
between  the  looh — seised  the  unwelcome  night  visitor  as  tigntly  behind 
as  the  jealous  lover  had,  but  a  few  minutes  previously,  held  him  in  front. 

**  You  imworthy  seducer  of  all  women  that  are  unlucky  enough  to 
throw  their  eyes  on  yon,"  said,  in  a  broad  Flemish  accent,  this  new 
opponent,  endeavouring  to  haul  Van  Diest  through  the  window ;  but  tug 
as  he  would,  the  heavy  frame  of  the  latter  resasted  his  utmost  efforts* 
**Yes,  yes,"  he  continued,  in  reply  to  the  few  words  whidi  the  perplexed 
and  despairing  burgher  found  breath  to  utter.  **  I  am  not  mistaken  nowy 
nor  am  I  ever  to  be  blinded  again,  you  love-sighing,  song-singing,  wb  e- 
making,  d — nedest  scoundrel  that  ever  walked  the  earth !" 

**  But,  good  mdbherr,"  pleaded  the  guileless  Van  Diest 

**  Good  me  no  good !  I'll  give  you  a  lesson  you'll  not  forget  in  a 
hurry,  you  tausend  sacrament  rascal !  You'll  see  by-and-by,  in  spite  of 
your  braveries  and  your  trim  moustachios,  what  you'll  come  to !  You  have 
broken  the  rest  of  all  my  household,  though  my  wife  swears  yon  have  done 
nothing  more.  For  the  last  few  weeks  there  has  been  no  sleeping  for 
an  honest  burg-her  who  goes  to  bed  betimes,  that  he  may  be  eariy  at 
church  in  the  moming!  Year  moonlight  caterwanling.  ire  enongi  to 
drive  one  mad !  Fll  tell  you  what,  master  fair  face  and  false  heart, 
whiskers  and  flummery,  if  I  were  to  treat  yon  as  you  deserve,  Fd  fling 
you  off  these  tiles,  and  let  you  find  your  way  home  as  best  you  could, 
having  helped  you  to  the  street !" 

'^  Oh !  my  Juanito^"  whispered  a  soft  voice  not  far  off. 

But  Van  Diest,  getting  wrathful  as  well  as  frightened,  now  plunged 
and  kicked  with  a  vigorous  determination  that  soon  brought  him  and 
the  injured  husband  to  the  very  end  of  the  gutter.  His  last  struggle 
effectually  delivered  him  from  the  grasp  of  his  irritated  aggressor,  but  it 
was  only  to  be  predpitated  into  space. 

Happily  for  Van  Diest,  his  descent  was  not  far,  although  he  lay  some 
minutes  stunned  on  the  wooden  floor  of  the  gallery  into  which  he  had 
fallen.  When  he  recovered  his  senses,  Thyssen  was  still  anxioudy  gazing 
through  the  obscurity,  from  the  edge  whence  Van  Diest  had  rolled,  and  when 
be  heard  the  deep  ga^>ed  ejaculation,  '*  Sanda  Maria!"  which  announced 
diat  life  was  not  extinct,  and  became  aware  that  the  prostrate  burgher  was 
endeavouring  to  rise,  he  muttered  an  audible  ^*  God  be  praised T"  Van 
Diest  would  have  entered  into  further  explanations,  being  now  at  a  safe 
distance  horn  his  late  antagonist,  but  tnat  individual  was  no  longer 
within  ear- shot 

1/Vith  aching  head  and  bruised  limbs,  Van  Diest  contmued  slowly  his 
hopeless  peregrination,  determined,  if  nothing  better  ofileied  itel^  to 
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remain  in  the  gallery  till  daybreak.  He  was,  indeed,  about  to  compose 
himself  in  an  easy  attitude  of  repose,  when,  suddenly,  hope  revived  at  the 
sight  of  a  light  streaming  from  the  window  of  a  small  turret  projecting 
from  the  comer  of  a  neighbouring  house,  and  overhanging  the  wooden 
balcony  on  which  he  stood. 

It  seemed  the  easiest  thing  imaginable  to  step  into  the  turret-chamber, 
the  casement  being  open,  and  though  somewhat  narrow,  offering  a  reason- 
able apertiure.  Van  Diest,  however,  reconnoitred  closely  before  venturing 
on  so  bold  an  experiment,  for  the  events  of  the  night  had  rendered  him  a 
thought  timid. 

He  could  distinguish  the  smallest  object  within  the  doset,  for  it  scarce 
deserved  another  name.  A  couple  of  large,  yellow  wax  tapers,  burmng 
in  silver  flambeaux,  a  heavy  and  beautifully-wrought  silver  flagon,  ai^4 
wine*cups  of  the  same  metal,  standing  invitingly  together  with  some 
firuits,  the  choicest  of  the  season,  offered  a  contrast  to  the  rough  oaken 
table,  uncovered  even  by  the  customary  carpet-work,  the  bare  walls,  and 
a  couple  of  wooden  stools,  which  alone  furnished  the  apartment,  not  a 
little  puszling  to  Van  Diest ;  there  was,  besides,  a  curiously  inlmd  ivory 
inkstsjul,  and  the  table  was  strewed  with  papers.  Van  Diest,  also,  obr 
served  that  pieces  of  tapestry  had  been  so  aojusted  as  to  cover  the  two 
other  windows  of  the  turret,  which,  however,  were  considerably  smaller 
than  that  through  which  he  was  gazing.  All  this  denoted  life  within^ 
yet  there  was  not  a  human  being  visible. 

The  burgher  renuuned  stationary  for  some  time,  to  ascertain  if  no  one 
would  appear  with  whom  be  coulci  hold  parley.  At  length,  being  iairiy 
tired  out,  he  had  nearly  made  up  his  mind  to  step  boldly  throug^h  the 
opening,  when  his  further  movements  were  arrested  by  tne  creakuig  of 
the  small  door,  at  which  entered  two  men,  lowering  their  heads  as,  one 
by  one,  they  passed  through  the  low,  arched  entrance. 

The  simple  black  robe  of  one,  trimmed  with  fur,  and  his  black  velvet 
cap,  bordered  with  sable,  seemed  to  denote  the  ease  of  a  man  at  home; 
whilst  the  short  cloak  of  sylvan  green,  trimmed  with  deep  lace  of  nlver, 
and  the  plumed  barret  of  his  companion,  bespoke  a  visitor. 

To  Van  Diest  neither  were  unknown.  In  him  of  the  green  cloak  he 
recognised  Count  Henry  of  Brederode ;  and  in  the  taller  and  older  of  the 
two,  Anthony  Bomberg.  This  person,  after  having  run  a  successful 
military  career  in  other  lands,  had,  not  long  since^  returned  to  his  native 
city  and  the  house  of  his  fathers;  but  his  stem  features  and  military 
figure  were  easily  remembered  by  those  who  had  once  had  the  oppoi^ 
tunity  of  noting  them. 

It  was  easy  to  guess  that  some  secret  of  importance,  and^  therefore,  of 
dangerous  tenc»r,  was  about  to  be  agitated  between  these  two  bold, 
fectious  men;  and  common  prudence  should  have  inspired  Van  Diest 
with  the  salutary  notion  of  a  speedy  retreat ;  but  the  ruling  passion  of 
his  life,  the  weakness  that  stained  an  otherwise  estimable  chaiacte;^ 
swaged  him  irresistibly,  and  though  conscious  of  the  danger  and  the  no** 
jvstifiaUeness  of  the  deed,  though  he  had  but  so  recently  been  discoter^ 
in  a  similar  predicament^  and  had  thought  himself  fortunate  ia  escaping 
at  so  cheap  a  rate,  yet  he  could  not  resist  the  impdse  of  natotei) 
stronger  than  reason,  and  with  lengthened  neck,  and  eager  eye  and  ear, 
he  listened  intentlyi 
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Neither  of  the  gentlemen  cast  a  glance  at  the  window,  but  approooh* 
ing  the  table,  hastily  took  their  seats,  and  Bomberg  maide  the  honooft 
of  the  delicacies  that  lay  there,  in  an  nnceremonious,  though  not  un- 
courteous  manner. 

This  trifling  preliminary  convinced  Van  Diest  that  his  first  suppo* 
sitions  were  correct — that  Bomberg  was  at  home  and  that  Brederode 
was  his  guest.  The  wine-cups  were  filled,  and  each  bowed  gravely  to 
the  other  before  raising  them  from  the  table. 

*^  I  drink,*'  said  Bomberg,  as  he  pat  his  goblet  to  his  lips,  ^^  success 
to  this  night's  conference,  my  lord,  and  thank  you  for  your  oondescenaioii 
in  thus  honouring  my  poor  house." 

^'  Nay,  for  that  matter,  you  owe  me  but  small  thanks,**  said  Count 
Henry,  carelessly.  '*  There  are  too  many  open  ears  at  the  Groote 
Gasthuys  for  sucn  converse  as  we  must  hold  together  this  night.  Here, 
at  least,  we  may  be  pretty  secure  of  not  being  overheard." — Van  Diest 
drew  in  his  breath  hard. — "  But  you  have  been  already  at  work,  I  see," 
continued  Brederode,  pointing  to  the  scattered  papers  before  them. 

'^  I  have  been  hastily  drawing  up  some  forms  of  application  to  the 
French  Protestant  princes  and  leaders,  as  you  desired.  They  are  ready 
for  your  approval.  I  have  addressed  each  party  diflerently,  as  you  will 
perceive — ^urging  each  with  the  motives  that  are  most  likely  to  have 
weight  with  him,  and  which  my  knowledge  of  their  individual  characters 
renders  an  easy  matter  to  me.  I  am  sorry  that  my  long  absence  from 
home  prevents  my  making  myself  as  useful  here." 

^'  Each  of  us  has  his  uses,'*  said  Brederode.  "  We  have  honest 
burghers  and  merchants,  like  that  rare  fellow,  Paul  van  Meeren,  to  lend 
us  money,  and  treat  with  the  more  zealous  and  headstrong  of  our  per- 
suasion, men  whose  hearts  are  iron  and  whose  hands  are  of  gold.  We 
have  wild  and  daring  scapegraces,  ready  to  brave  danger  for  danger's 
sake,  like  the  brothers  Van  der  Noot,  of  Brussels ;  needful  tools  in  a 
conspiracy ;  usefld  in  arresting  and  cleaning  out  a  messenger,  easing  him 
of  his  packets,  and  other  small  matters  that  might  not  suit  the  over- 
scrupulous. Then,  have  we  blindly-devoted,  lion-hearted  beings,  such 
as  Louis  of  Nassau,  of  whom  we  reckon  many  in  our  ranks,  though  their 
names  be  not  so  illustrious.  But  what  we  may  chiefly  pride  ourselves 
upon,  as  the  most  necessary  and  efiicacious  of  all  powers  in  case  matters 
come  to  the  worse,  is  the  possession  of  experienced  captains  to  guide  our 
valour — men  whose  voices  have  been  heard  on  the  battle-field ;  who  have 
led  soldiers  to  face  the  enemy  of  their  creed ;  who  are  familiar  with  the 
details  of  a  party  war.  Such  a  one,  I  am  happy  to  say,  we  possess  in 
Captain  Anthony  Bomberg." 

The  veteran  smiled  grimly,  and  gave  his  rooustachio  a  fiercer  twist  at 
this  well-turned  and  graciously  received  compliment. 

"  Certainly,"  said  he,  "  a  man  who  has  fought  under  the  banner  of  a 
Conde,  and  by  the  side  of  a  Schwendi,  cannot  be  supposed  to  be  ignorant 
of  the  art  of  war.  It  were  a  false  modesty — unworthy  of  a  man  to 
admit  siich  a  thing.  And  all  who  have  known  Bomberg  throughout  his 
long,  and  not  inglorious  career,  must  own  that  no  other  motive  but  that 
of  defending  an  oppressed  and  pure  religion  against  its  bigoted  perse- 
cutors, ever  swayed  his  arm.  1  come  back,  my  lord,  as  poor  as  I  went, 
and  my  claims  on  the  world's  favour  are  but  few.  I  am  a  zealous  Pro- 
testant— a  bold  soldier.     The  first  from  the  choice  of  my  reason,  the 
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iMa  horn  the  instinct  of  my  nature.     Bat  I  know  nothing,  and  care 
lor  nothing  in  this  woiid,  bejond  my  Bible  and  my  sword." 

'^  Blades  thns  firmly  tempered  are  inestimable  in  the  impending  crisis," 
sud  Brederode.  "  Such  a  one,  too,  shall  we  find  in  the  Lord  <^  Thou- 
louse ;  and  I  know  little  of  the  consequences  of  Of^pression,  if  it  nerve 
not  every  arm  to  resist — if  it  make  not  of  every  Fleming  a  hero.  Bat 
to  return  to  these  matters  in  France.  You  have  served  long  in  die  reli- 
gious wars  of  that  country?" 

"Your  pardon,  my  lord,"  said  Bomberg,  '^but  yon  mentioned  not 
the  Prince  of  Orange  among  your  allies;  yet  I  was  led  to  think '* 

"  True  ;  I  forgot  him,"  replied  Brederoae,  with  a  smile. 

"  Were  you,  then,  sir  count,  merely  casting  up  the  sum  of  your  tools, 
and  not  that  of  your  fellow-labourers  in  a  great  cause  V  demanded  die 
old  soldier,  in  a  tone  that  startled  the  more  courtly  Brederod^  and  eaosed 
him  to  draw  his  diair  further  from  the  irritated  hero. 

*^  Pacify  yourself,  my  good  sir;  no  harm  was  meant,"  replied  Brederode, 
with  a  smile,  though  nb  first  fWeliDg  had  been  one  of  haughty  surprise, 
which  he  had  trouble  to  suppress — for  Brederode,  though  imperadvely 
taught  by  his  duties  and  necessities,  as  a  chief  of  party,  the  art  of  con- 
ciliation, was  endowed  by  nature  with  a  violent  arrogance  of  temper 
which  it  was  at  all  times  difficult  and  sometimes  impossible  for  him  to 
conceaL 

'*  Why,  then,  have  you  not  named  the  wise  William  of  Naasan,  and 
the  great  Egmout?" 

^'  Simply,*'  replied  Brederode,  "  because  the  greats  as  yon  call  him,  is 
not  yet  ours ;  and  the  wise  is  but  a  secret  friend,  whidb,  1  think,  is  moch 
the  same  thing  as  being  none." 

**  Then  why  say,  and  print  publicly,  that  they  have  ahready  strengthened 
our  party  ?" 

^  You  a  captain,  my  worthy  friend,  and  not  know  the  value  of  ftbe 
colours  and  stratagems  ?  Do  you  not  see  that  what  has  been  onoe  re- 
ceived as  an  accomplished  fact,  is  likely  from  the  very  strength  of  dial;  dr- 
cumstance  to  become  one  ?  Then  the  Prince  of  Oran£e  is  not  altogether 
idle.  He  keeps  regiments  of  spies  abroad,  as  does  Madune  de  Panne, 
and  these  legions  of  black  spirits  who  swarm  the  land,  have  helped  both 
parties  to  fight  out  the  battle,  until  now,  on  pretty  fair  ground  without 
the  spilling  of  blood." 

"  Well,  stratagems  and  scouts  are  necessary  in  war,  though  when  I 
catch  one  belonging  to  die  enemy ^" 

The  menacing  speech  of  the  austere  soldier  was  here  suddenly  inter- 
rupted, for  his  eye  at  that  instant  rested  on  a  man's  head  and  shoolders 
boldly  protruding  into  die  apartment  dm>ugh  the  open  casement^  and 
evidently,  by  the  eager  and  peculiarly  knowing  expresaon  of  the  broad 
physiognomy,  completely  absorbed  in  the  act  of  listening. 

'^  There  stands  one  of  the  night  birds  you  were  speaking  of,  mj 
lord  count;  but  whether  the  property  of  friend  or  foe,  I  leave  yoa  to 
decide;"  and  he  coolly  pointed  out  the  culprit  to  his  companion's  atten- 
tion. 

The  more  hasty  Brederode  rose ;  and,  darting  at  die  offender,  grasped 
him  tightly  by  the  rufi^  and  inquired,  with  a  voice  of  thunder,  ^^  What  he 
was  doing  there  ?" 

^'  Listening,"  said  Van  Diest,  meekly. 
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'*  LiBtenii^!  yoa  bold  yarlet — prying  into  our  secretB  !" 
*^  Don't  keep  min  so  long  at  the  window,"  said  fiomberg;  '^  faring  him 
in — we  can,  then,  despatch  him  at  our  leisure." 

''Not  so  quick,  my  yahant  captain.     We  are  not  here  in  a  French 
camp,  but  in  a  quiet  peaceful  city ;  and  Our  Lady  forgive  me,  I  think 
man  bears  a  Flemish  tongue  in  his  head,  for  all  that  his  action  be  so 

Ereheosible.     Step  in,  fellow,'^  continued  the  count,  imperatiTely;  '^  let  us 
ear  all  about  you." 

Brederode  had  no  need  of  repeating  his  order,  for  at  the  very  first  in* 
vitation  the  trembling  Van  Diest  jumped  into  the  roooL 

''  I  will  tell  the  truth,  and  notmng  but  the  truth,**  ezdaimed  he; ''  bnt» 
for  the  Virgin's  sake,  harm  me  not,  my  lords.  I  am  no  spy,  I  assure 
yott!" 

'*  You  are  an  eavesdropper,  at  least,  orrah !"  said  Bomberg,  sternly. 
''  For  whom,  or  for  what  purpose  were  you  listening  to  what  ooucemt 
you  not?" 

^  For  my  own  pleasure,"  timidly  put  in  Van  Diest. 

^^ Pshaw !"  said  the  soldier,  with  a  shrug  expressive  of  the  utmost  dis- 
belief;  <<  I'm  not  to  be  trifled  with!" 

''  W^  I  am  half  tempted  to  believe  him,'*  said  Brederode,  who  had 
been  scanning  the  person  and  countenance  of  Van  Diest,  with  a  look  that 
lost  more  and  more  of  its  severity  as  it  became  prolonged.  ''  Come,  % 
Curiosity,  give  a  true  account  of  yourself  and  speak  out  like  a  man." 

Van  Diest  now  entered  into  a  detail  of  his  night's  adventure,  which, 
from  hawing  been  tolerably  concise  at  first,  became  gradually  elongated, 
as  the  narrator  warmed  with  his  subject  and  was  less  influenced  by  fear, 
until  he  fell  back  into  his  natural  circumlocutory  style. 

Bomberg,  more  than  once,  lost  patience,  but  Brederode,  on  the  con* 
trary,  became  deeply  interested  in  that  part  of  the  narrative  which  re- 
ferred to  the  inquisitorial  visit  at  Master  Cornelius  van  Heeren's;  ibr 
Van  Diest  prudently  avoided  any  mention  of  his  vi^t  to  Brussels,  and 
what  he  had  there  seen  of  Chievosa.  When,  however,  he  came  to  hia 
own  adventures  of  that  night,  and  told  how  he  had  been  first  taken  for 
his  Satanic  Majesty  by  an  aged  crone,  next,  by  a  young  frail  one,  for  a 
gay  gallant,  he  made  such  an  impression  upon  his  listeners,  that  when 
he  came  to  the  point  where  two  grave  conspirators  mistook  him  for  a 
spy,  Brederode  laughed  outright ;  and  even  Bomberg^s  grisly  moustachio 
aeemed  to  curl  with  a  passing  smile. 

Luckily  for  Van  Diest,  he  had  the  less  difficulty  in  convincing  hia 
auditors  of  his  identity,  that  his  brother  was  personally  known  to  both 
gentlemen;  and  there  was  an  undeniable  family  resemblance  between  the 
two  old  bachelors. 

"  The  moral  of  this  story  is  twofold,"  said  Bomberg,  turning  to 
Brederode.  *'One  lesson  which  I  shall  reap  from  it  is  never  again  to 
seek  secrecy  in  an  abandoned  turret.  I  shall  remember  that  others  be- 
sides cats  may  be  taking  pleasure* trips  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  on  the 
adjacent  roots  and  balconies;  and  you,  master  long  ears,  shoidd  remem- 
ber in  future  that  listening  to  other  men*s  secrets  may  cost  honest 
buighers  their  ears.  You  are  happy  to  have  found  a  friend  in  the 
count,  or  I  should  have  put  myself  to  the  trouble  of  slitting  yours  with 
my  own  hands." 

'*  It  might  have  put  you  to  some  inconvenience,"  replied  Van  IMest, 
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in  his  usual  unruffled  manner.     '^  We  of  the  Netherlands  are  a  peaceful 
face;  hut,  when  attacked^  we  can  sell  our  lives  as  dearly  as  other  men." 

'*  There  spoke  the  spirit  of  a  countryman,"  said  Brederode;  **and 
for  the  sake  of  that  claim  much  must  be  forgiven,  yftmed  by  experi- 
ence, I  trust  Master  van  IMest  mH  not  err  thus  again.  Besides,  we 
must  remember  that  he  fell  into  temptation,  and  did  not  seek  it.  But 
you  were  saying,  sir  captiun,  the  lesson  of  this  night  was  twofold ;  I 
should  be  more  inclined  to  esteem  it  threefold.  What  think  you  of  an 
inoffensive  burgher  being  thus  torn  from  his  home  in  the  very  teeth  of 
the  regent's  promises?  Methinks  it  is  4  positive  slight  and  derinon  to 
imrselves,  and  an  infringement  of  her  pledg^  word-— a  deceiving  of  our 
trust,  is  it  not?" 

**  Woman's  ways  and  woman^s  wiles,**  said  Bomberg — "  we  have  had 
enough  of  them,  with  that  aroh  spirit  of  evil,  Catherine  de  Medici.  I 
know  but  one  way  of  untying  knots  of  crafty  policy,  whether  of  prince  or 
princess — and  that's  with  the  sword." 

<' It  must  come  to  that  in  the  end/'  sud  Brederode,  thocigfatfQlly& 
'^but  we  are  prepared.  This  circumstance  is  rather  favouraUe  thin 
otherwise  to  our  views — ^but  I  forget,  we  are  not  alone.  We  need  not 
exact  any  oath  of  secrecy  from  honest  Master  van  Diest,  a  promise  ef 
silence  will  be  all  that  is  necessary.  He  must  be  fully  awaie,  in  sfWka 
of  the  neutral  sentiments  he  professes,  that  to  seek  to  diaoredit  «ar 
cause  would  be  neither  a  handsome  nor  a  safe  proceeding." 

The  worthy  man  was  then  dismissed,  with  courtesy  and  kindness^  by 
Brederode,  but  Bombers,  who  led  him  down  stairs  to  the  lioiiso«^ooiV; 
before  opening  it,  launched  out  into  a  severe  reprimand  Ibr  that  sights 
transCTcssion,  and  uttered  threats  of  condign  punishment  in  ease  ofiti 
ever  oeiug  repeated.  He  had,  out  of  respect  to  fi^erode^  reatraintd 
iumself  in  his  presence;  but  he  now  gave  way  to  his  wrath  with  th* 
better  grace  that  the  restriction  had  not  cost  him  little. 

Van  Diest  thought  he  had  never  known  what  the  pleasure  of  walkiag 
a  street  might  be,  before  he  had  experienced  the  inconvenieaee  of  si  pioc 
menade  on  the  roofs.  He  hurried  home,  and,  without  inq[airifig  after 
the  fate  of  Cornelia,  or  even  listening  to  the  wdl-deserved  leetuse  of 
his  housekeeper  upon  the  enormity  of  coming  home  so  late,  haatenod  to> 
his  chamber,  to  commune  with  himself.  His  reflections,  doubtless^  par^i 
took  of  the  cheerful^  hopeful  tone  of  his  constitution ;  for  he  soon  felL 
asleep,  in  spite  of  the  many  threatening  clouds  that  were  beginning- 'to 
gather  around  his  hitherto  calm  horizon. 
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WAS   JULIUS   C^SAR  A   DANDY? 
bt  xb8.  edward  thomas. 

Chapteb  L 

(  Tmaginwi-Toiis  Toir  on  homme  fiut  k  plaisir,  nn  de  ces  h^roB  de  roman  qui 
D'araient  qu*ji  se  monstrer  poor  cauter  des  iDsonmieB  anx  princesset.  Ajoatons 
ik  cela  que  la  nature,  qui  mele  ordinairement  ses  dons,  Tavait  dou^  de  beaucoup 
d'esprit  et  de  Taleur :  c'etait  un  cayalier  parfait. — Gil  Blab, 

It  needs  no  ghost  to  come  from  the  grave  to  inform  us  that  Julius 
Cnsar  was  a  scholar,  a  soldier,  and  a  patriot ;  that,  like  Moses,  he  was 
skilled  in  all  the  learning  of  the  Egyptians — that,  like  Alexander,  he  was 
oouiagsous  to  the  very  verge  of  raAnness — ^that,  like  Marcus  Curtius,  he 
was  patriotic  even  unto  death.  But  was  he  also  a  dandy?  &  petit-maiiref 
an  exquisite?  a  lady-killer?  Was  he  at  charges  for  a  looking-glass? 
Did  he  entertain  some  score  or  two  of  tailors?  Could  he  caper  as 
nhnbly  in  a  lady's  chamber  as  he  could  fight  in  the  fields  of  Spain  and 
Gaul  ?  And,  lastly,  could  he  swear  with  Touchstone  that  he  had  heen 
a  courtier — that  he  had  trod  a  measure — flattered  a  lady — ^been  politic 
with  his  friend -^smooth  with  his  enemy  ?  Questions  grates — mats,  are 
they  unanswerable?  Nous  fferrons.  Dare  I  proceed  ?  Do  I  not  cower 
beneath  the  flight  of  recondite  daws,  now  soaring  in  the  seventh  heaven 
of  transcendentalism?  who  would  descend  at  one  fell  swoop  to  peck  at 
the  pooir  little  heart  I  thus  wear  upon  my  sleeve,  if  I  should  IeuI  to  demon- 
state^  most  irrefragably,  that  the  erudite  author  of  the  **  Commentaries'' 
par  excellence  waa  equally  profound  in  penning  a  biUet^doux ;  and 
that  he  who  so  dauntlessly  leaped  off  the  pier  at  Phar,  swimming  with 
one  hand  and  holding  his  precious  books  in  the  other,  would  all  as  fear- 
lessly have  crossed  the  Hellespont  to  convey  a  sonnet  on  Hero's  eyebrow 
m  the  same  state  of  preservation  ;  that,  in  fact,  he  could  filer  U  par 
fait  amour,  and  boast  in  t^e  boudoir,  as  well  as  of  his  easy  conquest  over 
Phaniaces  at  the  battle  of  Zela,  ''  Veni,  vidi,  vici  /"  In  this  opinion  I 
am  happily  borne  out  by  the  most  impartial  of  historians,  Hooke,  who 
thus  observes :  "  It  seems  to  be  agreed  that  he  was  what  is  called  a  man 
of  pleasure,  and  was  much  in  favour  with  the  women."  And  again  the 
same  veracious  writer  remarks,  a  few  pages  further  on,  ''  Hitherto  all  that 
we  have  learnt  of  Cs&sar  is,  that  he  was  of  the  first  class  of  the  nobles,  a 
rake  in  early  years,  and  a  spendthrift,  but  remarkably  brave  and  intrepid, 
magnanimous,  polite,  eloquent,  generous,  and  liberal  even  to  profusion." 
What  requisites  to  charm  and  captivate  !  Who  could  resist  the  brave, 
the  generous,  and  the  open-hearted? 

To  these  mental  qualifications  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that  he 
added  all  the  advantages  of  art  and  elegance;  the  luxury  and  extravagance 
of  the  age  in  which  he  lived  being  proverbial ;  nothing  in  the  known  world 
exceeding  the  prodigality  of  the  Romans,  both  as  regards  dress,  and  also 
in  their  immoderate  use  of  the  most  expensive  perfumes;  for,  in  their 
THJERMiE,  or  baths,  we  find  that  a  room,  called  the  Unctuariumy  was  ap- 
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propriated  to  the  anointiog  of  the  hathers  ;  and  here,  previoualy  to  their 
entering  the  baths,  they  made  use  of  a  cheap  and  coarse  oil  for  the  purpose; 
but,  on  returning  from  their  ablutions,  they  employed  fine  odoriferooi 
ointments,  whidi  were  abundantly  supplied,  and  with  which  they  oare« 
fully  anointed  their  bodies.  Balsams,  oils,  and  unguents  of  the  moit 
costly  descriptions  were  arranged  round  the  apartment,  in  pots  and  vases^ 
containing  extract  of  violet,  cinnamon,  orange-flower,  mint,  balm,  pounded 
ambergris,  musk,  frankincense,  myrrh,  and,  more  choice  still,  unguenium 
irinum,  oil  made  from  the  iris,  and  a  variety  of  others  equally  choice  and 
fragrant,  with  which  they  lubricated  their  eyebrows,  hair,  necs^  beady  moi 


It  is  not  likely,  therefox^  that  un  hommt.si  disHngvS  neglectad  may 
of  the  means  and  appliances  then  in  vogue  to  assist  him  in  his  numerous 
qffairet  du  cceur.  Indeed,  mention  is  frequently  made  of  Osaar's 
nicety  in  that  reapect ;  par  example:  CieeEO  aaw  a  young  man  reeling 
home  one  morning  from  a  drunken  debauch,  as  he  was  goin^  to  the 
fiorum ;  he  staggered  against  one  of  his  attendants,  and  slightly  jraratchiag 
his  essenced  locks  with  his  fore-finger,  hiocuped  an  apology.  ''Ah I 
that  young  qiark  will  dishonour  his  forefathen,'^  obaerved  Cieevo  ;  ''  he 
will  never  come  to  good."  It  was  Caesar.  Cicero  again  aMiidoti  to  the 
beautiful  arrangement  of  his  hair,  when,  ss  quaintly  nanrates  Plotarafa^ 
^  Therefore,  Cicero,  like  a  wise  shipmaster  that  feareth  the  eahnneis  ef 
the  sea,  was  the  first  man  that,  mistrusting  his  manner  of  dealing  in  llie 
commonwealth,  found  out  his  craft  and  malice,  which  he  eunniqg^ 
cloaked  under  the  habit  of  outward  oonrtesy  and  fiuniliarify.  And  yet|" 
■aid  he,  *'  when  I  consider  how  finely  he  combeth  his  fiiixe  bnsh  of  hain^ 
and  how  smooth  it  lyeth,  and  that  I  see  him  sorateh  his  head  with  one 
finger  only,  my  mind  gives  me  then,  that  such  a  kind  of  man  ahouUL  not 
have  so  wicked  a  thought  in  his  head  as  to  o¥erthrow  the  ttete  of  tht 
oommonwealth. " 

''Unico  digitulo  scalpit  caput" — scmk^iing  the  head  with  a  aogli 
finger — ^was  learnt  by  the  Romans  from  the  young  fopa  of  Greece,  after 
their  conquest  of  that  country,  and  hence  adopted  by  Csatar*  But  it  vac 
not  alone  by  his  personal  appearance  that  ne  aimed  to  faaciaatu ;  ha 
studied  to  excel  in  all  that  was  manly  and  commandinr.  ""  He  was*" 
says  Plutardi, ''  so  excellent  a  rider  of  horse  frxim  his  yDu£,  that»  hoUiog 
his  hands  behind  him,  he  would  gallop  his  horse  upon  the  spar.*'  Bbi 
also  received  lessons  in  eloquence  from  the  celebrated  ApoJlowiMa  MolOy 
of  Bhodes,  the  rhetorician,  under  whom  Cicero  had  improved  his  talenta; 
he  even  condescended  to  write  verses ;  and  was  quite  au  /aU  in  all  the 
arts  which  jplease  and  win  the  female  heart.  That  he  was  a  deteted 
admirer  of  the  fiiir  sex  is  universally  admitted.  That  he  idolised  woman 
for  their  grace  and  beauty,  and  venerated  them  for  their  ohaaliify  and 
goodness,  is  sufficiently  proved  by  his  marrii^;e8  with  three  of  die  most 
distinguished  ladies  of  Rome — Cornelia,  the  daughter  of  Cinaa,  Pompsiiw 
the  daughter  of  Pompey  the  Great,  and  Calphumia,  the  daugfatar  of 
Fiso ;  by  his  splendid  frmeral  orations  over  his  aunt  Jnlia^  the  vadov 
ef  Marius,  and  his  own  most  regretted  wife,  Cornelia. 

That  he  had,  too^  a  just  and  dignified  appreciation  of  a  hndMad's 
honour  is  incontestably  evinced  by  lus  divorcement  of  Fompeia,  who^  as 
the  wife  of  Csesar,  oughi  not  to  he  suspected  of  infiddity.     That  he 
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eoold  dkBim  even  the  ennous  and  matignaot,  and  forgiTo  that  whii^  it 
is  most  tr3riiig  to  suhmit  to-'-rufirtfle,  is  dearly  shown  in  his  eonduci  to 
Catullus,  irho^  haTiiig  lampooned  him  in  the  most  sarcaatie  manner,  was 
innted  to  sapper  by  Oesar,  and  treated  so  generously,  that  he  eonFerted 
the  satirical  poet  into  a  firm  and  enduring  friend.  That,  aUs  !  aTailing 
himself  of  the  immunity  afforded  to  vice  in  an  exceedingly  licentious 
age,  he  deemed  it  no  derogation  of  character,  no  prostitution  of  some  of 
the  very  highest  endowments  of  man,  to  expend  a  princely  patrimony  in 
riotous  living,  and  to  employ  his  almost  godlike  talents  to  subvert  and 
betray  those,  but  too  easily  dazried  and  sedooed  by  sook  apparent  supe- 
riority of  intellect  and  munificence  of  behaviour,  is  also  but  too  evident, 
firom  the  details  handed  down  of  his  triumphs  and  successes  in  liber- 
tinism. Yet,  had  he  eonsidefed  his  eonduct  as  eriminal,  as  it  appears 
to  us,  he  would  doubtless  have  been  as  eager  to  reform  as  we  are  to 
censure ;  for  the  really  exalted  mind  levolts  at  the  meanness  of  guilt, 
and  recoils  at  the  ignobleness  of  turpitude  ;  and  the  idea  of  baseness  is 
as  abhorrent  to^  as  it  is  incompatible  with,  a  true  love  of  the  heroic  and 
daring. 

He,  who  could  sigh  at  beholding  a  statue  of  Alexander,  and  reproach 
himself  with  having  aooomplished  noii^t  grand  and  giorioos  at  an  age 
at  which  iht  Macedonian  hero  had  eubdned  the  gieater  part  of  the 
world — he,  who  could  console  himself  fnr  the  loss  o£  iht  fiae  estates 
which  he  had  lavished  amongpst  his  friends,  with  the  thought  that  Hope 
yet  remained  to  him — he,  who  could  never  yield  to  inactivity  whibt 
any  impcnrtant  state  affair  demanded  his  attention,  was  not  likely  to 
mget  mmself  by  culpable  indulgence  or  gross  profligaey.  No— all  that 
can  be  laid  to  hu  serious  charge  on  that  score  appears  to  be  the  failiion- 
aUe  errors  of  a  gallantry  which  rather  seemed  to  lead  an  ^lai  to  valoor 
fbtm  to  dim  its  lustre,  and  which  was  tolerated  amongst  his  dass  as  the 
most  venial  of  all  trespasses  ;  even  so  by  the  more  strict  and  ascetic 
atoics  themselves,  as  is  observable  from  the  unmoved  manner  in  which 
Cato  bore  the  discovery  of  his  ovm  sister  Servilia's  correspondence  with 
Cesar,  absolutdy  sending  a  love-letter  to  him  to  the  forum  while  Cato 
was  engaged  there  in  speaking  of  the  Cataline  consjnracy;  and  vdio^ 
aospecttng  that  it  might  be  from  one  of  the  party  concerned  in  it,  oon- 
Wfing  some  secret  information,  insisted  on  its  being  read  alond  by  Cssar, 
who^  however,  instead  of  comjdying  with  diis  absiBNi  request,  placed  the 
letter,  with  a  quiet  smile,  in  Cato's  hand,  who,  at  a  gUnoe,  perceiving 
who  it  was  really  from,  returned  it,  pettishly  exclaiming,  *^  There,  iot !" 
Ad  instantly  resumed  Ins  discourse. 

This  certainly  appears  an  almost  miparalleled  mark  of  indifference  and 
want  of  delicacy.  Where  was  the  ootborst  of  fraternal  indignation, 
naturally  to  be  expected,  at  this  utter  violation  of  the  duties  of  a  sister, 
a  wife,  and  a  mother?  No  allusbn  is  even  made  to  Cato's  mortified 
-pride — Cato's  anger  and  distress.  As  soon  as  he  was  satisfied  that  the 
letter  in  question  did  not  militate  against  the  state,  he  was  content  to 
anbrnit  to  the  infamous  knowledge  of  a  sister's  shame  and  d^;radation  ; 
and  even  make  a  friend  and  colleague  of  the  man  who  had  wroaght  this 
tfisgraoe* 

It  is  always  necessary  for  the  writer  of  ^  most  simple  sketch  tond^ 
ing  on  veritable  history  never  to  lose  nght  of  the  peculiarities  and  fOr 
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vileges  of  the  period  of  which  he  treats,  or  he  might  starde  ihe  klaiid 
from  its  propriety  with  a  vengeance,  by  that  which  he  depicts  of  a  leas 
civilised  and  moral  people  than  we  happily  can  boast  ourselves  to  b^; 
and  seem,  as  it  were,  to  offer  a  palliation  for  the  excesses  which  he  should 
and  must  condemn. 


Chaftbr  II. 

Alat!  how  light  a  cause  may  move 

Diflsension  between  hearts  tibat  love  I 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried, 

And  sorrow  but  more  closelj  tied; 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  roufi^ 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  off) 

Like  ships  that  hare  gone  down  at  sea, 

When  hearen  was  all  tranquiUitj. 

Moobb's  '<  Ld^  jRoM/* 

It  was  on  his  return  from  Utica,  after  having  terminated  a  war  of 
great  importance,  and  attended  with  extreme  difficulty,  in  little  more 
than  five  months,  that  the  senate  resolved  to  testify  their  gratitude  to 
Csesar,  by  a  succession  of  triumphs  and  honours  more  magnifioent  and 
costly  than  had  ever  before  been  awarded  to  any  mortal,  even  in  the 
splendid  and  pompous  city  of  Rome. 

It  was  decreed  that  there  should  be  feasts  and  rejoicings  for  forty  suc- 
cessive days  to  celebrate  his  late  victory;  that  when  he  triumphed  his 
chariot  should  be  drawn  by  four  white  norses,  as  those  of  Jupiter  and  of 
the  Sun ;  and  that,  besides  the  ordinary  number  of  lictors  belonging  to 
his  offices,  he  should  be  preceded  by  ^u  those  of  his  former  dictatorships. 
He  was  created  dictator  for  ten  years,  and  inspector  of  morals  for  three; 
his  statue  was  placed  in  the  capitol,  opposite  to  that  of  Jupiter,  with  the 
globe  of  the  earth  under  his  feet,  and  with  this  inscription—''  To  Casar, 
the  demigod."  But  all  these  public  demonstrations  of  approval  and 
admiration  did  not  satisfy  the  heart  of  the  conqueror;  did  not  fill  the 
aching  void  of  his  soul;  did  not  soothe  to  peace  the  restlessness  of  de- 
spair and  anxiety,  which  disturbed  its  tranquillity,  in  the  very  midst  of 
popular  exultation.  The  idol  of  the  people  yet  felt  one  nckemng 
vacuum,  one  imperative  desire,  one  yearning  wish— one  feverish  pulse 
throbbed  frequently  and  fearfully ;  and  the  veins  of  the  laurel-wreathed 
brow  grew  large  and  swollen  beneath  the  proud  emblem  of  victory  placed 
on  it,  by  the  potent  will  of  a  devoted  and  transported  nation.  Love  dis- 
tracted the  mind  of  the  hero,  and  rendered  distasteful  the  empty  pageant, 
which  yet  seemed  worthy  to  crown  the  highest  human  ammtion — the 
extremest  of  human  supremacy. 

What  to  him,  at  that  moment,  was  the  unanimous  acclamations  of 
that  vast  and  excited  multitude,  when  the  one  soft  voice  which  was  alone 
welcome  to  his  ear  was  mute  in  the  silence  of  disdain  ?  What  to  him  was 
the  approbation  of  those  countless  eyes  which  foUowed  his  every  move- 
ment, and,  as  they  followed,  adored  and  reverenced,  when  the  sweet  otIm 
for  which  he  only  existed  turned  resentfully  from  his,  seeking  the  base 
earth  to  receive  tneir  precious  tears,  rather  than  shed  them  on  the  had 
'bosom,  fainting  with  anguish,  for  the  scorn  and  sorrow  he  was  forbiddeo 
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either  to  appease  or  mitigate?  Servilia  and  Csesar  had  quarrelled.  Ser-* 
vilia.  the  most  dear  to  his  memory,  the  most  present  to  his  thought— r 
Servilia,  for  whom  he  had  violated,  the  innocent  trust  of  a  virtuous  wife, 
and  impoverished  the  fortjune  of  his  successors-r^Serviha,  for  whom  it 
was  no  sacrifice  to  forget  all,  to  give  up  all. 

She  had  heard  a  vague  report  of  his  being  subdued  by  the  suppli- 
cations of  the  fair  young  wife  of  one  of  the  revolting  citizens,  and  re- 
warding her  entreaties  by  granting  a  free  pardon  to  her  husband ;  and 
too  guilty  herself  to  conceive  that  sucli  clemency  arose  from  aught  save 
a  criminal  admiration  of  the  interesting  suppHcant,  she  became  jealous 
and  indignant,  and  nourished  the  unfounded  anger  of  her*  heart  yet  more 
by  recalling  to  mind  the  real  proofs  of  fickleness  and  infidelity  of  which 
she  could  accuse  him.  She  Knew  but  too  well  the  ineonstancy  of  his 
nature,  and  the  latitude  he  allowed  himself  on  all  occasions  when  his 
taste  was  captivated  or  his  imagination  inflamed ;  and  she  also  knew,  alas, 
firom  her  own  ofl-times  secretly  and  deeply  deplored  deviation  from  rec- 
titude, how  irresistible  was  the  homage  of  him  whom  all  homaged  ;  how 
elating  the  idea  of  having  the  mighty  victor  of  fifty  battles  an  humble 
anitor  for  one  chary  smile,  one  gentle  word.  She  thought  of  his  early 
love  for  Fulviai  his  passion  for  Cleopatra,  his  more  shameless  intrigue 
with  Mucia,  and  she  felt  mortifi^  and  disparaged  that  charms  so  sur? 
passing,  so  matchless  as  hers  weve  universally  acknowledged  to  be,  should 
be  employed  to  fan  the  chilled  and  expiring  embers  of  a  worn  and  blase 
heart  She  considered  herself  outraged  tibat  Caesar  should,  under  any 
temptation,  have  forgotten  his  sworn  allegiance  to  her,  and  surrender 
lumself  to  the  passing  attractions  of  another ;  and  she  avoided,  with  the 
most  pertinacious  obstinacy,  all  explanation,  all  justification,  and  turned 
with  sickening  disgust  from  the  reconciliation  proffered  so  earnestly  and 
so  humbly;  rejoiced  to  find  that  her  implacability  could  mar  the  brightest 
hear  of  his  triumphant  prosperity,  fmd  cast  a  shadow  over  the  refulgence 
of  his  noon  of  glory. 

.  Were  it  not  for  these  futile  paroxysms  of  maddening  jealousy,  these 
tartuiing  recurrences  of  doubt  and  mistrust,  the  career  of  the  vicious 
would  gilde  on  too  smoothly,  too  serenely,  to  afford  encouragement  to 
the  virtuous  struggler  on  the  tempestuous  ocean  of  adversity,  or  furnish 
a. moral  to  the  uprightness  which  yet  remains  faithful  to  tne  duties  to 
which  it  is  pledged.  But,  like  an  incurable  canker,  these  eat  into  the 
depraved  heart,  and  rankle  and  fester  therCj  to  the  destruction  of  peace 
bere,  or  hope  of  peace  hereafter. 

CsesaTi  a  prey,  too,  to  the  most  harassing  disquietude,  the  most  painful 
suspense,  felt  that  he  must  be  instantly  reconciled  to  the  imperious  womant 
who  so  ungenerously,  so  tyrannically  used  her  influence  over  him,  or  b% 
despite  of  grandeur,  glory,  pomp,  and  fame,  utterly  and  irretrievably 
Wretched*  He  felt  that  he  must  have  one  day,  one  whole  day  of  exculpation 
and  forgiveness  with  her — must  give  himself  up  uninterruptedly  and  un* 
restrainedly  for  twelve  blissful  hoxirs  to  the  encnantment  of  her  witching 
thraldom,  and  be  led  ci^tive  in  his  turn.  So,  at  the  tennloation  of  the 
tedious  and  wearisome  ceremonies,  so  briUiant,  so  gratifying  to  every  indi- 
^dual  who  shared  them,  save  him  for  whom  they  were  expressly  intended 
to  delight,  he  resolved,  as  a  means  of  obtaining  the  wished-for  interview 
with  Servilia,  to  dedicate  his  long-projected  temple  to  Venus  Pandem08» 
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making  Servilia  to  understand  that  she  was  in  reality  the  goddess  whooi 
he  thus  immortalised.  Pleased  with  the  flattering  complimeMt^  and  won 
hy  his  humility,  she  consented  to  accept  the  invitation  which  he  had  aent^ 
'^  to  grace  with  her  presence  the  august  scene,  and  hy  so  doii^  seesre  to 
him  a  far  greater  triumph  than  any  one  of  those  just  ceMrated  to  hb 
honour." 

After  her  customary  hath  of  asses'  milk,  and  a  eopiooa  appIicatioB  of 
the  cosmetics  at  that  time  in  tudi  esteem,  she  repaired  tlntlwr,  aecxNn- 
panied  by  her  farourite  attendants,  and  looking  quite  aa  lov^y  as  the  ardent 
and  impatient  Caesar  had  depicted  her  in  Ms  really  layishly  embeBithnig 
imagination.  Nay,  animated  by  gratified  vanity  at  this  openly  avowed 
oblation  to  her  beauty,  and  glad  of  the  opportunity  thus,  as  it  were,  forced 
upon  her  by  an  almost  imperial  eomnunid  to  be  friends  once  more  witk 
Imn  whom  she  was  beginning  to  nncerely  regret  having  disticwwd,  and, 
perhaps,  somewhat  estranged  by  her  severity,  without  compromising  her 
self-love  by  appearing  to  se^  a  reconciHatton  ;  her  chedc  wove  a  man 
vivid  hue,  her  eye  a  more  refulgent  lustre,  and  her  lip  a  moiw  radiant 
smile  than  they  ¥rere  wont,  even  wi^  one  who  was  all  artifice  and  dis- 
simulation ;  and,  determined  to  regain  every  atom  of  her  old  and  dan* 
gerous  empire  over  his  too  credulous  and  enamoured  heart,  ahe  height- 
ened all  her  personal  charms  by  the  most  gentle  and  subdued  demeanov, 
which  to  him,  who  had  expected  only  either  sulknness  or  indignatioii, 
was  as  surprising  as  it  was  deHghtfuL 

Reclining  in  the  porch  of  the  temple  upon  the  snmptaons  enthioos  so 
indispensable  to  Roman  ease  and  luxury,  and  literally  overshadowed  by 
the  profusion  of  rare  exotics  forming  the  temporary  bowers,  beneani 
which  an  elegant  repast  was  arranged,  and  wnieh,  beeidea  lending  a 
grateful  coolness  to  the  fervid  heat  of  a  cloudless  summer'a  day,  alw 
wplayed  that  true  patrician  recklessness  of  expense  which  distinguished 
all  the  festivals  of  Rome, — ServiKa,  eager  to  listen  to  the  honeyed  justifi- 
cation which  was  to  convince  her  that  she  still  reigned  paramount  over  the 
victorious,  the  redoubtable,  the  enslaved  Cnsar,  soon  dismissed  the  £ur 
dancing-girls  of  Egypt,  the  tender  minstr^  of  Iberia,  irho  had  been 
exerting  their  graceful  talents  for  her  amusement  and  pleasure* 

He,  as  he  poured  out  the  strong  emotion  of  his  impassioned  sool, 
watched  with  intense  interest  and  anxiety  eveiy  variation  of  the  dumge- 
fnl  countenance  on  which  his  g^aze  was  immovably  fixed,— to  read,  by 
its  expression,  the  fluctuations  of  the  heart  he  was  so  desirous  to  com- 
pletely tranquillise  and  charm.  He  marked  the  gradual  di^rsion  of 
ihe  mists  of  doubt  yet  obscuring  the  dawn  <^  reawakening  a&etion; 
and  he  awaited,  with  the  utmost  solicitude,  until  that  beautiful  faee  wore 
an  aspect  of  perfect  and  entire  serenity;  then,  when  he  saw  Aat  Scr- 
vilia*s  conBdence  in  his  protestations  was  quite  restored,  as  a  recompense 
for  her  gracious  forgiveness  he  drew  from  out  the  ample  folds  of  hii 
robe  a  small  curiously  carved  golden  casket,  and  calling  her  immediate 
attention  to  the  action,  opened  it  carefully,  and  revealed  to  her  daaded 
and  delighted  eyes  a  pearl  for  which  he  had  paid  the  enoimoos  warn  of 
fifty  thousand  pounds,  and  which,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,*  he 
fdaced  on  her  beautiful  bosom. 
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Alas,  for  the  fndlty  of  woman !  that  dumh  jewel  had  more  weight 
in  adyocating  his  cause  than  all  the  flow  of  his  most  pleading  elo- 
quence; and  kissing  the  noUe  brow,  whose  partial  baldness  he  had  so  glo- 
riously covered  with  laurels,  she  protested  that  no  latent  suspicions 
should  erer  again  mar  the  feKci^  which  liie  confessed  she  alone  derived 
from  his  generous  and  devotea  attachment,  the  continuance  of  which 
would  ensure  her  happiness  for  ever. 

Little  did  he  think,  as  he  laid  his  unsuspecting  head  in  the  lap  of 
loveliness,  and  resigned  himself  to  the  dreamy  rapture  of  that  intoxicating 
hour,  that  the  fair  creature  then  bending  over  him  so  tenderly  and  so 
timidly,  would,  in  the  space  of  a  few  short  years,  leaad  an  unap[»dled  ear 
to  the  suggestions  of  his  assassins,  aid  theur  pUms  for  his  murder,  and, 
firom  the  Yerj  spot  with  vriuch  his  prodigal  infieituation  had  so  richly  en- 
dowed her,  calmly  see  the  base  conspirators  issue  forth  to  strike  thai 
astounding  blow  tnat  filled  all  Rome  with  amaaement  and  horror !  Little 
did  he  think,  whilst  listening  to  her*  siren  voice,  whilst  receiving  her  false 
and  flattering  caresses,  that  the  idolised  bosom  which  he  had  just  adorned 
woold,  at  no  distant  period,  actually  foster  the  serpent  to  strength  and 
▼igoor  whose  envenoined  sting  vras  to  wound  him  unto  death! — little 
dia  he  think,  as  he  bowed  his  netk  to  the  yoke  of  the  enchaining  arms 
now  encircling  him,  that,  ere  long,  the  arm  of  her  very  son  would  be 
stretched  forth,  in  all  the  fury  of  blind  enthusiasm,  to  smite  the  proud 
rictor,  the  supposed  tyrant  to  the  earth ! — ^little  did  he  think,  whilst 
gaaing  in  those  soft,  earnest  eyes,  that,  almost  before  the  brightness  of 
their  gleam  had  departed  from  his  soul,  his  own  would  be  daricened  by 
the  mantle  which  he  should  draw  over  them  in  the  hurry  of  tetrified 
despair,  to  shut  out  the  awful  sight  of  the  incensed — the  beloved — the 
ungrateful  Brutus,  whose  upraised  sword  vras  about  to  pieree  his  bene* 
fretor — ^his  saviour — as  if,  in  beholding  such  unheard-of  treadiery,  he  haa 
indeed  seen  enough  of  such  a  faithless  worid  as  this  I  But  it  is  so  through- 
cmt  vrith  the  profligate  and  sinful,  and  in  the  case  of  Cssar  was  no  exception 
made;  for,  in  the  closing  hour  of  his  brief  and  brilliant  existence,  he  felt,  in 
all  the  p(ngnancy  of  the  bitterest  self-accusation  and  remorse,  that  **  the 
gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices  make  instruments  to  scourge  us." 
As  is  clearly  shown  in  his  passive  non-resistance  to  the  attack  of  the 
jonth  who,  in  thus  ima^ning  to  serve  his  country,  did,  in  fact,  avenge  a 
mother^s  dishonour. 

"*  Cicero  reckons  it  among  the  soledsms  of  the  time  that  the  mother  of  the 
tyrant-killer  should  hold  the  estate  of  one  of  her  son's  accomplices  (the  lands  and 
villa  of  Pontius  Aquila,  one  of  the  conspirators,  bestowed  on  her  bj  Julius  CaesarX 
and  her  having  sudi  a  share  in  all  the  counsels  of  Brutus,  made  Cicero  the  leas 
inclined  to  enter  into  them,  or  to  be  concerned  with  one  whom  he  could  not  tmst. 
*'Wben  he  is  influenced  so  much,"  be  sajs,  ''by  his  mother's  advice,  or,  at 
least,  her  entreaties,  why  should  I  interpose  myself  ?** — Hooks. 
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BBIXO    THE   TSNTU   CHAPTER  OF    <<  INCmENTS    OF   THE   EOAI>;   OR, 
FA88AGB8  FROM  THE  LIFE  OF  A  COMMERCIAL.  TEAVXU.ER." 

Br  Joseph  Anthony,  Jun. 

He  that  giyes  his  mind  to  obserre,  will  meet  with  many  things  even  in  vnlgir 
life  worthy  of  obfierration. — Bacov. 

The  commercial-room  of  the  principal  hotel  la  the  town  of  H , 

was  one  of  the  hest  that  I  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  during  my  jonmey- 
in^  in  the  South  of  England.  Spacious,  lofty,  and  well  carpeted,  its 
oaJK-panelled  walls  adorned  with  paintings  and  engravings,  its  hand«om<^ 
massively-framed  mirror,  and  its  deep  bay  windows,  with  rich  red  cur* 
tains  di^t,  presented  to  the  eye  at  once  a  combination  of  comfort  and 
elegance.  Very  possible  is  it,  however,  to  be  in  very  snug  quarters,  and 
yet  be  very  dull.  Alone,  one  winter's  evening,  tlus  was  unpleasantly  ex* 
emplified  in  myself,  whilst  located  in  the  quarters  I  have  described,  wheOf 
after  a  brief-lived,  yellow,  sickly  sort  of  November  day,  night  came  on, 
and  found  me  alone  and  unoccupied.  I  had  finished  my  letters,  speOed 
the  town  and  country  papers  over  and  over  again,  inspected  ror  the 
hundredth  time  the  paintings  on  the  wall,  and  then,  drawing  a  chair  up 
to  the  fire,  sat  to  cogitate  now  I  might  best  dispel  the  ennui  which  was 
fast  creeping  upon  me,  without  books,  without  companionshm,  and  the 
prospect  of  a  long  dreary  evening  before  me.  Whilst  in  this  mood,  it 
occurred  to  me  that  the  theatre  might  possibly  be  open,  and  although  my 
former  visits  to  the  place  had  given  me  anything  but  a  £eiyourabTe  im- 
pression of  the  drama  as  there  represented,  it  was  with  no  little  interest 
that  I  rang  the  bell  to  make  the  inquiry. 

^'  Any  performance  to-night  at  the  theatre,  waiter?^  I  inquired,  as 
that  functionary  entered. 

**  Yes,  sir ;  and  this  is  the  new  actor,  Mr.  Steerer's,  first  night," 

[The  real  name  of  the  debutant  I  suppress,  as  Steerer,  for  aught  I 
know  to  the  contrary,  may  still  belong  to  the  profession.] 

"  Mr.  Who?"  I  again  mquired,  on  hearing  the  waiter's  words,  endea- 
vouring, though  vainly,  to  recal  the  name  to  my  recollection,  even  as 
that  of  a  provincial  star. 

"  Mr.  Steerer,  sir,"  he  returned ;  "  he  is  a  schoolmaster,  and  never 
acted  before,  and  to-night  makes  his  first  appearance ;  but  indeed  I  think 
they  are  only  gammoning  him.     Here,  sir,  is  a  bill  of  the  nlayr* 

I  hastily  ran  my  eye  over  it,  and  perceived  that  the  first  piece  an- 
nounced for  representation  was  '<  Charles  the  Second,  or  the  Meny 
Monarch;"  the  part  of  Rochester  by  Mr.  Steerer,  his  first  appearance  on 
any  stage. 

"A  schoolmaster — gammoning  him — first  appearance," — I  mentally 
exclaimed,  whilst  recalling  the  waiter's  words ;  "  there  is  novelty,  however, 
to  recommend  the  entertainment;"  and  finding  that  the  time  announced 
for  commencing  the  performance  was  near,  I  set  out  for  that  temple  of 

the  drama,  whose  frontage,  in  the  town  of  H ^  is  ornamented  with 

busts  of  Garrick  and  some  of  his  most  eminent  contemporaries  of  the 
sock  and  buskin. 
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At  this  theatre,  I  was  one  night  witness  to  a  somewhat  ludicrous  cir- 
cumstance, unconnected  with  the  business  of  the  stage,  and  which,  as  it 
DOW  occurs  to  me — leaving  the  stage-struck  pedagogue  awhile^-I  will 
here  relate. 

A  great  star,  from  London,  was  to  shine  on  the  occasion  to  which  I 
allude,  for  that  night  only.  The  house  was  crowded  to  an  overflow.  It 
was  the  height  of  summer,  and  very — very  hot.  Every  avmlable  place 
was  occupied,  except  one  rather  small  box  over  the  stage,  the  top  of  the 
tier,  and  whic^  1  believe  was  called  the  manager's.  Soon  after  ^e  per- 
formance had  commenced,  the  attention  of  the  audience  was  attracted  to 
the  box  alluded  to,  by  the  appearance  therein  of  a  somewhat  remarkable- 
looking  personage.  He  wore  mustachios,  and  a  profusion  of  curls  hung 
over  his  shoulders.  His  hands  glittered  with  rings>  whilst  the  also 
sparkling  studded  bosom  of  his  shirt  was  crossed  by  a  massive  chain^  from 
which  was  suspended  a  glittering  mounted  eye-gliuss. 

The  sensation  which  he  created  appeared  to  afford  him  not  a  little 
gratification.  Seating  himself  in  the  most  striking  attitude  which  he 
could  command,  with  his  back  to  the  stage,  he  raised  his  eye-glass,  and 
commenced  a  deliberate  survey  of  the  audience,  with  an  air  as  though 
iheir  closely  packed  state  in  pit,  boxes,  and  gallery,  with  their  pipingnot 
£Ace8,  had  oeen  done  expressly  to  elucidate  some  problem  of  what  amount 
of  heat  and  pressure  their  anatomies  were  capable  of  sustaining,  and  which, 
for  his  own  g^tification,  he  had  come  to  solve;  or,  as  though  they  had 
been  a  collection  of  some  peculiar  species  of  the  animal  world,  so  rammed 
and  jammed  together,  as  an  exhibition  for  his  especial  amusement.  He 
paid  not  the  slightest  attention  to  the  performance  on  the  stage,  being 
evidently  too  mudi  absorbed  in  his  own,  and  the  effect  which  he  produced. 
He  certainly  drew  more  attention  than  the  actors,  and  of  this  he  seemed 
to  be  tolerably  well  aware,  whilst  occasionally  lowering  the  glass  from  his 
eye,  to  run  his  fingers  and  his  rings  through  his  long  and  glossy  locks.  A 
more  conceited,  over-dressed,  piece  of  human  nature  I  had  never  seen. 
With  little  hesitation  in  my  ovm  mind,  I  estimated  his  flashy-looking 
jewellery  as  but  instances  of  the  genius  of  the  '^  iron  viUaffe,**  and  himself 
to  be  either  a  master  showman,  a  quack  doctor,  or  one  of  those  descendants 
of  Israel,  itinerant  vendors  of  steel-penshs  and  penshil  cases.  Alas,  for 
his  vanity,  his  dignified  solus  was  destined  ere  long  to  be  interrupted; — 
interrupted,  too,  at  a  time  when  he,  in  all  probability,  was  flattering  him- 
self that  the  audience  to  a  man  was  regarding  him  as  some  foreign  prince, 

at  least ;  or  some  nobleman  who,  resting  in  H for  the  night,  had 

patronised  the  legitimate  drama  by  taking  a  box  to  himself. 

To  render  intelligible  that  which  follows,  it  may  be  well  to  mention 
here,  that  the  box  occupied  by  the  mysterious  dandy  had  been  offered  to 
me  by  the  box-keeper,  when,  on  my  entering  the  theatre,  from  the 
crowded  state  of  the  house,  there  appeared  to  be  but  little  chance  of  my 
obtaining  a  seat ;  and  I  had  declined  availing  myself  of  the  offer,  when,  in 
addition  to  its  conspicuousness,  as  well  as  having  a  chandelier  immediately 
beneath,  which  would  render  its  vicinity  none  the  cooler  on  that  swelter- 
ing night,  I  learned  that  the  entrance  to  it  was  by  means  of  a  ladder  from 
behind  the  scenes.  This  will  account  for  the  intrusion  on  the  dignified 
state  of  the  glittering  stranger,  when  at  half-play  some  three  or  four 
plainly-dressed  tradesmen  of  the  town  were  ushered  into  the  same  box, 
presenting  a  striking  contrast  to  the  peacock-like  appearance  of  the  gen* 
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tleman  with  the  fiowiDg  locks.  The  exquisite  now  found  lumself  obUged, 
like  other  people,  to  compiess  his  anatomy  into  a  smaller  compasa^  aa 
inroad  upon  his  dignity,  which  was,  alas!  shortly  followed  by  a  still 
grater.  I  have  already  observed,  it  was  the  height  of  summer,  and  that 
the  theatre  that  night  was  as  hot  as  an  oven.  That  it  was  particalarly  so 
in  the  manager's  box  in  its  now  crowded  state,  with  the  chandelier  beneith, 
became  pretty  evident,  by  one  of  the  new  comers,  soon  alter  his  en* 
trance,  divesting  himself  of  his  cravat,  his  compankma  soon  following 
the  example.     I  need  scarcely  say,  that,  although  respectable^  they  woe 

not  the  most  polished  of  the  tradesmen  of  H ,  belonging  to  that  class 

who  affect,  rather  than  otherwise,  a  saucy  bluntness,  what  they  call  a 
rough  and  ready  straightforwardness,  who  are  particulariy  partial  to 
things  as  they  used  to  be,  like  to  be  thought  upright  and  downright,  and 
who  are  much  given  to  use  the  questionable  declaration,  "  There's  no 
pride  about  me.;* 

The  reader  wiU  not  be  surprised,  therefore,  to  learn  that,  without  much 
hesitation,  after  divesting  themselves  of  their  cravats,  finding  the  heat 
rather  increasing  than  diminishing,  the  '*  uprights  and  downrights"  took 
their  coats  off  also.  I  never  witnessed  greater  mortification  of  vanity, 
which  the  irritating  closeness  of  the  place  must  have  considerably  added 
to,  than  was  now  depicted  in  the  countenance  of  the  tightly*braced  dandy. 
He  rose  from  his  seat  as  the  curtain  ascended  for  the  "  School  for  Scandal," 
which  was  played  as  an  afterpiece,  purposing,  no  doubt,  to  quit  lus 
quarters  and  companionship,  with  whidi  he  was,  doubtless,  highly 
disgusted. 

The  means  of  retreat,  however,  had  evidently  been  cut  off  by  the  re- 
moval  of  the  ladder,  and  from  the  place  which  I  occupied,  I  could  see 
the  mustachied  one  standing  at  the  side  of  the  box  where  it  commonicated 
with  the  stage  behind  the  wings,  and  the  amazement  of  the  audienoe 
may  be  conceived  on  hearing  the  following : 

Lady  Sneerwell. — '^  The  paragraphs,  you  say,  Mr.  Snake^  were  all 
inserted." 

Voice  behind  the  scenes,  in  a  rather  suppressed  tone,  ^*  I  aay  I  vhoQt 
de  ladder." 

Snake. — "  They  were^  madam,  and ^" 

Voice  behind  the  scenes,  in  a  louder  key  interrupting  Snake,  '^I  i^ 
you  I  musht  have  de  ladder,  I  vhont  to  come  down.' 

Another  voice.  "  Hush,  sir,  you  are  disturbing  the  audience,  your 
conduct  is  most  disgraceful,  you  must  wait  to  the  end  of  the  act." 

Whilst  this  biief  dialogue  had  been  carried  on.  Lady  Sneerwell  and 
Snake  had  paused  and  retired  up  the  stage,  as  well  they  might)  for  every 
eye  in  the  house  was  turned  to  the  box  of  th^  caged  exquisite.  Ahei 
this  unsuccessful  effort  at  emancipation,  the  jewelled  one  turned  from  the 
place  of  communication  with  the  stage,  and  once  more  presented  his 
^ntispiece,  now  full  of  rage  and  perspiration,  to  the  audience.  Most 
heroically  he  seemed  to  struggle  with  the  heat,  but  angw  and  moxtificatioa 
seemed  to  increase  the  fever  of  his  blood ;  he  was  but  human  nature^  and 
he  was  evidently  roasting.  What  was  to  be  done?  See,  he  surveys  the  cost- 
less ones  beside  him — the  vulgar,  the  canaille— he  pauses-— for  some 
moments  is  irresolute,  but  at  last  'tis  done, — his  richly  braided  coat  is  off, 
-—but  oh  lapse  of  memory,  dreadful  forgetfulness ! — uie  murky  hue  of  his 
shirt  sleeves  speaks  too  unmistakably  of  having  but  little  oonnexioQ  with 
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iihe  snow-white,  glittering  stodded  dickey,  so  profuselj  displayed  in  fironi. 
'Poor  deyil,  he  soon  became  conscious  that  the  play  was  not — ^bui  that  he 
was  now  the  thing.  Every  eye  was  again  tiirnea  upon  him,  titters  were 
lieard  in  the  boxes,  and  >ery  unmistakable  laughter  in  the  pt.  His 
suffering  approached  the  climax. 

l%e  gods  singled  him  out  for  their  especial  attention,  and  roar  followed 
Toar,  as  succeeded  each  other  their  rude  sallies  of  wit,  in  which  allusions 
to  Moshes,  washerwomen,  and  price  of  soap  were  freely  sprinkled.  This 
occurred  at  the  opening  of  the  second  scene,  when  the  son  of  Israel, 
goaded  to  desperation,  interrupted  Sir  Peter^s  soliloquy,  by  turning  again 
to  the  entrance  of  the  box,  and  shouting  at  the  top  of  his  voice  for  the 
kdder. 

"  Cot  Almighty,  I  tell  you,  I  shall  be  shuffocated,*'  he  almost  screamed 
in  rag^  and  vexation.  Sir  Peter  paused  in  his  speech  to  become  a  spectator 
with  the  rest — the  whole  audience  having  risen  to  their  feet — of  the 
Jewish  exquisite. 

The  ladder  was  brought  by  the  direction  of  the  manager,  whose  not 
Tery  gentle  anathemas,  plentifully  showered,  were  heard  amidst  the  up- 
roar, and  he  of  the  rings,  the  mustachios,  and  the  eye-glass,  disappeared 
from  the  box,  erst  the  scene  of  hb  glory,  amidst  shouts  of  laughter  from 
all  parts  of  the  house,  mingled  with  sundry  pieces  of  information  from  the 
celestials,  relative  to  the  residences  of  various  Moll  Maloneys  and  Sally 
I>obbses,  and  other  euphonious  named  washerwomen  of  their  acquaintance. 
I  never  beheld  such  an  exhibition  of  w^-deserved  mortified  vanity;  and 
may  here  observe,  that  some  months  afterwards  I  recognised  this  worthy 
swaggering  through  the  streets  of  Leamington,  when  my  inquiries  elicited 
that  he  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  professor  in  the  science  of  "  Com 
Extraction.^ 

And  now  let  us  return  to  the  schoolmaster. 

His  announced  debtU  had  evidently  created  a  sensation  in  H .     I 

could  scarcely  obtain  a  seat  in  the  boxes,  whilst  the  pit  and  gaUery  were 
densely  crowded.  There  was  a  tolerable  sprinkling  of  the  gentry  of  the 
town  and  neighbourhood  present,  and  many  of  the  principal  tradesmen 
with  their  fiftnulies.  I  noticed  that  the  conversation  seemed  generally  to 
turn  upon  the  *'  first  appearance,"  whilst  tlie  humour  expressed  in  most  of 
the  countenances  around  me,  during  their  interchange  of  remarks  on  the 
subject,  seemed  to  indicate  an  expectation  of  something  laughable  in  the 
performance  about  to  take  place,  rather  than  a  histrionic  display  of  merit. 
Observations  which,  from  ray  position  amongst  them,  I  could  not  fail  to 
hear,  such  as  "  great  pity,"  "  not  at  all,'*  **  great  vanity,''  "  half  cracked," 
and  the  like,  pretty  plainly  indicated  the  animus  that  had  filled  the 
house. 

Amidst  a  hubbub  of  voices,  the  overture,  by  an  orchestra  <^  four,  was 
*^  done,"  the  bell  rang,  the  curtain  rose,  and  breathless  silence  awaited 
the  moment  of  the  aspirant's  advent. 

Many  amusing  firat  appearances  have  I  witnessed,  some  of  them 
scarcely  credible  displays  of  weaknesses  in  histrionic  essays  on  the  part  of 
those  who^  in  every  other  respect,  were  sensible  enough.  I  remember 
being  present  at  a  private  firic»:idly  exhibition  of  one  would-be  actor — a 
clever,  shrewd  fellow  in  business,  and  yet,  who  had  been  so  befooled  as  to 
believe  that  he  was  destined  to  eclipse  all  other  tragic  luminaries  of  the 
day.     Two  of  his  originally  conceived  new  points  in  ^^  Richard/'  sog- 
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gested  by  those  who  amused  themselves  with  his  weakness,  1  will  describe. 
One  was  to  imitate  the  barking  of  a  canine  after  the  line,  **  The  do« 
bark  at  me  as  I  halt  by  them;**  the  other  was,  to  throw  himself  ¥rith  fav 
back  against  the  wall,  extending  his  arms,  with  drawn  sword  diereon,  a§ 
though  he  were  crucified,  remaining  for  a  moment  thus  stationary,  afber 
the  hue,  "  Our  bruised  arms  hung  up  for  monuments."  This  may  appear 
too  ridiculous  to  be  true,  or  too  great  a  display  of  weakness  for  any  but  a 
positive  fool  to  have  been  guilty  of.  In  this,  a  fool  he  undoubtedly  wat ; 
but  there  are  many  who  will  read  this  sketch,  to  whom  the  cinnimBtaiiots 
will  be  familiar,  and  who  can  add  their  testimony,  that  in  every  other 
respect,  he  was  a  very  sensible  fellow,  and  a  pardcularly  first-rate  man  of 
business.  I  may  add,  also,  that  this  stage-struck  gentleman  was  so  muck 
in  earnest,  that  ne  willingly  opened  his  purse-strings  to  get  on  the  boar^ 
of  Old  Drury  with  the  view  of  tr3ring  his  voice,  which  trial  he  made 
I  know  to  be  a  fact,  for  the  best  of  all  reasons,  that  I  was  myself  present. 
It  is  hardly  requisite  to  add  that  this  took  place  during  the  day,  and  that 
only  to  a  chosen  few.  He  had  famous  lungs;  we  tried  all  parts  of  the 
house,  and,  as  far  as  strength  of  voice  went,  were  one  and  all  consden* 
tiously  prepared  to  back  him  agunst  anything. 

Anotner  private  exhibition  of  the  kind  to  which  I  was  in'nted,  was  a 
reading  of  "  Hamlet'*  by  another  stage-struck  worthy^  who  had  tiie  mis* 
fortune,  also,  to  be  afflicted  with  a  terrible  lisp.  Some  of  hia  real  friendi 
had  done  all  they  could  to  check  the  mania;  it  was,  however,  in  Tain; 
whilst  others,  for  their  amusement,  flattered  and  led  him  on;  and,  as  is 
usually  the  case,  the  vanity  of  the  aspirant  induced  him  to  attribute  to 
envy  those  suggestions  which  proceeded  from  good  nature.  A  oompro* 
mise  was  at  length  come  to  between  the  two  parties,  they  who  M 
been  amusing  themselves  at  the  aspirant's  expense,  agreeing  to  have  att 
grand  night,  when  all  should  be  present,  and  by  administering  a  ducking 
io  the  lisping  Hamlet  to  end  the  farce.  Accordingly,  when  uie  neat  ex- 
hibition took  place,  at  a  preconcerted  signal,  whilst  the  lisper  of  Sbak« 
speare  was  in  the  midst  of  a  soliloquy,  the  lights  of  the  room  in  which  the 
reading  took  place  were  extinguisned,  and  Hamlet,  rolled  in  a  blanket^ 
was  carried,  kicking^  and  bellowing,  to  a  pump,  where,  under  a  oataract  ef 
water,  he  promised  to  torture  Denmark's  prinoe  no  more. 

Another  I  saw  essay  the  part  of  ''  Othello,"  with  a  regular  company, 
in  a  small  country  theatre.  He  was  of  course  announced  as  '*  a  young 
gentleman  of  the  town,  his  first  appearance  on  any  stage.'*  Ferhaps  t 
more  ludicrous,  unrehearsed  stage  effect  than  was  during  that  delmt  ex- 
hibited, was  never  before  seen.  The  amateur,  who  from  the  oommenee- 
ment  was  sweating  like  a  bull,  the  perspiration,  in  drops  Kke  large  black 
peas,  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  leavmg  them  striped  hke  a  iebm's  hide^ 
came  forward  at  an  early  stage  of  the  performance,  and,  to  ihe  gttU 
amazement  of  the  audience,  in  a  whining,  lugubrious  tone  of  voiee  com* 
plained  that  '^  lago  was  making  fun  of  him*"  No  comedy  could  be 
richer. 

Of  all  histrionic  attempts,  however,  that  I  have  seen,  none  equal  thatef 
the  stage-struck  pedagogue,  the  subject  of  this  paper.  '^Bravoy  Steeierr 
resounded  frt>m  iJl  parts  of  the  house  when  he  appeared,  and  so  determined 
and  general  was  the  applause,  that  for  some  moments  he  was  kept  bowing 
and  smiling,  and  smiling  and  bowing  again,  whilst  potntang  his  digits  to 
his  heart  in  the  most  expressive  manner  he  could  command*     Amiort  tiie 
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cries  of  ^  bravo*'  there  were  mingled  peals  of  laughter,  proceeding,  as  I 
afterwards  found,  from  a  party  of  some  dozen,  who  were  thus  anticipating 
the  fun  which  they  knew  was  in  store.  It  was  they  who  had  fooled  the 
schoolmaster  to  the  top  of  his  bent,  and  who  had  induced  him  thus  to  ap* 
pear.  Soon  realised  were  the  anticipations  of  those  who  had  attended  to 
see  a  laughable  exhibition,  and  in  spite  of  the  better  feelings  of  my  nature, 
which  prompted  me  to  pity  the  poor  devil  who  was  so  unwittingly  divert- 
ing them  by  his  folly,  I  could  not  refrain  from  joining  in  the  peals  of 
laughter  that  rang  around.  It  was,  indeed,  excusable.  Of  all  the  ridi- 
culous figures  presented  by  any  homo^  moon  or  stage-struck,  this  elucidator 
of  syntax  and  prosody  was  certainly  beyond  compeer.  He  had  not  the 
slightest  idea  of  the  stage  walk,  his  hands  and  arms  seemed  positive  in- 
cnmbrances  to  him,  and  in  speaking,  his  utterance  at  times  was  like  the 
▼oice  of  a  frightened  evidence  in  a  witness  box ;  and  then,  when  the  cries 
of  '*  speak  up"  became  general,  he  proceeded  to  the  other  extreme,  with- 
out the  least  modulation  of  voice,  vociferating  as  though  he  had  an  in- 
tent upon  the  roof  of  the  building. 

The  audience,  however,  particularly  that  portion  of  it  who  had  been  the 
cause  of  his  appearing,  seemed  determined  that  he  should  make  a  hit, 
loud  cheers  followed  almost  every  sentence  he  uttered,  and  each  cheer  he 
scrupulously  acknowledged  with  a  bow,  accompanying  it  with  the  signi- 
ficant motion  of  bis  fingers  pointing  to  where  lus  heart  might  be  supposed 
to  be  situated. 

I  was  indulging  in  a  hearty  laugh,  when  a  tap  on  the  shoulder  caused 
Hie  to  turn  round,  and  in  the  smiling  features  of  a  fresh  comer,  who  had 
managed  to  squeeze  himself  into  a  standing  place  near  me,  I  recognised, 
afier  some  little  uncertainty,  the  very  welcome  sight  of  an  old  and  much<* 
esteemed  schoolfellow.  Such  unexpected  rencontres  are  by  no  means  un- 
£requent  in  our  wandering  life,  and,  I  may  add,  form  not  the  least  pleasing 
of  its  features.  The  meeting  was  unexpected  on  both  sides;  many  years 
had  past  since  we  had  last  seen  each  other,  and  it  appeared  that  he  had 

but  recently  arrived  in  H ,  and  was  filling  the  post  of  sub-editor  on 

the  leading  newspaper  of  the  town.  A  few  remarks  on  old  times,  old  ac- 
quaintances, and  present  prospects,  and  our  conversation  turned  to  the 
debutant  whose  performance  had  caused  so  much  merriment. 

^'  What  think  you  of  the  schoolmaster?"  inquired  my  friend,  whom  I 
shall  here  call  Meredith. 

^'  That  he  is  a  very  great  ass,"  I  replied,  '^  or  a  shrewd  fellow  who  is 
playing  the  fool  for  a  purpose." 

"  Far  from  the  latter,  I  assure  you,"  was  the  rejoinder.  *'  I  have  come 
from  behind  the  scenes  where  they  have  had  much  difficulty  with  him. 
At  the  critical  moment  his  confidence  forsook  him,  and  I  know  not,'' 
added  the  speaker,  laughing,  "  whether  to  attribute  to  unsophisticated 
Gogniac,  or  to  hints  of  imperishable  renown,— >that  you  have  had  the  op- 
portunity of  witnessing  his  decidedly  original  conceptions.  You  are, 
perhaps,  not  aware,"  he  continued,  *<  that  this  Steerer  has  thrown  up  a 
good  school  to  take  to  the  stage,  believing  that,  in  the  walks  of  the  drama. 
He  is  destined  to  astonish  the  world." 

"  He  has  astonished  me,"  I  rejoined,  "  but  I  suppose  some  of  the  know- 
ing ones  in  the  to¥m  have  discovered  his  weak  point,  and,  for  their  amuse** 
ment,  thus  worked  upon  it" 

*<  Exactly  so,"  said  Meredith;  '^  and  if  you  cast  your  eyes  to  the  op« 
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posite  box,  where  the  stout  man  in  a  buff  waistcoat  etti  in  front,  in  faim 
and  those  around  him  you  see  the  conspirators.  They  form  part  of  ft  aet 
who  regtdarly  spend  their  erenings  in  the  smoke-room  of  the  lioQ,  in 
which  pkee  oie  schoolmaster  first  broke  ground,  and  I  beliere  the  game 
oommcnau^ed  by  his  volunteering  one  night  to  read  oertaiii  passages  of 
Shakspeare  to  them  as  they  ought  to  be  read.  Herein  was  his  weak 
point  revealed,  though  the  man  lacks  not  sense  in  most  thincsy  and  is, 
moreover,  a  man  of  education.  The  gullibility,  however,  whida  he  di»* 
plays  in  tins  matter,  arising  from  his  excess  of  vanity,  is,  I  am  told,  almost 
indrediUe.  Kean,  he  already  believes,  possessed  not  a  tithe  of  his  afaihty. 
But  see!  he  comes  again." 

I  quitted  the  theatre  that  night  with  sineere  feelings  of  pity  for  the  poor 
deluded  fellow  who  was  so  bKndly  making  himself  we  langhing^«to^  of 
the  town,  and  over  a  glass  of  Hollands  with  my  friend  Meredith,  to  whose 
bachelor  fireside  we  had  adjourned,  1  suggested  the  duty  of  endeavooiing 
to  open  the  eyes  of  poor  Steerer  to  the  real  state  of  the  ease. 

"  At  present,*'  said  my  companion,  "  it  would  be  utterly  impossible; 
he  thinks  and  dreams  of  nothing  else.  This  very  day,  he  stopped  me  in 
the  street  and,  much  excited,  spoke  of  the  event  as  thmigh  the  £iUe  of  this 
and  the  next  generation  depended  upon  his  debut  *  Mr.  Meredith,'  he 
exclaimed,  whilst  holding  me  by  the  button,  *  I  shall  expeet  the  awrintanfis 
at  all  events  the  honest  support,  of  the  press,  should  there  be  an  attempt 
to  cry  me  down.*  No,  I  am  sure  your  charitable  suggestion  wouldy  parti« 
eularly  after  such  a  reception,  (for  I  need  not  teU  you  he  cotdd  not  see 
that  the  audience  was  laughing  at  him),  be  attriboted  to  envy.  How 
truly  Bishop  Hall  says :  '  A  conceited  man  ronst  be  a  fool,  for  that  over* 
weening  opinion  he  hath  of  himself  excludes  all  opportunity  of  pnrdiasing 
knowledge.'  And,  again,  how  happy  the  illustration  with  wfaiA  the 
divine  accompanies  the  observation :  '  That  a  vessel,  once  full  of  nsver- 
•o-base  liquor,  will  not  give  room  to  the  costliest,  but  spills  besides  what- 
soever is  infused.'  No,  no,  leave  Steerer  to  find  out  his  own  overweeraog 
vanity,  the  cure  will  then  be  effectual." 

*'  Alas !  poor  Steerer,"  I  exclaimed,  although  litde  deembig>  at  ths 
moment  that  I  was  destined  on  a  future  day  to  witness  the  disastroos  le- 
suits  which  I  dien  foresaw  would  follow  the  vain  pedagogue's 
foUy. 

The  following  night  I  again  visited  the  theatre,  whieh 
densely  crowded.  Steerer  had  certainly  created  a  great  sensataon;  pre- 
vious to  his  appearance  the  place  had  been  all  but  deserted,  and  das 
sudden  turn,  which  was  of  course  so  highly  flattering  to  the  dAmttmii 
could  not  be  less  gratifying  to  the  manager,  as  a  weleome  ffesuscitatog  of 
the  finance  department. 

There  are  many  who  would  deem  such  a  oonomted,  weak-minded  pises 
of  humanity  as  this  pedagogue,  to  be  totally  unworthy  of  attentioB,  and 
object  to  visit  a  place  where  such  a  display  of  weakness  was  exhibited; 
but  may  we  not,  I  would  in  extenuation  advance,  learn  ft  lenon  thOT^ 
from.  Are  we  all  sensible  of  our  own  weak  points — may  not  aaeh  dis- 
plays lead  us  to  institute  researches  to  discover  our  own  ?  Moreovsr, 
was  it  not  Burke  who  said,  **  That  wise  men  learned  more  by  foob  than 
fools  by  wise  men?" 

Well,  on  the  second  night  great  indeed  was  the  fiiau     Steerer  hsd 
gained  more  confidence  with  his  success,  and  widi  hk  perfeet  igaosaose  of 
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stage  busiDess,  graceless  fig^are,  and  inhannonioas  voice,  was  more  xidi- 
oaloas  than  ever. 

Steerer  followed  not  in  the  wake  of  any  other  performer.  His  dying, 
for  the  Spanish  caralier  (the  character  he  sustained  in  the  second  night's 
piece)  was  rapiered,  was  the  richest  part  of  the  performance.  It  was, 
indeed,  original ;  reality  was  nothing  like  it,  and  as  with  the  last  long* 
drawn  gasp  he  stretched  his  five  feet  nine  on  the  stage,  the  cries  of  ap- 
plause were  deafening.  We  have  all  heard  of  Romeo  Coates,  and  lu8 
second  edition  of  dying ;  but  Steerer  was  no  follower  of  Romeo  Coates^ 
aithoogh  he,  too,  died  once  and  again.  He  rose  not  to  totter,  figdl,  and 
gasp  again,  but  raising  himself  on  elbow,  the  supposed-to-be-dead  cava- 
Mer  acknowledge  the  plaudits  of  the  house  by  repeated  smiles  and 
bows,  and  when  the  cheers  had  at  length  subsided,  he  stretched  himself 
out  once  more  as  stiff  as  any  poker. 

The  gem,  however,  of  Uie  evening,  was  his  delivery  of  MtchanTs 
soliloquy, 

Kow  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent. 

He  was  to  give  various  readings  from  l^akspeare,  and  this  was  selected 
as  the  first.  Old,  or  as  some  are  pleased  to  denominate  him,  *^  the 
Kean,**  if  I  remember  aright,  in  his  first  scene  as  Richardy  entered  with 
slow  gait  and  arms  folded,  as  if  musing.  The  younger  Kean  enters  with 
a  rapid  step.  Steerer's  enirie  was  something  between  the  two,  an  inde* 
scribable  kind  of  dot-and-carry-one  shuffle.  The  reading  selected  to  be 
given  first,  had,  I  learned,  been  a  great  fiivourite  at  Uie  Lion,  where  the 
schoolmaster,  mounted  on  the  long  table,  had  given  it  '^  many  a  time  and 
oft,**  amidst  great  applause. 

His  delivery  was  something  in  the  '^  Nerval"  schoolboy  style,  but  so 
rapid  was  his  utterance  that,  as  I  afterwards  heard,  the  prompter  found  it 
to  be  totally  impossible  to  follow  him.  To  the  audience  it  was  quite  un- 
intdligible;  but  the  rapidity  of  his  motions  caused  considerable  amuse- 
ment,— jumping  about  the  footlights  like  a  monkey,  and  g^ning 
and  scowling  alternately,  he  certainly  looked  about  as  much  like  a  kan- 
garoo as  a  king.  He  mid  given,  perhaps,  about  a  third  of  the  soliloquy, 
when  memory  played  him  treacherous,  and  the  aspirant  stuck  in  the 
mud.  He  looked  imploringly  to  the  prompter's  wing,  but  at  that  par- 
ticular juncture  he  might  as  well  have  looked  to  the  moon,  for  that  funo- 
Nonary  (as  he  afterwa^s  declared  in  his  defence)  knew  not  where  the 
devil  Steerer  had  got  to,  or  whether  he  was  giving  a  reading  of  Shak- 
speare  or  his  own.  Disappointed  in  the  prompter,  and  unable  to  remem- 
ber the  words,  uttering  an  exclamation  of  rage  at  the  seeming  neglect^ 
Richard  rushed  off  the  stage,  and  immediately  aUter,  a  loud  rumpus 
b^ind  the  scenes  intimated  to  the  audience  thiat  the  pedagogue  was 
pitching  into  the  prompts. 

Steerer  took  ;  the  tide  was  turned  in  favour  of  the  drama;  people 
locked  to  the  theatre  to  laugh,  and  the  debutant i  new  readings  and 
peculiarities  afforded  them  abundance  of  amusement.  Well  known  waa 
it  that  he  considered  himself  quite  a  genius,  and  that  he  had  actually 
given  up  his  school  to  devote  his  time  entirely  to  a  dramatic  campaign 
— ^the  opening  having  been  so  singularly  succeufid.  Some  of  those  who^ 
in  the  firat  instance,  had  been  most  active  in  bringing  him  out,  beheld 
with  regret  the  infatuation  which  had  seiaed  upon  him,  and  aidea? cured 
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to  open  his  eyes  to  the  real  state  o£  the  ease,  by  showing  hov  very 
ridiculous  he  was  making  himself  before  the  public,  and  to  oonvinoe  him, 
that  so  far  from  being  on  the  path  to  imperishable  renown,  he  was  only 
the  laughingHStodk  of  the  town.  These  philanthro^  endeaYonra  were 
met  with  some  degree  of  tact  by  others  who  were  not  tired  of  the  amnsfr* 
meuL  They  broadly  asserted,  and  of  course  Steerer  believed  them,  that 
all  who  should  endeavour  to  prevsul  upon  him  to  quit  the  stage,  were 
actuated  ooly  by  a  spuit  of  jealousy,  and  were  secretly  enviona  of  the 
genius  and  popularity  of  the  schoolmaster.  Nay,  it  was  whispered  that 
we  manager  himself  was  not  the  least  eloquent  in  encouraging  ham  to 

go  on;  and  an  engagement  was  pompously  announced,  for  1  know  not 
ow  many  nights  more,  previous  to  Mr.  S.*a  departure  for  the  meinpo' 
Utan  stage. 

Amongst  the  many  occurrences  incidental  to  a  rambler  s  life,  the  school- 
master and  his  debtU  had  been  by  me  long  forgotten;  nor  should  I  have 
thought  it  worthy  of  recollection  or  relation  but  for  the  singular  circum- 
stances attending  our  second  meeting,  and  as  showing  the  evil  effects 
qf  practising  upon  a  man*s  weak  point, 

Kington  is  a  favourite  little  town  of  mine.  There  is  ever  an  air  o£ 
serenity  pervading  it,  particularly  pleasing  as  a  contrast  to  the  hurly- 
burly  of  more  bustling  places.  Situated  in  an  arena  fprq^ed  by  hiiK 
well  cultivated,  the  stranger,  on  first  beholding  it,  cannot  but  be  struck 
with  the  snugness  of  its  appearance.  On  approaching  it  firom  the  Hei^ 
ford-road,  he  might  deem,  whilst  contemplating  the  cluster  of  tenementa 
in  the  valley  before  him,  that  in  the  sweet  retreat  presented  so  charmingly 
to  his  view  he  beheld  a  tranquil  and  happy  home  of  man,  fi^.  removta 
from  the  turmoil  of  the  world,  and  where  (did  not  his  knowledge  of 
human  nature  interfere  with  the  pleasing  illusion)  its  cares  and  aonowa 
were  unknown.  The  church  spire  tapering  up  from  a  clump  of  tnefl^ 
which  hide  the  body  of  the  sacred  edifice  from  view,  forms  a  |>leasiBg 
feature  in  the  scene ;  whilst  the  liquid  element,  so  great  a  demderatum  in 
a  landscape,  displays  itself  in  a  tortuous  stream,  puzzling  the  eye  whether 
to  dwell  on  its  silvery  brightness,  or  the  rich  pastures  by  which  it  meaa* 
ders  through  the  valley.  Kington  is  a  border  town,  ana  though  the  hills 
which  surround  it  are  richly  fertile,  still,  in  the  backgroundi  standing  eat 
in  bold  and  rugged  relief  against  the  horizon,  are  seen  huge  sterile  moanr 
tains,  which  speak  of  the  land  of  leek^  and  tell  the  traveller,  who  tbas 
surveys  them,  that  he  approaches  the  confines  of  merry  Ejaglaod* 

It  was  on  a  cold  though  fine  and  starhght  night  ip  Noyember,  •ooaa 
three  years  after  the  occurrence  of  the  events  already  related,  when  being 
alone,  and  without  the  prospect  of  companionship,  X  sallied  out  f(w  a  walk 
from  the  Oxford  Arms,  the  principal  hotel  of  the  quiet  eounftry-towa 
whose  situation  I  have  endeavoured  to  describe,  purposing  to  take  a 
Stroll  round  its  picturesquely  situated  churchyard. 

My  attention,  however,  on  passing  the  bar,  was  anested  by  a  large 
printed  bill,  which,  laying  on  the  table,  and  headed  in  giant  letter 
"  Great  Treat  1"  induced  me  to  take  it  up  and  peruse  its  contents.  I  was 
not  a  little  pleased  to  find  that  some  individual,  rejoicing  under  the  name 
of  Anderton,  intended  that  night  to  give  a  performance  in  the  large 
room  at  the  Castle  Inn,  consisting  of  recitations,  songs,  and  imitalioas  e( 
^orne  of  the  leading  actors  of  the  day.     The  performan^ .  waa  attnomoid 
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to  commenoe  precisely  at  seyen;  it  was  then  luJf-past,  and  in  the  expecta- 
tion of  enjoying  an  hour's  rational  amusement,  I  directed  my  steps  to 
the  place  of  entertainment 

Thinking  it  not  unlikely,  from  my  being  so  much  behind  the  announced 
time  of  the  performance  commencing,  that  I  might  iind  a  difficulty  in 
obtaining  a  seat,  I  took  the  precaution  of  making  the  inquiry  if  there 
was  room  of  a  half-starred  looking  fellow  acting  as  doorkeeper,  and 
who,  with  chattering  teeth,  was  busily  employed  in  endeavouring  to 
make  a  skeleton  candle  of  some  eight-and-twenty  to  the  pound  stand 
upright  in  a  capacious-mouthed  candlestick,  which,  placed  over  the  door, 
was  intended  to  illumine  the  entrance. . 

The  man  stared  at  me^  said  not  a  word,-  but  threw  open  the  door.  He 
must  certainly  have  supposed  that  my  inquiry  was  made  in  a  bantering 
mood,  for,  on  making  a  step  into  the  interior,  I  beheld,  instead  of  a 
large  audience,  two  incHviduals  only,  standing  by  the  fire,  engaged  in  earnest 
conversation,  the  voice  of  one  of  them  sounding  strangely  familiar  to 
my  ears.  I  was  about  to  retire,  with  the  intention  of  tasing  a  stroll 
antil  the  company  should  arrive,  when  the  &miliar  voice  exclaimed, 

"Don't  go,  sir;  I  daresay  we  shall  have  more  here  presently.  Do 
please  to  waJk  in." 

There  was  a  tone  of  entreaty  in  the  voice  which  induct  me  at  once 
to  comply;  and  advancing  to  liie  fireplace  where  he  stood,  I  recognised, 
in  the  attenuated  form  and  almost  cadaverous  countenance  of  the  speaker^ 
Steerer,  the  sti^e-struck  pedagogue.  I  started  with  surprise,  which  he 
probably  did  not  notice,  for,  politely  handing  me  a  seat,  he  began  to 
express  his  fears  that  the  intense  coldness  of  the  night  would  be  very 
much  against  him,  and  that  he  should  have  little  or  no  company. 

Hie  other  individual  I  at  once  recognised  as  a  printer  in  the  town,, 
who,  in  the  course  of  conversation,  informed  me  that  he  had  printed  Mr. 
Andertbn's  bills,  and  taken  a  ticket.  A  glass  of  brandy-and-water  had 
h^mi  OTdered  for  the  ex-schoolmaster  by  my  fellow-visitor,  which  as  I 
entered  made  its  appearance,  and  which,  after  tossing  off  with  much 
seeminfi^  rdish,  was  followed  by  another  which  I  had  requested  him  to 
have  with  me. 

Hissing  hot  as  it  was,  he  gulped  it  down,  not  for  any  particular  grati- 
fioatum  which  his  palate  experienced  in  the  transmission  of  the  fluids 
but,  as  he  said,  to  raise  or  bring  back  other  spirits  which  were  rapidly 
deserting  him;  and  well  they  might,  for  the  lai^  and  almost  empty 
room  echoed  his  voice,  and,  as  if  in  mockery,  rows  of  empty  seats  were 
ranged  b^re  him.  With  much  regret  I  saw  a  tlurd  glaiss  of  spirits 
fiillowing  its  predecessors,  and  from  the  sudden  wildness  lit  up  in  his  eye, 
and  vehemence  of  manner  in  that  which  followed,  I  could  not  but  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  he  drank  on  an  empty  stomach,  and  that  with  the 
poor  devil  it  had  been  a  dinnerless  day. 

The  printer  and  myself  both  expressed  the  gratification  it  would 
afford  us  to  listen  to  a  comic  song,  written  by  himself,  which  he  re- 
qoested  us  to  pay  attention  to,  and  say  if  it  was  not  a  disgrace  to  the 
town  Uiat  a  man  of  his  talent  should  be  so  cruelly  neglected.  The  song 
which  he  gave  us  might,  fbr  aught  I  remember  to  the  contrary,  have 
been  veiy  good,  but  the  antics  wluch  he  performed  during  the  time  of  its 
dehvery,  and  his  wildness  of  manner,  alone  engrossed  my  attention, 
wiiiktl  was  lost  in  speeii^ation  as  to  the  probable  vioisntudes  he  might 
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have  gone  through  since  I  last  beheld  ham,  EQs  ridieidmis  perfonnance 
would  have  caused  me  to  laugh  heartHy,  but  for  the  knowledge  of  hia 
being  a  broken  man;  and  his  attempts  to  be  facetioug  under  the  dreom- 
stanoes,  foroibly  brought  to  my  rocollection  a  remark  of  Corran's,  in 
speaking  of  an  individual,  that  he  looked  about  as  mirthful  as  the  **  nails 
6E  a  coffin."  I  called  to  mind  with  regret,  having  thus  before  me  the 
melandiolj  results,  the  tame  when,  with  the  rest  oi  his  deceivers,  I  had 
cried  ^'  Bravo  1"  to  the  echa 

The  night  drew  on,  but,  save  the  entrance  of  the  thin  doorkeeper, 
who  came  to  snuff  the  candles  and  poke  up  the  fire,  we  saw  not  another 
soul. 

*^  Gentlemen,"  said  the  iterant,  '^  thero*s  no  enoouragemeiit  fb^  true 
taknt,  not  the  least ;  but  this  is  all  of  a  piece  with  m j  fortune ;  a  man 
with  mj  abilities  deserves  some  fostering  hand  to  be  h^  out  to  hki,  to 
give  his  gemus  £ur  scope;  but  destinj,  gentlemen— •yes,  despotic  destiaj, 
who  can  fight  against?  Bj  the  way,"  he  continued,  ''you  shaU  hear  a 
piece  which  I  wrote  on  that  very  subject.  I  gave  it,  for  the  first  lirae^ 
last  week  in  Brecon,  and  quite  brought  down  dfee  honse  with  it ;  tiie 
audience  was  small,  but  discriminating;  you  shall  hear  it— ^my  ows  com- 
position, and  not  a  borrowed  idea  throughout."  Then,  throwing  himseK 
mto  an  attitude^  he  began.  If  I  remember  aright,  he  was  himself  the 
subject  of  the  piece,  in  which  there  was  a  plentiftd  sprinkliue  of  the 
usiud  ^'  sunny  hopes,"  **  dark  despair,"  '<  wreck,  death,  and  maaneaa" 
'  The  printer  was  a  nervous  man:  more  than  onoe  during  the  evening 
he  had  to  me  hinted  at  the  policy  of  beating  a  retreat,  and  he  now  took 
an  opportunity  to  whisper  in  my  ear  that  he  felt  convinced  there  was  a 
something  defective  in  ihe  upper  tenement  of  the  actor-^thai  he  was, 
indeed,  staring  mad.  The  last  tragic  hurst  on  the  part  of  the  perfiormer 
seemed  to  complete  the  efiect  on  the  printer.  With  a  yety  a^^ 
nificant  nod  to  me,  and  an  alarmed  look  at  Steerer,  who  was  doing  a 
hit  of  pathetic,  his  eyes  rivetted  on  the  ceiling,  with  a  noiseleas  step  he 
glided  out  of  the  room.  The  man  of  types  having  departed,  I  resolved 
to  show  the  brc^en  player  that  I  knew  the  name  of  Andsrton  to  be 
assumed,  and  that  I  had  seen  him  before. 

''  Steerer,"  said  1,  bringing  out  the  name  in  aa  cardess  a  anaiiBer 
as  I  could  command,  ''you  have  done  quite  enough  to  convinoe  me 
that " 

"  Steerer  1"  he  ezolaimed,  interruptmg  me.  ^Ha!  then  you  kaow 
me?" 

A  suoeesrion  of  questions  followed ;  and,  to  my  great  astonishnient, 
he  dwelt  on  die  time  of  his  dSbui  at  H  as  one  of  Ae  br^htasl 

passages  of  his  life. 

Adversity  had  evidently  not  worn  its  jewel  for  him ;  his  vaiuty  was  as 
great  as  ever,  and  I  had  some  difficulty  in  drawing  him  from  the  re? 
capitulation  of  the  parts  be  had  played,  and  the  crowded  houses  wfaieh  he 
then  drow,  to  the  events  of  his  aownward  career. 

"  Ah,  sir!"  sud  he,  "  there,  I  bdieve,  I  was  apprecnated;  bat  who  eaa 
fi^t  against  adverse  fate? — ^ray  prospects  were  uien  indeed  bright;  hat^ 
alas  I  there  k  a  fittality  attending  all  my  effinrts  sinoa.'*  He  then  begaa 
to  quote  passages  from  his  own  "Destmy"  to  bear  upon  tiie  eaaa.  I 
could  not  induce  him  to  descend  to  the  partioukn  of  Ins  wandcrif)^ 
his  pride,  doubtless,  preventing  his  relating  to  me  the  many  homUe 
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things  lie  had  been  compelled  to  stoop  to;  the  sum  and  substance  of  his 
information  beiog  given,  to  mj  surprise,  in  a  quotation  from  Cowper. 
*^  Yes»"  said  he,  *'  sinoe  then,  in  the  language  of  the  poet,  I  have  been. 

Dropping  buckets  into  empty  wells. 
And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  up." 

By  dns  time  it  had  become  late.  I  wished  to  leave  him,  and  was 
endeayouring  to  devise  some  plan  by  which  I  could  g^ve  him  a  lift 
without  hurting  his  feelings,  when,  to  mj  surprise,  he  thus  addressed 
me: 

**  Will  you  confer  a  favour  on  me,  sir  ?** 

**  Anything  in  my  power,"  I  repfied,  ^  with  pleasure." 

^  I  will  not  tax  your  generosity  much,"  be  returned.  ^*  Yon  have  ez-* 
pressed  your  commiseration  for  my  disappointments  in  life;  have  the 
kindness  to  conduct  me  to  the  nearest  river,  in  whose  waters  I  may  find 
re^of^  from  the  £rte  that  persecutes  me,  and  a  retreat  from  an  ungenerous 
world." 

The  eamestmess  with  which  this  was  said  lefb  no  doubt  as  to  the  vray 
in  whidi  the  adventurer  intended  me  to  receive  it,  but  I  replied  to  his 
^piestion  only  with  a  laugh.  That  I  should  nmke  so  very  Mght  of  the 
matter  appeued  to  annoy  him,  and  he  again  repeated,  laying  great  emphasis 
on  each  syllable — ^^  Will  you,  sir,  obhge  me  by  showing  me  the  way  to 
the  nearest  river  ?" 

For  a  moment  I  hesitated  how  to  act.  A  thought  struck  me  ;  I  felt 
satisfied  that  his  suicidal  intentions  would  prove  to  be  but  mere  talk. 

^  Oh,  certainly,"  I  re]^ed ;  ''if  yon  are  really  in  earnest,  come  along.'' 

And  forth  we  sallied  down  the  high  street  (^  the  town.  The  player 
carried  Ins  sdck,  and,  keeping  dbse  by  my  side,  we  were  in  a  short  time 
more  than  half  way  to  the  bridge  which  leads  to  the  Hereford-road,  and 
where  die  rtver  Arrow,  at  the  best  but  an  inconsiderable  stream,  ripples 
along  in  pellucid  shallowness.  The  night  had  become  douded  and 
gkKrniy ;  the  good  people  of  ^e  town  had  prindpally  retired  to  rest,  tfaia 
8ti«el8  appearing  deserted  save  by  myself  and  my  half-cracked  companion; 
and  the  watch,  who,  like  some  phantom,  glides  along  the  streets  during 
the  hours  c£  night,  the  sole  and  solitary  guardian  of  the  place. 

We  had  proceeded  so  far  veiy  quietly,  when  the  gentleman  of  reeiti^ 
iaon  and  song,  seized  with  a  sudden  fit  of  frenzy,  began  to  belabour  some 
window-shutters  with  his  stick,  crying  at  the  same  time,  with  a  votee  loud 
enough  to  awaken  the  seven  sleepers, 

'^  Holloa!  ye  humdrum,  soulless,  clod-hopping  crew!  where  are  my 
bills? — where  are  my  bills,  I  say,  ye  benighted  boors ?-*awake!  1  say, 
awake!" 

And,  at  the  conolmion,  another  shower  of  blows  descended  on  the 
shutters.  Several  vrindows  were  thrown  open,  and  night-capped  heads 
popped  out,  from  one  of  which  an  inquiry  proceeding  as  to  what  was  tim 
matter,  the  gentleman  of  redtatioa  and  song,  throwing  himself  into 
position  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  politely  invited  the  interrogator  just 
to  step  down,  whilst  he  administered  to  him  such  a  pummelling  as  would 
prevent  him  knowmg  his  modier  for  a  month  to  come.  The  guardian  of 
the  night,  who  had  passed  us  but  a  few  paces,  here  made  a  retrograde 
aMveroent,  and  coming  suddenly  upon  ns,  began  to  threaten  the  goitlo* 
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man  who  had  heen  exezcistfig  his  longs  as  described  with  an  i 
to  the  watehhouse,  if  he  did  not  speedily  cease  the  damour  and  nuyfe  oni 
At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings  I  interposed,  stated  that  the  ^ndeman 
was  a  little  elated  bj  copious  draughts  of  a  liquid  possessine  stimulating 
properties,  and  that  I  was  about  to  show  him  the  river,  woere  he  pur- 
posed cooling  himseli^  and  should  feel  flattered  hj  his  (the  watchman's) 
company,  as  his  lantern  would  be  useful  in  the  seleodon  of'  a  awLtahle  mt 
for  submersion.  The  watch  grumbled  out  something  about  noi  standing 
gammon  from  anybody,  and,  turning  on  his  heel,  bid:  as  beware. 

We  were  not  long  in  arriving  at  the  river,  and,  much  as  I  pitied  the 
poor  devil  who  stood  by  my  side,  I  determined  to  act  up  to  my  resolution 
of  facilitating  to  the  utmost  his  self-kiJiing  propensity,  knowing,  6om  the 
shallowness  of  the  stream  that  there  was  no  danger,  and  also  fading  satisfied 
that  the  music  of  the  river  would  efiect  a  change  in  his  determination.  I 
therefore  explained  to  him  the  necessity  of  his  jumping  in  at  a  certain 
place  where  he  would  find  good  depth  of  water,  and  minutely  deacrihed 
the  requisite  allowance  to  be  made  for  the  current,  which,  before  ha  was 
quite  done  for,  I  showed  him  would  bear  his  "corpus  to  a  shallow  pari, 
unless  he  adopted  my  suggestion  of  making  his  entree  at  the  place  wnioh 
I  had  pointed  out.  I  then  commended  the  water  Co  him,  told  him  it  was 
in  its  crystal  brightness  almost  as  inviting  aa  Clarence's  malmsey — and 
trusting  that  he  would  not  lose  heart,  and,  like  Ceesar  in  the  Tiber,  cry 
''Help  me!"  when  he  did  sink — I  extended  my  hand  to  aav  good->by. 

Fortunately  for  my  explanation,  the  night  was  too  dark  for  him  to  per^ 
ceive  the  stony  bed  of  the  stream,  and  he  was  certainly  not  a  httk 
staggered  by  the  coolness  with  which  I  discussed  the  matter.  Whilst 
I  was  cogitating  in  what  manner  he  would  beat  a  retreat — for  I  soon 
discovered  that  the  sight  of  the  water  had  worked  a  wonderiiil  change  in 
his  intention — he  exclaimed, 

''  I  have  changed  my  mind;  the  place  is  not  worthy  of  the  deed  ;  an 
ignoble  stream  like  this  shall  not  receive  me ;  no,  when  I  do  seek  the 
waters  of  oblivion,  it  shall  be  in  Avon — Will's  own  sweet  Avon."  Then 
suddenly  dropping  his  voice  and  changing  his  boiiibast  style,  he  approached 
near  me,  and  laying  his  hand  heavily  on  my  arm,  almost  hissed  the  words 
in  my  ear,  ''  A  bullet  would  do  it  better.  Come,  let  us  return,  for  I  am 
choking  with  thirst" 

*'  Then  you  are  not  for  a  journey  over  S^x  to-night?"  said  L  "  Well, 
make  it  agreeable,  but  if  you  like  to  do  the  business  at  once,  I  have  a 
brace  of  beautiful  barkers  at  my  inn,  hair  triggers,  and  ready  loaded—* 
what  say  you  ?** 

He  pretended  not  to  hear  me,  but  led  the  way  fix>m  the  side  of  the  river. 

Before  leaving  the  inn  to  escort  him  to  the  water,  I  had,  unknown  to 
the  poor  itinerant,  ordered  supper  to  be  provided,  and  returning  with  him 
soon  after,  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  busily  employed  in  close  atten* 
tion  to  a  fine  steak.  Rich  as  nectar  he  declared  to  be  the  home-brewed 
which  washed  it  down,  and  in  the  discussion  of  some  real  Glenliyet  which 
followed,  his  bills  and  his  sorrows  were  forgotten. 

The  ex-schoolmaster  left  Kington  the  following  morning,  with  a  heart 
light  as  his  pocket.  His  host,  a  bonifiice  of  the  old  school — one  of  the 
&w  who  are  scattered  over  the  face  of  the  earth,  the  redeeming  spots  m 
the  too  general  money-worshipping  selfish  stratum  of  humanity — had| 
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at  my  inyitation,  joined  us  the  night  previous  after  supper,  and,  whilst 
inhaling  the  fragrant  weed  from  his  eompanion-pipe,  listened  to  Steerer*tf 
historj,  and  showed  his  8;^mpathy  for  the  poor  player,  hy  inohiding  hreak^ 
hsi  for  the  morrow,  and  settling  the  hill  in  ^e  flames.  In  addition  to 
this,  firom  another  who,  knowing  hs  history,  had  felt  deeply  touched  by 
his  misfortunes,  he  receiyed  also  a  little  assistance ;  and  on  the  morrow  ho 
accepted  a  seat  in  my  gig,  my  route  lying  near  a  viUage  some  miled 
distant,  wh^re  he  intended  '^  giving  a  night.** 

It  was  a  bright  bracing  morning;  mernly  shone  the  sun;  nature  looked 
gay  and  happy,  and  one  might  hardly  demn,  whilst  contemplating  hiU 
and  vidley  luxuriating  in  the  sunshine,  that  care  could  dwell  on  earth  so 
fair;  The  broken  player  at  my  side  felt  its  exhilarating  influence ;  hcl 
0poke  of  hope  and  bright  days  perhi^  yet  in  store.  We  parted  with  tt 
hearty  shake  of  the  hand;  and,  a  little  after,  as  I  turned  to  take  another 
look  ere  a  winding  in  the  road  should  hide  him  from  my  sight,  with  hia 
suit  of  rusty  black  and  bundle  on  slioulder,  plodding  down  a  lane  to  the 
neighbooring  village,  was  the  last  I  saw  of  the  stage-struck  pedagogue.  ^ 

Since  that  moment  many  years  have  rolled  into  the  past.  I  have  beeft 
frequently  dirough  all  parts  o£  England,  yet  my  path  has  never  again' 
been  crossed  by  poor  Steerer ;  but  whether  he  has  succumbed  beneath 
the  iron  hand  of  despair,  or  gathered  wreaths  in  the  garden  of  hope^- 

Auspidoufl  hope,  in  thy  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  f(»  each  toil,  a  charm  fi>r  eveiy  woe. 

The  fiitd  of  Steerer  will  ever  be  an  interesting  object  of  my  inquiries, 
and  I  shall  frequently  recal,  in  my  mind's  eye^  the  scenes  of  his  eccen- 
tricities, 

Till  memory  lends  her  light  no  more. 
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tlTJi  Fc»t(bule. 

Chapter  IL 

I  STOOD  at  the  outer  door  of  the  saloon  in  a  state  of  mind  not  painftj; 
plea^  with  my  visit,  and  ^thra's  calm  demeanour,  yet  sad  that  my  chief 
desire  was  unaccomplished.  I  stood  for  several  minutes  without  effort  to 
proceed,  and  then  approached  a  window^  Below  there  was  a  pleasant 
garden ;  the  countess  was  there  with  her  new  cousin.  My  search  was  fov 
another  1  I  walked  again  towards  the  door ;  it  opened  slowly,  and  closed : 
Adora  had  entered*  I  g^ve  utterance  to  an  exclamadon  of  delight,  and 
rushed  towards  her  with  open  arms,  whispering,  **  Divine  Adora !"  At 
my  words,  she  sank  with  her  cheek  on  my  heart,  saying,  "  It  is  done ; 
my  lot  is  sealed." 

Thus  were  supplied  the  concluding  proofs  of  love,  mutual  and  ardent; 
love  engendered  by  sight  alone,  but  based  on  many  affections.  Her  eyes 
had  iUlen  on  me  in  the  church,  only  once ;  it  was  enough, — she  dared  not 
raise  them  to  me  mors.  Our  eyes  had  met ;  in  an  instant  all  the  syuH 
pathetic  movements  of  either  soul  were  revealed,  and  blending  they  pro«« 
dioced  one  lasting  concord;  The  vast  and .  sombre  feeling,  the  common 
want  of  some  pursuit  of  joy, — these  the  mutual  glance  imaged  forth|  and 
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tbej  lived  like  burning'  frescoes  floating  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  spirit 
8he  dared  not  look  again ;  what  she  had  seen  had  been  rer^eafed,  not 
sought ;  and  it  was  secured  to  her  by  the  pledge  of  innocence.  It  was  a 
heaven — ^not  above,  like  that  which  the  convent  had  pit>mi9ed  her,  bat 
descending — and  in  its  embrace  awarding  the  real  peace  of  divine  love 
and  holy  contemplation.  The  heaven  of  which  she  had  before  dreamed 
had  its  sunbeams  for  tlie  novice^  but  shadows  only  for  the  veiled. 

What  had  she  escaped?  what  dangers  dreary  and  cold  in  those  haonts 
of  suicidal  quiet^  of  religious  peace!  Her  earnest  fiincy,  her  love  uneon- 
•eious  of  the  just  sources  of  rapture,  had  sunk  soHtaiy  on  the  bosom  of 
heaven;  the  ripe  affection  had  deemed  its  uses  subsM*vient  to  fife-long 
hope,  and  ho^  to  eternity.  She  had  been  taught,  and  had  believed,  that 
hfe  was  shcurter  than  it  is,  shorter  by  many  a  span.  The  span  of  human 
love,  which  is  like  the  rainbow,  bright  ever  amidst  showers^  in  every  hoe 
gOTgeous,  its  blush  inhabiting  both  the  earth  and  heaven.  The  span  of 
maternity,  which  encircles  the  virgin  in  the  temple  of  the  Most  High, 
where,  ordained  a  priestess,  and  her  lap  sanctified  •  for  an  altar,  she 
offers  up  her  child.  The  span  of  matured  being,  when  tiie  woildly 
judgment  is  strong  as  iron,  the  perception  dear,  the  enjoyment  of  truth 
perfect,  the  will  disciplined,  the  passions  calm  and  obedient,  ^le  hope 
equal  to  the  destiny  of  the  hidden  day.  When  to  acquire  kiwwledge  is 
sweet ;  to  live  in  the  history  of  the  past,  a  recompense  for  death ;  to 
dispense  benevolence,  an  amend  for  human  trial.  Life  is  only  short  when 
time  is  barren !  Religious  seclusion,  with  the  mind  and  body  fruitless, 
what  is  thy  offering  to  Heaven  ? 

She  had  seen  me  once  and  loved ;  again,  and  had  mourned ;  a  third 
time,  and  was  resigned. 

"  My  Adora !"  I  said,  "  we  must  not  part  ag^ain ;"  and  I  pressed  her 
cheek  to  my  heart. 

Her  head  lay  on  my  arm,  that  symmetrical  head,  with  its  braided 
hair  of  raven  nue.  As  I  spoke,  a  purple  shade  was  reflected  by  the 
fringed  eyelashes  from  those  deep  blue  eyes  upon  the  clear  cheek.  Oh, 
the  revelation  of  those  eyes  on  which  floated  tears  of  expression — tears 
which  held  a  pure  and  deep  soul  suspended  in  their  tremulous  beams. 
It  was  a  revelation  of  all  the  heart,  which  laid  naked  its  secret  recesses, 
and  showed  all  its  glowing,  confiding  affection.  Oh,  that  the  first  moment 
of  mutual  adoration  could  have  been  made  perpetual;  what  is  life  without 
it,  when  at  its  bare  recollection  1  could  prostrate  myself  on  the  pavement, 
and  worship  the  remembrance  of  the  past  ? 

When  sne  recovered  her  self-possession,  I  said  again,  '^  Adora,  read 
these  lines — the  consent  of  Dione  to  our  union  :  we  must  not  part  again.* 

"  It  is  for  thee  to  order,"  she  said ;  "  for  me  to  obey.  I  am  pasnve 
in  thy  hands ;  do  as  thou  wilt  with  thine  own."  Saying  this  she  read 
ihepaper. 

How  angel-like  was  that  answer,  and  it  came  before  she  had  perused 
the  words  of  her  relation.  Her  love  was  perfect;  it  embraeed  the 
unsullied  confidence  of  a  sister.  It  was  impossible  to  act  for  her  sepa- 
rately from  myself;  there  was  a  union  of  souls. 

*^  Then  let  us  leave  this  house  together  instantly,''  I  said.  "  Bring 
your  maid  with  you,  and  we  will  go;  we  must  not  hazard  another 
teparation." 

She  reflected  a  moment,  and  said,  '^  No ;  it  will  not  really  make  my 
cousin  .£thra  unhappy,  and  it  will  save  me  from  the  convent^  whidi  now 
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I  cannot  enter.  This  step  can  alone  saye  me,  for  my  strange  fikther 
comes  before  many  days  to  conduct  me  to  the  cheodess  abode  of  the 
unlovine^ ;  and  how  could  I  take  the  holy  tow  ?'^ 

She  old  not  hesitate  longer,  but  as  if  cognisant  of  her  only  remaining 
course^  and  with  Dione's  consent  and  ble»ng  in  her  heart,  she  ran  to 
her  room,  and  shortly  returned  with  her  companion,  both  dressed  for  the 
open  air. 

We  descended  the  stairs  and  entered  a  carriage.  I  desired  the  driver 
to  proceed  to  the  hotel,  where  we  arrived,  and  alighted.  I  asked  for  a 
retired  apartment  by  the  garden.  The  rooms  into  which  we  were  accord- 
ingly ushered  were  secluded;  they  were  at  the  extremity  of  a  side 
passage,  apart  from  the  thoroughfare  of  the  house.  The  weather  was 
still  sultry,  it  being  the  season  of  the  vendemmia;  we  were  therefore 
glad  to  rest.  We  sat  down  to  refreshments  of  Inscuit,  vanilla  ice,  and 
nruts ;  and  after  a  short  time  had  elapsed,  I  passed  with  Adora  through 
the  open  casement  into  the  garden,  while  Evadne^  her  companion,  remained* 

We  paced  the  garden  together :  Adora,  instead  of  being  agitated, 
expressed  perfect  happiness  in  looks  and  words. 

«  Kind  and  generous  creature,''  I  said,  '^  you  shall  not  find  me  unworthy 
of  this  confidence.  It  is  now  necessary  that  we  should  travel ;  what  say 
you  to  this  ?     To  remain  in  Milan  an  hour  may  endanger  alL** 

^'  Do  that  which  you  consider  to  be  right,"  she  said ;  "  but,  above  all, 
take  steps  that  we  may  not  now  be  parted — that  would  be  terrible  for 
us  both.*' 

'^  Oh,  Adora !  view  me  now  as  standing  with  thee  in  the  presence  of 
Heaven,  as  pledging  my  faith  to  thee  for  ever.  God  be  our  witness  I 
angels  register  the  act !     Dost  thou  accept  me  ?" 

*^  I  accept  thee — I  am  thine*" 

"  Then  it  is  done ;  the  divine  ceremony  is  performed ;  the  human, 
when  we  are  safe,  shall  succeed  it." 

<'  I  know  thy  truth,  and  ¥rill  follow  whither  thou  mayst  lead  me,'*  said 
Adora. 

I  had  at  first  determined  to  proceed  to  Venice,  and  there  seek  the 
sanction  of  the  Church  to  our  union;  but  possible  difficulties  presented 
themselves  to  my  mind;  and,  if  sudi  should  arise,  it  was  near  the  coun- 
try where  I  had  found,  and  might  again  lose,  my  bride.  Finally,  there- 
fore, I  resolved  to  go  home ;  uiere  my  own  priest  was  at  hand.  It  was 
a  long  journey  for  my  companion ;  she,  however,  was  content  to  take  it. 

By  travelling  with  speed,  and  making  but  few  stoppages  day  or  night, 
we  arrived  at  Bologna  on  the  morning  after  our  departure,  and,  towards 
evening,  at  Florence,  where  we  were  married. 

We  proceeded  on  the  following  morning,  calm  and  happy,  to  my 
country  dwelling;  my  worthy  aunt  Trivulrio  was  established  there;  SM 
received  me  with  affection,  and  Adora  with  admiration  and  surprise. 

Ippolito,  with  my  suite,  followed;  he  had  not  seen  Adom  unveiled,  and 
had  as  yet  no  suspicion  that  she  was  his  sister. 

Chaftsb  in* 

Rapid  was  the  march  of  these  events;  so  rapid,  that  I  could  still  only 
consider  my  union  with  Adora  as  mental.  Our  souls  had  been  lon^ 
fused  into  one,  but,  so  invincible  is  delicacy  when  based  on  affection,  all 
I  had  dwed  was  to  imprint  a  kias  on  the  cheek  of  my  beloved.    So 
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childish  was  her  character,  to  have  claimed  all  the  deeping  lore  which 
was  pillowed  on  her  hreast  would  have  affi*ighted  her; — would  have  re- 
solved the  magic  of  an  elevated  passion  into  its  earthly  elements. 

Adora  was  not  seventeen  when  she  hecame  my  hride.  Conngned, 
during  her  childhood,  to  strange  hands  hy  an  eccentric  &ther,  who  still 
survived,  she  had  heen  educated  hy  women  and  their  priests  for  the 
convent.  In  her  the  innocence  of  childhood  still  prevailed ;  the  revda- 
tions  of  nature  having  heen  rendered  almost  inanimate  hy  careful  train- 
ing. She  had  all  to  learn  of  that  which  hears  relation  to  the  tree  of 
knowledge.  The  wide  capacity  of  her  mind,  the  freezing  lessons  she 
had  heen  subjected  to,  rendered  it  easy  to  attach  her  youthful  thoughts  to 
nature  without  rather  than  within; — so  overclouding  this  latter,  that  its 
true  light  appeared  not  yet  to  have  reached  her  sphere. 

The  touch  of  my  hand,  the  pressure  of  her  heart  to  mine,  for  a  long 
time  neither  caused  her  breath  to  quicken,  nor  her  breast  to  heave:  it 
told  only  upon  her  fervid  eyes,  calling  forth  a  sister's  joy.  How  grateful 
to  my  harassed  spirit  was  such  love !  Chaste  was  it,  and  chastening,  as 
the  design  that  love  should  he  which  preceded  its  incarnation.  When 
at  length  her  cheek  blanched,  and  her  bosom  quivered  with  the  pale 
emotion,  I  soothed  her.  I  said,  "  Fear  not,  it  was  intended  to  be  thus; 
it  is  joy  that  you  now  feel ;  only  sin  can  make  us  ashamed  of  this  new 
affection.  You  have  hitherto  confided  in  me;  trust  in  me  to  die  end  of 
our  united  days."  The  words  had  their  due  effect:  an  exalted  smile  and 
beaming  eye  mingled  their  joys  with  a  blush  of  gladness ;  she  felt  the 
truth  of  my  voice,  she  forgot  herself,  acknowledging  in  silence,  as  in  the 
twilight  of  early  love,  how  faultless  was  the  design  of  nature,  how  im- 
maculate the  wisdom  of  the  Eternal. 

The  sacred  character  of  my  love  for  Adora  made  me  anxious  to  stifle 
the  memory  of  the  past,  but  the  effort  to  do  so  was  in  vain ;  in  fact,  the 
attempt  to  forget  wickedness  must  ever  be  futile.  With  what  vdl  can 
it  be  nidden?  Can  the  soul,  like  the  globe  whereupon  it  wanders,  be 
subject  to  convulsions,  in  whose  course  the  monsters  wmch  it  has  cherished 
become  buried  under  tombs  too  deep  to  be  disturbed;  can  mountains  cover 
ihem,  or  oceans  engulph  their  remains?  Where  is  the  Necropolis  of  the 
Soul !  The  stream  of  bliss  in  which  my  days  now  flowed,^-how  was  it  to  be 
kept  pure? — how  separate  from  the  turbid  and  brawling  torrent  behind? 
Ever  and  anon,  in  the  midst  of  brightness  and  peace,  I  heard  dark 
waters  roaring  still  over  their  rocky  coxurse  afar;  like  the  sounds  of 
ocean  by  night,  whose  wave  descends  tmseen,  and  strikes  the  breast  with 
secret  dread.  As  thus  the  plunging  emotion  has  started  up  vrithin  me, 
it  has  placed  before  my  eyes  some  awful  retrospect,  the  vision  of  some 
nn  of  old.  If  memory  hath  its  tombs,  they  are  not  the  graves  of  perished 
but  of  living  remembrance, — sepulchres  wherein  agonised  thoughts  seek 
their  rest,  and  sometimes  drop,  through  exhaustion,  into  sleep,  but  only 
to  awake  to  the  horrors  of  a  resurrection ;  the  pang  deeper  because  re- 
freshed, and  the  judgment-day  closer  at  hand. 

How  then  I  wished  that  vurtue  had  been  my  earliest  lesson,  its  voice 
the  music  of  my  childhood!  Who  had  ever  called  me  aside  to  say, 
**  Life  hath  its  limits,  my  child ;  do  now  as  thou  wouldst  in  thy  dying 
hour !"  I  was  left  to  myself ;  I  walked  in  the  paths  I  liked  best.  I 
have  lived  to  learn  that  repentance  is  not  the  blotter  out,  but  only  the 
agony  of  crime ; — ^the  recollection  of  every  misdeed,  with  its  halo  of 
0orroW|  has  followed  me  through  the  pathways  of  time* 
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While  thus  happy,  the  sense  of  insecurity  which  undermines  the  feel- 
ing of  bliss  in  the  wicked,  how  fearful  its  whispers  of  condeouiation !  To 
possess  all  that  human  nature  can  desire,  to  know  that  justice  itself 
could  have  served  even  the  virtuous  no  better.  But  then  the  doubt 
arises  how  long  can  it  last?  The  possession  of  wealth  arouses  no  such 
suspicion  in  the  wicked;  gold  is  the  perquisite  of  the  sinner;  to  inherit 
it  occasions  him  no  remorse.  But  could  a  virtuous  and  lovely  soul,  so 
firesh  from  the  laboratory  of  Heaven,  be  allowed  to  mingle  long  with  the 
self-exalted,  with  the  impure  thinker? — him  whose  doom  is  still  to  re- 
flect; who  has  only  to  meditate  to  descend  once  more  among  the  damned. 

How  are  these  riddles  to  be  solved  ? — engendered  as  they  are  amid 
the  helpless  passivity  of  man,  and  the  silence  of  an  Almighty  f 

Chapter  IV. 

A  MONTH  had  run  its  course  since  my  marriage ;  during  that  time 
Adora  had  Uved  secluded :  she  had  as  yet  seen  no  one  except  the  Lady 
Trivulzio.  Ippolito  had  returned  to  Aula ;  it  was  right  that  he  should 
see  his  sister.  1  had  now  participated  in  a  period  of  utmost  enchantment 
in  the  possesion  of  my  bride,  and  was  anxious  to  confer  upon  her  and  her 
brother  a  new  happiness, — a  blessing  of  which  neither  had  dreamt.  I  had 
talked  to  Adora  of  her  family,  and  had  gathered  from  her  a  few  bare  par- 
ticulars of  her  father,  Don  Abarbanel.  She  had  not  lived  with  him  from 
childhood:  her  youth  had  been  passed  with  Dione,  and  at  intervals  with 
Theonoe  and  JEthra.  If  she  knew  that  a  brother  had  ever  been  bom  to 
her,  she  believed  him  to  have  been  lost  in  inflEmcy ;  the  surprise,  therefore, 
both  to  Adora  and  IppoHto,  was  to  be  complete.  I  appointed  the  sweet 
youth  an  interview  with  the  bride;  not  a  formal  one,  however,  for  I  told 
him  that  he  was  to  think  of  Adora  with  a  brother's  regard. 

At  this  announcement  a  shade  of  dbappointment,  such  as  once  before 
I  had  seen  on  his  countenance  when  I  had  to  assure  him  that  he  was  not 
my  brother,  a  second  time  crossed  his  eyes.  What  was  the  substance  of 
that  shade  I  truly  conjectured;  nor  was  he  slow  to  confirm  the  meaning 
which  his  looks  betokened. 

"  I  am  grateful  to  thee  for  this  fresh  favour,"  said  he,  *'  and  I  will 
fiedthfully  devote  myself  to  Adora's  good.  This,  then,"  he  added,  '*  is 
the  sister  thou  didst  promise  me?" 

"  You  had  hoped  for  a  sister  of  your  own,  dear  Ippolito,  was  it  not 
so  ?     Never  mind,  she  will  be  more  than  a  sister  to  you." 

*'  The  feehng  which  you  have  divined  has  passed,"  said  Ippolito,  '^  and 
I  will  endeavour  to  explain  its  origin.  It  arose  from  pride ;  the  desire 
all  have,  especially  in  the  midst  of  open  rejoicings,  to  cong^tulate 
themselves  at  having  derived  birth  without  reproach;  this  desire  1  just 
now  felt  the  stronger,  that  I  might  have  appeared  spotless  before  Adora." 
He  sighed  deeply,  and  resumed :  "  How  much  I  owe  thee !  Thou  hast 
bestowed  upon  me  thine  own  heart,  hast  made  me  thy  brother,  and  thou 
wouldst  now  admit  me  to  the  love  of  thy  beautiful  bride  I" 

He  looked  the  image  of  her  as  he  spoke. 

''  What  tells  you,"  asked  I,  '<  that  she  is  thus  beautiful  ?" 

^'  Oh,  I  feel  it ;  she  must  be  so ;  is  she  not  thine  ?  I  feel  inwardly 
beautiful  myself  at  moments  when  thou  lookest  at  me  with  affection* 
Then  thy  soul  enters  me,  and  I  am  myself  no  longer." 

How  truly  he  spoke  ;  and  what  unconscious  evidence  he  diBplayed  of 
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the  meiemsychosis  he  descrihed  ;  for  Adora,  then  oocopying  all  his 
thoughtful  oeingy  he  felt  that  she  was  beautiful ;  and  the  more  so,  that 
his  consciousness,  as  well  as  his  mortal  form,  was  after  her  image. 

My  father's  wisdom,  guned  by  him  at  such  cost,  and  which  nothing 
but  filial  piety  led  me  to  regard,  had  thus  at  last  ensured  the  harmony  of 
my  final  lot,  when  the  sympathies  of  my  intellect  and  heart  were  matimd. 
I  had,  after  all,  never  loved  more  than  one,  though  it  was  through  the 
forms  of  many ;  for  I  now  plainly  saw  that  all  were  of  a  type,  whil»  one 
only  of  the  g^up  was  comnussicmed  by  nature  to  conjure  Mp  a£fectiaii 
in  me  to  the  brim.  Mdissa,  I  had  surely  loved ;  Giuditta,  too  ;  but 
the  first  I  had  loved  to  hate,  the  last  I  had  hated  to  love.  Next  .£thra 
crossed  my  path;  and  like  the  others  outwardly,  her  resemblance  to  them 
reminded  me  of  their  inward  being.  Even  Theonoe  herself  I  never  could 
behold  but  as  a  sister,  whom  I  could  have  kissed  with  simple  truth.  And 
the  beautiful  Ippolito,  the  boy  who  in  bnlliancy  of  looks  surpassed  them 
all;  I  loved  him  unremittix^ly,  and  with  such  ardour,  that  ne  assumed 
the  feminine  form  of  my  existence  in  my  dreams.  I  cast  my  eyes  into 
space,  seeking  for  one  not  more  beautiful  than  I  had  yet  bdield,  and  found 
her  at  length  in  Adora,  the  perfected  image  of  the  same  glorious  model. 

These  reflections  flitted  through  me  as,  in  deepest  satisfoction,  I  gazed 
upon  her. 

'^  Adora,"  I  said  to  her  in  turn,  "  can  there  be  realised  to  yourself 
another,  not  only  like  you,  but  no  less  good  and  lovely  ?  If  such  you 
saw,  could  you  love  him  as  a  brother  ?" 

Her  eyes  gave  out  an  intenser  lig^t ;  her  arms  approadied  mine. 

^*  No ;  that  is  not  what  I  mean,  my  beloved.  There  exists  a  being 
who,  next  to  thee,  is  dearest  to  me  on  eartL  He  is  my  brother.  Canst 
thou  love  him  as  thine  ?" 

^\Yoiur  brother !  I  could  love  such  a  one  as  you  describe.  But  you 
have  no  brother." 

*^  I  have.     He  is  thy  gift     But  judge  for  thyself;  he  comes." 

Ippolito  entered.  With  steady,  undeviating  look  he  approached  his 
sister.  She  stood  firm,  and  their  eyes  became  fastened  on  each  other. 
The  expression  of  countenance  in  both  was  alike— happy  and  wonder- 
wrought.  Their  faces,  too,  were  as  each  other's  image  in  a  glass. 
Indeed,  while  they  spoke  not,  they  at  the  same  moment,  as  by  a  simul- 
taneous thought,  arising  in  parallel  natures  under  the  same  conditions, 
turned  their  eyes  to  the  mirror  whi<^  stood  at  their  nde,  and,  by  oompa- 
risen  of  themselves  with  one  another,  saw  that  they  were  as  one.  No 
longer  able  to  bear  the  suspense  myself,  I  said, 

^  Embrace  each  other.  She,  Ippolito,  is  your  own  sister.  ELe,  Adors, 
18  your  brother." 

They  wept  bitterly,  and  apart,  as  if  the  gap  of  years  yet  aepanied 
them ;  so  I  placed  them  in  each  other's  embrace. 

Chapter  V. 

I  MIGHT  be  said  at  this  time  to  be  perfectly  happy,  for  if  remorse  did 
sometimes  threaten,  the  bliss  which  my  possession  of  Adora  oooferred  on 
me  was  transcendent.  My  happiness  was,  therefore,  for  a  time  greater, 
though  liable  to  perturbations,  than  if  perfect  peace  had  been  esta* 
blished  in  my  heart.  la  due  time  I  surrounded  nmdf  widi  emiaent 
' —   -MasoniO,iiid  other  Mghly-tPtdaedinteifecti;  rolfliyandadadtof 
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divines— men  whose  moral  attainments  were  spotless.  Piombino  and  the 
art-worshippers  I  ceased  to  receive,  £Dr  the  pallid  ghost  of  Moro  came  ever 
to  my  imagination  at  the  side  of  his  surviving  friend. 

Adora  received  my  associates  with  becoming  grace  and  cheerfulness  i 
but  she  seemed  never  perfectly  happy  except  when  alone  with  me,  and 
then  she  looked  too  deeply  content,  her  devotion  too  great.  It  was  this 
a£Eection,  so  tender  and  thrilling,  which  made  me  tremble  as  for  my  life. 
Tha  transition  from  misery  the  most  earthly,  to  such  bliss^  was  almost 
too  sudden.  I  was  even  disposed  to  avoid,  at  times,  this  ever-flushing 
stream  of  happiness,  not  from  satiety,  but  dread  lest  it  should  sooner  end 
its  course  if  so  lavishly  enjoyed.  On  this  account,  then,  I  would  invite 
my  guests,  live  with  tnem  through  the  midnight,  dip  with  them  into  the 
crevices  of  forbidden  truth,  climb  the  shadowy  precipices  of  tibe  soul's 
morrow ;  and  the  imagination  has  listened  as  the  mighty  flood  of  truth, 
moving  ever  on,  has  reached  some  brink,  has  listened  as  the  bottomless 
flood  has  gone  over,  has  listened  to  catch  a  sound  of  its  next  course  in  the 
miseen,  but  it  has  £eJlen  into  depths  too  vast  to  send  noise  back  to  the  ear. 
In  this  blank  I  have  returned  to  my  love,  and  there  has  been  a  blank  no 
more.  Though  science  were  empty,  love  was  full ;  and  beauty,  in  its 
re^lendent  lights  of  form  and  spirit,  seemed  better  than  the  cold  know- 
ledge of  how  such  came  to  be. 

Oh,  happy  days,  would  that  such  had  been  for  all !  To  love  as  I  loved, 
to  be  loved  as  I  was  loved,  is  to  know,  to  think,  to  feel  with,  to  be  God  I 
Oh,  days,  few,  indeed,  for  man ;  but  perpetual  in  the  Divine  eternity,  ye 
send  back  sounds  upon  the  heart  as  ye  forward  flow. 

So  time  rolled  by,  and  g^ve  us  hourly  samples  of  the  treasures  it  bore 
for  those  whose  turn  it  was  to  have  them.  I  led  a  more  active  life ;  saw 
my  steward,  the  venerable  Anselmo,  often ;  dictated  and  inspected  works 
on  the  land;  planned  aqueducts  and  bridges;  designed  cottages;  and, 
what  surprised  me  the  most,  worked  with  my  own  hands.  The  pursuit 
of  manual  labour  procured  me  fresh  health,  kept  me  from  literary  work, 
and  restored  to  my  mind  and  frame  unwonted  vigour.  How  much  might 
not  an  intelligent  class  of  labourers  discover  whQe  performing  their  daily 
round  of  labour!  I  had  scarce  been  a  month  at  work  myself,  when, 
digging  a  deep  trench  near  the  castle,  for  the  purpose  of  conveying  a 
pool  of  water  over  the  rocky  steep,  my  spade  struck  as  upon  a  hard  pav^ 
ment.  I  proceeded  to  examine  the  ground  with  minute  attention :  the 
earth  being  cleared  away,  I  found  the  surface  to  be  uneven,  and  it  was 
not  long  before  it  was  ascertained  that  instead  of  a  floor  I  had  hJlen  upon 
some  massive  sculpture.  This  discovery  g^ve  fresh  earnestness  to  the 
pursuit,  and  at  length  the  whole  was  uncovered;  and  there,  unii^ured 
by  time,  every  feature  perfect,  a  winged  sphinx  reposed. 

My  intercourse  with  Musonio  had  been  renewed  of  late,  since  my  pur- 
suits had  become  more  elevated ;  he  enabled  me  to  see  the  meaning  o£ 
this  sign.  1  learned  from  him  that  the  winged  splunz  and  lion  were 
g^uardians  of  the  Etruscan  tomb,  as  of  the  Egyptian.  Near  at  hand, 
then,  perhaps  beneath  the  very  spot  where  I  stood,  was  the  burial-place 
of  one  or  more  of  the  ancient  masters  of  the  land.  For  tibe  present  I 
determined  to  say  little  of  the  discovery,  but  ordered  a  wall  to  be  placed 
round  the  sphinx  to  protect  it  from  injury,  as  a  sight  of  it  would  be 
eagerly  sought  by  the  curious.  In  the  mean  time  I  set  my  mind  to  woik 
for  authorities  on  the  burial-places  of  the  ancients,  without  much  soeeeas. 
One  Boman  historian,^  on  the  authority  of  anotiber,  deeeribed  a  ioak  at 
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Chiiisi  as  the  sepulchre  of  Lara  Poraenna :  I  pondered  well  that  narratton. 
The  magnitude  of  the  tomb  appeared  to  exceed  the  limits  of  probability ; 
a  circumstance  which  could  not  but  indicate  that  the  scale  of  Etruscan 
tombs,  at  all  events,  was  great;  probable  was  it,  indeed,  that  as  the 
winged  sphinx  and  lion  were  guardians  of  the  dead  of  Etruria,  as  well  as 
of  Egypt,  the  tombs  of  both  were  alike  vast.  At  Chiusi  the  form  of  the 
tomb  was  said  to  be  pyramidical,  in  which  it  was  like  the  Egyptian ;  and 
another  point  of  resemblance  between  the  two  was  their  labyrinthine 
recesses.  Thus,  then,  I  obtained  the  idea  of  a  spacious  labyrinth  tapering 
above  into  a  pyramid :  might  not  my  sphinx  surmount  such  ?  In  the 
land  of  Nile  the  pyramid  was  frequently  thus  crowned  by  colossal  sculp- 
ture ;  witness  the  great  Labyrinth  itself. 

I  reflected  long  and  intently;  I  bore  my  conclusions  to  the  ground  where- 
upon my  discovery  had  been  made,  and  this  agun  I  compared  with  the 
written  account  A  new  idea  then  struck  upon  my  mind.  Porsenna's  tomb 
was  underneath  a  town ;  might  not  my  suspected  one  extend  beneath  my 
castle,  which  was  the  site  of  an  ancient  citadel  ?  The  foundations,  and 
some  of  the  walls  which  rose  out  of  the  steep  which  the  castle  overhung, 
were  Etruscan ;  indeed,  there  were  traces  along  the  rocky  boundary  of 
Cyclopean  walls,  massive,  formed  of  huge  polygonal  stones,  and  altogether 
ruder  than  the  masonry  of  the  Roman  or  Etruscan  era,  which  is  charac- 
terised by  a  higher  taste  and  perfection,  though  not  by  equal  boldness  or 
grandeur. 

Thus  there  were  speaking  proofs  of  the  antiquity  of  this  site,  which 
evidently  had  not  been  deserted  for  three  thousand  years.  Where  had 
the  dead  of  thirty  centuries  reposed?  Not  the  ignoble  dead,  but  the 
mighty  who  lived  encased  in  armour,  and  bearing  shield  and  spear,  and 
whose  stature  towered  aloft.  They  were  the  defenders  of  human  liberties 
in  the  early  age  of  time,  and  the  infancy  of  justice,  when,  to  be  secure  from 
outrage  at  the  daily  risk  of  life,  was  to  enjoy  freedom. 

After  some  weeks  had  elapsed,  it  came  into  my  mind  to  explore  those 
subterraneous  portions  of  the  castle  which  lay  in  tne  neighbourhood  of  my 
sphinx ;  at  the  same  time  I  dismissed  messeng^ra  to  Musonio,  desiring  his 
speedy  presence.  I  had  never  explored  the  uninhabited  parts  of  the 
building,  nor  made  examination  of  the  regions  underground.  A  motive 
to  do  so  had  now  arisen,  and  I  proceeded  to  the  task  with  curiosity. 

In  the  parapet  wall  which  bounded  the  north  terrace  walk,  and  arose  in 
massive  masonry  out  of  the  rock  itself,  appearing  almost  identified  with  it, 
there  was  a  door,  deep  within  a  circular  archway,  which  had  not  been  set 
open  for  many  years.  The  rusty  lock  was  soon  made  to  give  way  to  force ; 
the  massive  mnges  creaked,  but  did  not  break,  and  the  door  swung  for- 
ward against  boughs  of  dwarf  willow,  which  overhung  and  clothed  the 
Tock.  From  this  archway  a  flight  of  steps  sloped  down  the  side  of  the 
steep,  guarded  outside  by  a  huge  wall,  raised  on  circular  arches,  springing 
over  the  ravine  beneath,  and  under  which  its  waters,  those  of  the  Cecina, 
rushed.  At  a  height  of  a  few  feet  from  the  stream  bank,  the  stairs  turned 
at  a  right  angle,  walled  in  on  either  side,  and  projecting  in  front  of  the 
cliff  itself,  and,  like  the  flight  above,  supported  on  an  arohed  foundadoD. 
Numerous  plants  of  a  picturesque  kind  grew  from  the  rock,  and  between 
the  stony  crevices  of  the  steps.  Among  these  was  to  be  observed  the 
maidenhair,  which  luxuriated  ever  in  the  spray  of  a  falling  cascade ;  while 
a  variety  of  mossy  fern  formed  a  network  down  the  rock. 

On  gainmg  this  last  flight  of  steps,  I  stood  still  a  moment  in  deligH 
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to  g^e  upon  a  pair  of  winged  lions  which  rested  upon  the  coping  of  the 
wall,  and  faced  the  stream.  They  had  evidently  been  removed  from  their 
original  situation,  and  placed  there  at  some  remote  period,  their  Etruscan 
characters  being  inconsistent  with  the  Norman  masonry  on  which  they 
reposed.  These,  with  the  sphinx  above,  I  should  have  deemed  from  the 
Nile,  but  I  suspected  that  a  more  interesting  explanation  was  at  hand. 
They  were  in  a  perfect  state,  and  continue  so  to  this  day,  after  a  lapse  of 
nearly  fifty  years.  Ippolito  had  proceeded  to  Florence  in  quest  of  Mu- 
sonio,  and,  as  I  might  expect  them  on  the  morrow,  I  desisted  from  fur- 
ther search  until  they  should  arrive. 

In  expectation  of  their  coming  on  that  same  evening,  I  walked  up  and 
down  the  south  terrace  with  Adora,  and  paused  to  witness  the  first  burst- 
ing forth  of  the  evening  star,  which  by  silent  consent  we  gazed  at  with 
curious  love.  Faint  was  at  first  its  fire,  like  the  dimness  of  revelation ;  but 
it  came  upon  us  at  the  close  of  twilight,  the  rapid  crepuscula,  and  like  a 
ray  of  hope  appeared  to  suspend  the  soul  between  it  and  darkness.  At  the 
hour  of  nightfall,  sadness  damps  the  mortal  spirit — a  sadness  which  renders 
music  grateful,  and  light  a  boon,  especially  the  light  of  the  first  evening 
star. 

We  had  passed  the  time  in  sweet  concord,  mingling  thoughts  the  most 
pure  in  language  worthy  to  express  them.  We  seemed  only  to  need  an 
assistance  apparently  at  hand,  to  raise  all  that  lives  to  our  own  level  of 
bliss,  while,  supremely  blessed  ourselves,  we  felt  capable  of  rising  to  a 
participation  of  joys  yet  higher.  From  our  present  state  to  one  of  im- 
mortal joy  had  been  but  a  simple  and  natural  transition. 

The  twilight  had  suddenly  damped  our  ardour;  the  star  only  stood 
between  us  and  night.  We  hailed  it  with  some  emotion ;  while  it  could  not 
save  the  gorgeous  pictures  of  our  fancy  from  destruction,  its  feeble  but 
supernal  light  encouraged  us,  spoke  of  aspirations  to  be  respected,  and  of 
patience  as  a  means  through  which  to  realise  all  at  last.  The  virtues  of 
endurance  seemed  revealed  in  its  steady  beams,  but  we  felt  yet  the  more 
strongly  that  we  were  mortal. 

The  spirits  of  the  community  are  never  thus  uneven;  they  are  disturbed 
by  selfisn  influences,  not  by  those  extrinsic  phenomena  which  shake  the 
soul  itself.  But  a  select  class  exists  unseen  among  nations  of  men,  who 
at  evening  are  collected  under  heaven  by  the  chimes  of  the  firmament,  and 
drawn  into  the  cathedral  beyond  by  the  invitadon  of  the  sky.  There  may 
the  beggar  and  his  infant  kneel  as  they  traverse  the  desert  where  living 
temples  subsist  not  more ;  there  they  will  find  a  priest  on  whose  alb 
glitters  the  Southern  Cross — a  crucifix  of  stars.  He  who  has  never 
entered  a  shrine  below,  nor  looked  on  the  frescoes  which  animate  the 
dome  of  an  earthly  house  of  worship,  may  yet  rise  at  once  unto  the 
Only,  and  be  seen  throughout— cry  "Father I"  and  be  everywhere  heard. 

And  there  even  the  earthly  potentate,  surrounded  by  his  court  and  com- 
passed by  gorgeous  machinery,  may  forget  for  a  moment  his  perishable 
greatness,  and  by  those  heavenly  silent  chimes  be  drawn  above  to  behold, 
with  the  beggar,  a  King  of  kings ;  his  final  rights  not  sacrificed  to  his 
sceptre,  nor  his  hopes  to  his  possessions ;  for  he  is  one  of  these  elect. 
The  divine  spark  consumes  the  vanities  of  the  heart,  it  bums  there  eter- 
nally, and  proclaims  him,  to  himself,  an  elect  whose  destiny  has  but  begun ; 
a  peculiar  spirit  who  can  everywhere  see  the  One  only  ;  a  remnant  cast 
out  for  a  time  from  the  nationality  of  the  chosen,  and  wandering  deso- 
late among  thrones. 
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Ho!  for  the  itone  that  cnuhei; 

Hej!  for  the  whirliog  sail; 
Wlien  the  old  mill  shakes  in  erery  plank 

Like  a  vessel  in  the  gale. 
Hey!  for  the  blast  that  drireth 

The  ponderoas  mill-wheel  romid. 
When  of  the  snow-storm  showering 

Wo  hear  the  mellow  somid. 

Hey!  for  the  winds  of  winter, 

AVhen  it  never  bloweth  ill; 
In  the  idle  breeze  of  summer 

The  miller  sitteth  stiU. 
In  the  dull,  grey  night, — ^the  long,  long  nighty 

When  the  frost  is  on  the  earth, 
A  weary  man's  the  miller 

As  he  sitteth  by  his  hearth. 

Hey!  for  the  roaring  hurricane 

That  tears  the  forest-tree: 
Ah !  the  savage  din  of  tempest 

Is  the  miller's  melody. 
All  night  in  wild  December, 

The  whole  cold  night  along, 
O'er  the  buzz  within  and  the  roar  without 

Is  heard  the  miller's  song. 

When  the  bare  bleak  moor  is  lying 

All  white  beneath  the  moon. 
The  north  wind  roars  a  thunder  bass 

To  the  lonely  nuller*s  tune. 
When  the  mill-sails  wild  are  tossing, 

Like  a  spirit's  arms  on  high, 
Like  the  arms  of  one  beseeching 

Help  from  the  murky  sky — 

Help  from  the  savage  fary 

Of  the  wind  that  flies  above— 
The  wind  that  the  blanched  miller^ 

The  grey  old  miller's  love. 
Hey!  for  the  stout  Nor- wester 

That  shatters  the  cottage  pane: 
The  wind  is  the  miller's  vassal 

That  grinds  his  golden  grain. 

It  may  rush  o'er  distant  mountains, 

It  may  roar  across  the  hill ; 
It  may  hurry  along  the  blasted  moor, 

But  first  it  drives  the  mill. 
Summer's  a  weary  season, 

Dull  looks  the  sunny  earth ; 
The  grey  cold  eve  of  winter 

Is  the  time  for  the  miller's  mirth. 

The  miller  is  no  coward, 

Though  he's  pale  as  a  frightened  maid; 
HIb  cheek's  as  red  as  the  crimson  rose 

In  a  snowy  robe  arrayed. 
0!  all  night  long  when  the  piping  wind 

Is  whistling  loud  without, 
Twcen  the  bars  of  the  old  mill's  window 

At  the  stars  he  looketh  out 
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FLORENCE     HAMILTON. 

Bt  Miss  Julia  Addison. 

author  op  "thb  curate  op  wildmbrb," 

Chaptee  XVL 

The  stings  of  fjilsehood  these  shall  Xsj 
And  hard  unkindness'  altered  eye 
That  mocks  the  tear  it  hids  to  flow. 

Gbat. 

Lady  Seagrove,  Miss  Trimmer,  and  Florence,  were  sitting  in  the 
diawing-room,  in  the  interval  between  Silverdale's  departure  and  dressing 
for  an  early  dinner  party. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  percehre,  Florence,"  Lady  Seagrove  was  observing, 
with  a  gravity  of  manner  very  unusnal  to  her,  "  that  you  still  entertain 
the  same  prejudices  against  my  poor  nephew.  I  should  have  thought 
that  my  affection  for  him,  and  his  relationship  to  me,  would  alone  be 
sufficient  to  prepossess  you  in  his  favour." 

She  paused.     Florence  sighed,  but  said  nothing. 

'^  Averse  as  I  am,"  continued  Lady  Seagrove,  *'  to  reminding  any  one 
of  past  kindness,  surely  the  recollection  of  my  more  than  maternal  fond- 
ness for  you  and  your  sister  ought  also  to  have  some  weight." 

"  I  know,"  said  Florence,  earnestly,  "  that  I  can  never  repay  your 
kindness,  my  dearest,  best  friend.  It  is,  it  ought  to  be,  the  first  wish  of 
my  heart  to  prove  my  gratitude ;  but '* 

"  You  can  prove  yoiur  gratitude,"  interrupted  Lady  Seag^ve.  "  Say 
only  that  I  have  your  free  permission  to  encourage  Sir  Robert's  addresses 
—to  tell  him  that  you  are  not  unfavourable  to— — " 

*'  Oh,  no,  no !  my  dearest  Lady  Seagrove,  for  Heaven's  sake  do  not 
tell  him  that.  You  would  not  have  me  pretend  sentiments  which  I  can 
never  feel  ?" 

"  Gently,  Florence,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  looking  displeased.  "  This 
is  not  the  manner  in  which  young  ladies  ought  to  speak  to  their  parents 
or  guardians.  I  never  anticipated  such  opposition  from  you — ^you,  with 
whom  my  slightest  wish  was  once  as  powerful  as  a  command." 

"And  so  it  is  now,"  said  Florence,  with  emotion,  "in  every  instance, 
except '' 

"  Elxcept  when  my  vrish  does  not  accord  with  your  inclination.  Meri- 
torious indeed,  and  well  calculated  to  impress  me  with  the  sincerity  of 
your  love  and  gratitude."     ^ 

"  Oh,  Lady  Seasrove,  do  not  speak  thus,  I  implore  you !"  exclaimed 
Florence,  covering  ner  face  with  her  hands. 

"  Florence,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  "  listen  to  what  I  am  going  to  sinr. 
It  grieves  me  to  give  you  pun,  but  I  warn  you,  that  unless  you  speedily 
change  your  opinion  and  feelings  on  this  subject,  my  serious  displeasure 
will  be  me  penalty." 

The  idea  of  a  young  and  inexperienced  ^1  presuming  to  have  an 
opinion  concerning  any  matrimonial  alliance  her  friends  might  desire  for 
her,  appeared  quite  ridiculous  to  Lady  Seagrove.     Believing,  as  she  did. 
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that  the  sooner  a  young  lady  settled  in  the  world  the  better,  provided 
her  husband  was  rich  and  of  good  family,  she  considered  that  temper, 
disposition,  and  personal  merits  were  of  roost  secondary  importance,  if, 
indeed,  of  any  importance  at  all.      She  herself  had  married  without 
knowing   anything  of  her  husband's  character,  without  any  particular 
liking  for  him,  and  her  marriage  had  been  happy  enough.     It  is  true, 
he  was  a  sDly,  indolent  man,  but  then  he  was  a  man  of  title  and  fortune, 
and  she  did  not  want  a  companion  in  her  husband.     He  had  a  large  and 
fashionable  circle  of  acquaintance,  and  allowed   her  to  ^ve  splendid 
parties,  and  go  out  as  much  as  she  pleased;  all  which  advantages  Flo- 
rence would  have  if  she  married  Sir  Robert.     What  if  the  baronet  were 
passionate  and  ill-tempered  now  and  then  ?     Sir  Henry  Seagrove  used 
to  be  cross  and  disagreeable  at  times,  but  she  had  never  troubled  herself 
about  that;  every  one  had  their  defects — men  especially.     Even  sup- 
posing a  husband  to  possess  the  most  shocking  temper  in  the  world,  it 
need  not  make  his  wife  unhappy.     She  was  never  obliged  to  see  him  till 
dinner,  and  then,  if  they  always  had  company  when  they  dined  at  home, 
what  time  or  opportunity  had  the  worst-tempered  man  to  be  quarrelsome 
or  tyrannical?     If  by  chance  she  was  threatened  with  the  misfortune  of 
a  tete-a-tete,  what  was  easier  than  for  the  wife  to  have  a  bad  headache,  and 
remain  in  her  own  room  ?     It  was  natural  that  a  youne^  bride  should  like 
to  be  constantly  in  society,  to  show  off  her  fine  clothes  and  gay  eqm- 

Eages.      Florence  liked  society  and  amusement;   what   then  could  be 
er  objection  to  Sir  Robert  but  a  foolbh  antipathy  which  it  would  be 
an  act  of  kindness  to  the  girl  herself  to  compel  ner  to  conquer? 

Thus  reasoned  Lady  Seagprove;  and  the  more  she  reflected,  the  stronger 
became  her  wish  to  see  Florence  married  to  her  nephew,  and  the  more 
resolved  was  she  to  bring  about  the  union.  She  now,  i^r  a  silence  of 
some  minutes,  changed  her  mode  of  attack. 

*'  Your  dislike  to  my  poor  nephew,"  she  said,  **  does,  I  confess,  appear 
to  me  so  strange,  that  had  I  less  confidence  in  you,  I  should  conclude  some 
more  fortunate  individual  had  won  your  heart.  You  have  often  assured 
me  that  you  had  no  secrets  from  me." 

**  Neither  have  I,  dear  Lady  Seagrove,"  interrupted  Florence. 

"  Then  your  objection  to  Su:  Robert  Craven  is  not  the  consequence  of 
being  in  love  with  any  one  else  ?" 

"  Indeed  it  b  not. 

'^  I  do  not  wonder  your  ladythip  ith  particular  in  inquiring,"  lisped 
Miss  Trimmer,  who  was  lolling  in  an  arm-chair,  innocently  playing  with 
the  ends  of  her  long  sash,  "  for  nothing  ith  tho  thoon  lotht  ath  a  young 
ladyth  heart." 

"  Very  true,"  said  Lady  Seagrove ;  "  but  Florence  is  so  rational  and  so 
candid,  mat  if  she  assures  me  such  is  not  the  case——" 

**  1  do  assure  you  that  I  am  not  in  love,"  said  Florence,  speaking  with 
what  she  at  least  then  thought  to  be  the  most  perfect  sincerity;  *'and 
surely,  my  dear  Lady  Seagrove,  you  will  believe  me  ?" 

*'  I  do,  my  dear  child,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  feeling,  as  she  looked  at 
Florence's  earnest,  ingenuous  countenance,  that  it  was  impossible  to  dis- 
believe her. 

^'  I  know,  though,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  ''  who  would  be  the  favourite 
with  Florenth,  if  she  had  a  favourite,  and  that  ith  a  thertun  captain." 
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"  Captain  Wentworth  ?"  said  Florence,  slightly  colouring,  "  I  did 
not  say  I  had  no  favourites;  I  said  I  was  not  in  love." 

^*  And  you  meant  to  include  him,  when  you  thaid  that  you  were  not 
in  love  ?'* 

**  Of  course  I  did !"  exclaimed  Florence,  indignantly.  "  I  am  sur- 
prised at  your  asking  me  such  a  question.  Miss  Trimmer!" 

Little  Adela,  who  was  to  accompany  the  party  in  their  visit,  now 
appeared,  to  remind  her  sister  that  it  was  time  to  dress,  and  the  conversa- 
tion dropped. 


Chapter  XVII. 

There  reigned  a  solemn  silence  over  all. 

Spencer. 
She  looked  a  sermon — 
Each  eye  a  lecture,  and  her  brow  a  homily. 

LoBD  Btron. 

'^  How  dreadful  it  is  of  those  Mumfords  to  dine  at  three  o'clock,"  said 
Lady  Seagrove,  mournfully,  to  Florence  and  Miss  Trimmer,  as  they 
stepped  into  the  carria^. 

"  Thocking!"  echoed  Miss  Trimmer;  "quite  prepothterouth!" 

"  I  certmnly  should  not  have  accepted  the  invitation,"  said  Lady  Sea- 
grove,  "  only  that  the  Mumfords  are  connexions  of  my  old  friends  the 
Grahams,  who  asked  me  to  he  civil  to  them." 

On  arriving,  Lady  Seagrove  and  her  companions  found  the  family, 
consisting  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mumford,  their  son,  and  three  daughters, 
sitting  in  formal  array,  ready  to  receive  their  visitors. 

The  eldest  Miss  Mumford  was  tall  and  thin,  with  small  insignificant 
features,  a  pale  yellow  complexion,  a  very  solemn  expression  of  counte- 
nance, and  sullen  manners.  She  was  attired  in  a  sombre  g^h  of  hrown 
silk,  trimmed  with  dark  grey  rihbon,  and  wore  her  hair,  which  was  very 
thin,  strained  tightly  back  from  her  face  and  fastened  in  a  little  knob 
behind,  as  if  her  object  was  to  disfigure  herself  as  much  as  possible. 

Miss  Priscilla  Mumford  resembled  her  sister  in  person,  except  that  she 
was  not  quite  so  tall,  not  quite  so  thin,  and  had  not  quite  such  a  for- 
bidding aspect. 

The  youngest,  Miss  Gertrude,  was  very  different,  both  in  person  and 
manners,  from  either  of  her  sisters,  whose  junior  she  was  by  several  years. 
She  was  a  pretty  girl,  scarcely  eighteen,  with  a  well-formed,  graceful 
figure,  rather  below  the  middle  height,  a  complexion  which  reminded  one 
of  the  tints  of  some  bright  flower,  delicate  features,  soft  hazel  eyes, 
and  waving  chestnut  ringlets.  Her  disposition  was  cheerful  and  lively ; 
she  Uked  to  laugh  and  talk,  and  to  run  about  the  fields  and  garden ; 
to  read  a  good  novel  occasionally;  to  sing  and  play  other  music  besides 
hymns  and  anthems,  when  it  was  not  Sunday ;  and  would  sometimes 

express  a  timid  wish  to  go  to  the  theatre  at  B when  a  particularly 

interesting  play  was  to  be  performed  there.  All  this  was  considered 
^'highly  reprehensible"  by  the  rest  of  her  family,  and  her  mother  and 
elder  sisters  frequently  pronounced  her  to  be  a  very  strange  girl. 

Mr.  Simon  Mumford,  the  son,  was  a  grave,  stolid-lookmg  young  man. 
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with  a  tall,  lank,  ungracefal  figure,  and  plain  features,  who  dreised  in  a 
style  between  that  of  a  gentleman-&nner  and  a  methodist  panon. 

Mr.  Mumford,  senior,  a  fat,  good-hnmoored,  elderly  gentleman,  was 
completely  under  the  government  of  his  wife,  of  whom  he  stood  in  great 
awe.  He  would  have  gone  to  a  play  or  a  concert  now  and  then,  and  have 
invited  two  or  three  fiends  oocasionaUy  to  play  a  game  of  whist  with  him 
had  he  dared,  but  he  did  not  dare;  he  was  a  complete  cipher.  No  one 
ever,  but  by  a  rare  chance,  heard  of  Mr.  Minnford;  it  was  Mrt.  Mmnfixd 
who  gave  dinner  parties,  Mrs,  Mumford  who  subscribed  to  chaiitaUe  in* 
stitutions,  Mrs,  Mumford  whose  opinion  was  to  be  asked,  or  patronage 
solicited;  in  short,  Mrs,  Mumford  who  did  everything. 

After  the  ceremonies  of  salutation  were  over,  Mrs.  Mumford  rang,  and 
two  white-faced,  dismal-looking  little  girls,  with  their  hair  cropped  short, 
and  dressed  in  high  merino  Brocks,  notwithstanding  the  heat  of  the 
weather,  appeared,  accompanied  by  a  hard-featured  and  ill-tempered 
looking  nursemaid,  who,  as  Mrs.  Mumford  whispered  to  Lady  Seam>ve, 
was  an  eminently  pious  and  truly  Christian  young  woman.  Tne  children, 
with  heads  painfully  erect,  folded  arms,  and  stiffened  figures,  moved  like 
small  automatons  to  the  centre  of  the  room,  made  a  low  curtsey,  and  then 
stood  perfectly  motionless,  with  their  feet  in  the  first  position. 

*'  These  are  the  young  relatives  I  mentioned  to  you,  ^  Lady  Seagrove,* 
said  Mrs.  Mumford,  ^  whom  it  pleased  God  to  deprive  of  their  parents,  and 
who  are  placed  with  me  for  a  few  years.  Rachel — Hannah,  this  is  Miss 
Adela  Hamilton,  whom  I  permit  you  to  form  a  friendship  with." 

The  two  young  ladies  hereupon,  each  makine  a^  she  did  so  another 
curtsey,  advanced  one  after  another  and  took  tne  hand  of  the  yoone 
Adela,  who,  with  her  bright  natural  curls,  rosy  cheeks,  and  unchecked 
childish  grace,  formed  a  striking  contrast  to  the  artificial  little  puppets,  of 
whom  she  seemed  half  afraid.  She  was,  however,  carried  off  by  the  trio, 
and  the  remainder  of  the  party  took  seats. 

^*  It  is  very  seldom,"  said  Mrs.  Mumford  to  Lady  Seagrove,  *'  that  I 
allow  the  regularity  of  the  children's  studies  to  be  interrupted.  I  make 
it  a  rule,  as  I  did  with  my  own  girls,  to  have  stated  periods  for  dobg 
everything,  which  are  never  deviated  firom.  Rachel  and  Hannah  com- 
mence their  religious  and  secular  studies  at  six  in  the  morning,  and  con- 
tinue, with  two  hours'  interruption  for  meals,  walking,  and  the  back-boaid, 
until  eight  in  the  evening,  when,  after  a  couple  of  hours'  prayer  and 
scriptur^  reading,  they  retire  to  rest." 

Florence  ventured  to  ask  if  this  was  not  too  much  for  children  only 
eight  and  nine  years  old?  On  which  her  hostess,  glancing  towards  ha 
two  elder  daughters,  said,  with  the  air  of  one  who  is  bringing  forward  an 
unanswerable  and  overpowering  argument, 

'<  I  pursued  this  course  with  Abigail  and  Prisdlla,  also  with  G^rtrude^ 
when  she  was  at  home ;  but  I  imfortunately  allowed  her  to  pass  several 
years  of  her  life  with  a  very  worldly-minded  aunt,  and  she  has  been  an 
altered  girl  ever  since.  Indeed" — this  was  added  in  a  lower  voice— '^  she 
never  was  as  seriously  and  religiously  disposed  as  my  other  children. 
One  little  saint,  whom  it  pleased  the  Lord  to  take  to  himself  at  the  age  of 
four  years  and  three-quarters,  could  repeat  all  the  New  Testament^  and 
great  part  of  the  Old,  by  heart." 

Lady  Seagrove  expressed  due  astonishment,  and  Mrs.  Mumford  added, 
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'^  She  was,  indeed,  an  extraordinary  child;  so  much  so,  that  our  pious 
fnend,  the  Reverend  Josias  Damper,  wrote  an  account  of  her  last  moments 
for  the  New  Jerusalem  Trumpet,  From  her  earliest  infancy,  whenever 
she  was  asked  whether  she  would  rather  have  a  g^ngerhread-nut  or  learn 
a  verse  out  of  the  Psalms  hy  heart,  she  would  always  reply,  '  Oh!  mamma^ 
the  verse,  if  you  please ;'  and  then  I  of  course  rewarded  her  piety  by  giving 
h^r  two  gingerbread-nuts  instead  of  one.*' 

Florence  could  not  help  thinking  that  this  might  have  had  some  in- 
fluence on  the  in&nt  saint's  choice,  but  she  felt  that  it  would  be  out  of 
place  to  say  so,  and  therefore  made  no  comment. 

Silence  now  fell  on  all  the  party,  which  was  presently  broken  by  La^ 
Seagrove's  making  a  remark  about  the  weather.  Mrs.  Mumford  replief!^ 
that  such  a  fine  season  was  indeed  a  blessing,  and  uttered  several  pious 
ejaculations  of  g^titude  for  the  prospect  of  an  abundant  harvest,  which, 
she  observed,  the  nation  ought  to  be  devoutly  thankful  to  God  for.  Mr. 
Mumford  then  ventured  an  observation  on  the  state  of  the  corn-laws,  but 
his  wife  cut  him  short  by  saying  that  she  took  no  interest  in  politics,  and 
thought  that  ladies  never  did,  or  at  any  rate  never  ought. 

Another  pause  followed,  during  which  Miss  Mumford  gathered  courage 
to  ask  Florence  in  a  whisper  if  she  had  taken  a  walk  that  morning. 

Florence  replied  in  the  negative,  and  Miss  Friscilla  inquired  whether 
she  drew. 

Florence  sidd  that  she  did,  and  not  knowing  what  else  to  say,  asked 
Miss  Priscilla  in  return  whether  she  was  fond  of  the  art. 
"  Yes,"  replied  that  young  lady ;  "we  all  draw  a  little.** 
"  What  is  your  favourite  style — do  you  prefer  landscapes  or  figures?" 
asked  Florence. 

*' Neither  in  particular,'*  said  Miss  Priscilla;  "we  do  a  little  in  all 
styles.** 

"  If  you  are  fond  of  drawing  landscapes  from  Nature,**  said  Florence^ 
yon  will  find  many  beautiful  subjects  in  this  neighbourhood." 

"  Oh  !  we  never  draw  firom  Nature,"  said  Miss  Mumford,  with  a  depre- 
cating look;  "we  none  of  us  like  pictures  done  from  Nature." 

Florence  found  it  impossible  to  repress  a  smile  at  this  speech;  on  which 
l^s  Mumford  regarded  her  with  a  stare  of  surprise,  but  ssdd  nothing. 

Silence  again  ensued,  and  Florence  was  considering  what  she  could 
possibly  say  next,  when  Lady  Seagrove,  whose  conversation  with  the 
elders  of  the  family  had  come  to  a  stand-still,  asked  Miss  Priscilla  whether 
she  painted  in  oils  or  water  colours. 

"  Oh,  we  only  draw  in  pencil,"  was  the  answer;  **our  master  does  not 

like  colour.     My  sister  tried  chalks  once,  but  she  soon  gave  them  up.*' 

Lady  Seagrove  observed  that  views  of  familiar  places  were  interesting. 

Mrs.  Mumford  assented  ;  but  added,  that  she  did  not  like  her  girls 

to  draw  out  of  doors,  they  were  so  liable  to  be  stared  at;  and  that  she 

considered  drawing  only  an  in-doors  occupation . 

After  this  there  was  a  tremendously  long  pause,  during  which  nothing 
was  heard  but  some  half-suppressed  yawns  from  poor  Mr.  Mumford,  who 
began  to  be  greatly  vapoured,  and  to  want  his  dinner  exceedingly. 

Presently  the  sound  of  wheels  attracted  the  attention  of  all  the  party, 
and  Miss  Gertrude  Mumford,  who  till  then  had  been  sitting  quietly  at 
her  mother's  elbow,  as  grave  and  silent  as  even  sJie  could  desire,  started 
up,  and  advanced  a  few  steps  towards  the  window,  exduming, 
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^'  Oh,  mamma,  I  hope  that  is  Mr.  Femherton!" 

<<  Pray  sit  down,  again,  directly,  Gertrude,  and  do  not  talk  so  much," 
said  Mrs.  Mumford,  frowning,  and  pulling  her  daughter  by  the  arm. 
'<  You  astonish  me.     I  am  sure  Miss  Hamilton  is  quite  shocked." 

Thus  reproved,  poor  Gertrude  resumed  her  seat,  and  relapsed  into 
silence.  She  was,  however,  consoled  by  perceiving  that  Florence  did  not 
appear  at  all  shocked,  but  frequently  addressed  her,  and  evidently  thought 
her  by  no  means  the  faulty  and  insignificant  person  her  family  did. 

In  a  few  moments  Femberton  made  his  appearance.  Mr.  Silverdale 
followed  him ;  and  shortly  afterwards  dinner  was  announced,  to  the  great 
relief  of  all  the  company. 

Miss  Trimmer,  who  had  been  endeavouring  to  draw  Mr.  Mumford, 
junior,  into  a  flirtation  ever  since  her  arrival,  without  success,  now  gave 
it  up  as  a  hopeless  case.  The  dinner  hour  *^  dragged  its  slow  length 
along"  heavily  enough.  The  character  and  deportment  of  the  host  and 
hostess  necessarily  determine  in  a  great  measure  the  tone  of  their  society, 
and  never  was  tms  more  strikingly  evident  than  in  the  present  instance, 
when  all  the  guests — even  the  lively  Femberton,  who  could  be  witty  and 
amusing  under  almost  any  circumstances — were  subdued,  and  sobered 
down  to  melancholy  dulness,  by  the  oppressive  and  mirth-repelling 
influence  of  the  Mumford  family.  It  is  true  that  many  of  the  indi- 
viduals composing  the  circle  had  peculiar  and  private  reasons  of  their 
own  for  being  less  gay  or  more  thoughtful  than  usual,  and  this  did  not 
contribute  by  any  means  to  dissipate  ihe  prevailing  gravity. 

Mrs.  Mumford,  who  seldom  had  company,  and  endeavoured  to  make  a 
great  show  with  little  means,  was  absorbed  in  anxious  solicitude  tiiat 
everything  should,  as  she  expressed  it,  "  go  off  weU." 

Miss  Trimmer  was  annoyed  because  she  was  seated  between  two 
Miss  Mumfords,  while  Florence  had  the  two  most  agreeable  beaux  one 
on  each  side  of  her. 

Lady  Seagrove  could  not  recover  her  equanimity,  which  had  been 
completely  deranged  by  the  earliness  of  the  dinner  hour. 

Femberton  could  not  banish  the  recollection  that  he  was  shortly  to  be 
involved  in  what  promised  to  be  a  most  unpleasant  affair,  of  which  he 
was  constantly  reminded  by  the  sight  of  nis  friend's  intended  anta- 
gonist. 

Florence,  who  missed  Wentworth's  companionship,  and  whose  thoughts 
were  elsewhere,  felt  lonely,  and  was  silent  and  distraite. 

As  for  poor  Silverdale,  the  idea  of  the  duel  completely  overcame  him. 
He  could  neither  eat,  drink,  nor  converse.  In  vain  did  Florence,  from 
motives  of  kindness,  endeavour  to  draw  him  into  conversation ;  in  vain 
did  he  say  to  himself,  *^  I  will,  like  Childe  Harold, 

Make  despair  a  smilingness  assume:" 

the  all-absorbing  subject  would  force  itself  upon  him  too  vividly  and 
constantly  to  admit  of  even  momentary  abstraction. 

By  the  time  that  the  gentlemen  had  joined  the  ladies  in  the  drawing- 
room  the  ice  had  beg^n  to  thaw  a  little,  and  the  conversation  to  be  rather 
less  formal. 

Lady  Seagrove  and  Mrs.  Mumford  were  becoming  confidential ;  Mi« 
Trimmer  had  prevailed  upon  Mr.  Simon  Mumford  to  play  a  game  of 


FLOBENCE  HAMILTON.  457 

chess ;  the  two  elder  Misses  Mumford  had  seated  themselves  at  a  tahle 
with  their  work,  one  occupied  in  making  little  jugs  of  knitted  worsted 
to  hold  halfpence,  and  the  other  in  stitching  very  small  beads  on  to  very 
small  slips  of  perforated  card,  in  the  form  of  short  moral  sentences ; 
while  Miss  Gertrude  Mumford,  although  she  was  several  times  recom- 
mended by  her  sisters  to  take  her  work,  chose  to  remain  unemployed, 
and  conversing  with  Florence ;  Mr.  Silverdale  sat  down  near  a  window, 
at  some  distance  from  the  rest  of  the  party,  with  a  book  in  his  hand, 
which  he  appeared  to  be  studying  intently ;  Mr.  Mumford,  senior,  seeing 
that  his  presence  was  nowhere  particularly  required,  took  up  a  news- 
paper, the  police  reports,  parliamentary  deoates,  shocking  accidents,  and 
norrid  murders,  contained  in  the  columns  of  which,  combined  with  the 
narcotic  influence  of  a  luxurious  arm-chair,  soon  soothed  him  into  a 
profound  slumber ;  Pemberton,  whose  elastic  spirits  had  in  some  degree 
revived,  placed  himself  so  that  he  could  converse  with  all  the  young 
ladies,  and  also  command  a  view  of  the  chess-board.  He  presently 
inquired  of  Miss  Mumford  if  those  were  talismans  or  charms  she  was 
working  ? 

"They  are  book  marks,  Mr.  Pemberton,"  replied  Miss  Mumford, 
graciously.  "  I  will  give  you  one  if  you  like.  You  may  take  your 
choice,'*  she  continued,  handing  him  some  she  had  completed,  which 
were  decorated  with  black,  grey,  brown,  and  drab-coloured  ribands. 

Florence  suggested  that  some  pink  riband  would  make  a  pretty 
variety. 

"  Couleur  de  rose  V*  said  Pemberton.  "  No ;  I'm  sure  that  is  a  tint 
to  which  Miss  Mumford  has  a  particular  aversion.'' 

"  You  are  quite  right,"  answered  the  serious  young  lady.  "  Why  do 
you  smile,  Miks  Hamilton  ?" 

*^  I  wish  I  could  persuade  you  to  go  to  the  review  we  were  talking  about 
at  dinner.  Miss  Mumford,'*  resumed  Pemberton;  '*!  am  sure  you  would 
be  pleased.  You  see  the  mere  mention  of  it  excites  Miss  Trimmer  so 
much  that  she  cannot  keep  her  eyes  or  her  attention  on  the  chess- 
board." 


*'  Mithter  Pemberton,  you  mithtake,"  siud  Miss  Trimmer,  who  wished 
appear  very  '^  serious.'      ^^  I  wath  thinking  of  nothing  but  my  nectht 


to 


move." 


^'  Mr.  Mumford  will  not  have  to  think  long  of  his  next  move,"  said 
Pemberton,  '<  if  you  leave  that  knig^ht  where  you  are  placing  it." 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  asked  Miss  Trimmer. 
"  That  you  had  better  forget  the  real  army,  and  look  well  at  the  mimic 


one." 


'<  I  thall  do  no  thuth  thing,"  she  replied.  '^  I  have  conthidered  thith 
move  deeply  for  the  latht  ten  minutes." 

"Now,"  said  Pemberton,  "mark  what  follows.  By  moving  the 
knight,  you  leave  the  queen  unguarded,  and  Mr.  Mumford  has  taken 
her." 

"  Oh,  my  poor  queen !"  exclaimed  Miss  Trimmer,  clasping  her  hands; 
"  how  could  I  looth  you !  I  may  now  give  up  the  game ;  but  it  wath 
quite  an  overthight.     I  wath  not  thinking  when  I  plathed  the  pieth." 

"  How  sing^ar !"  said  Pemberton,  "  considering  that  you  had  medi- 
tated on  the  move  deeply  for  ten  minutes." 
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"  Mithter  Pemberton,  I  do  with  yoa  would  not  make  tho  many  imper- 
tinent remarkth/'  said  Miss  Trimmer. 

'^  Do  you  not  mean  pertinent  ?"  rejoined  Pemberton,  smiling.  '^  The 
'  tm'  was  a  slip  of  the  tongue,  of  course." 

Miss  Trimmer  pouted  and  turned  her  back  to  him. 

'^  Shall  we  try  another  game  ?"  said  Mr.  Simon  Mumford. 

Miss  Gertruae  timidly  asked  some  question  about  the  reriew.  Pem- 
berton answered  her,  and  then  obserred  : 

*'  You  should  all  go,  if  it  was  merely  to  see  my  finend  Captain  Went- 
worth,  whom  all  the  ladies  are  in  love  with  in  this  part  ot  the  world ; 
and  you  would  soon  be  added  to  the  number^  for  he  is  one  of  the  hand- 
somest fellows  I  ever  saw." 

The  elder  JVOsses  Mumford  looked  at  each  other  and  then  down  upon 
their  work,  greatly  shocked  at  the  mention  of  falling  in  love,  especially 
with  an  officer.  Miss  Gertrude  had  the  boldness  to  inquire  what  day 
the  review  was  to  be,  and  to  say  that  she  should  like  to  see  it  vezy 
much. 

"  Well,  Silverdale,"  said  Pemberton,  **  is  there  anything  very  amusing 
iu  that  book  ?  Ha!  this  is  curious.  A  new  method  of  reading!  But 
first  tell  me,  are  you  interested  by  what  you  have  read  ?" 

^'  Yes,  to  be  sure^"  replied  the  poet,  looking  bewildered,  and  at  a  losi 
to  know  what  he  meant.     "  Why  do  you  laugh  ?" 

'^  Because,"  s^dd  Pemberton,  still  laughing, — "because  you  are  holding 
the  volume  the  wrong  way  upwards.  Well,  poets  and  geniuses  nevwr 
do  anything  like  other  people,  and  Silverdale  is  too  unlike  his  fellow- 
creatures  to  condescend  even  to  read  as  they  da" 

Florence,  pitying  the  poet's  confusion,  called  him  to  look  at  a  large 
volume  of  Scripture  prints,  the  only  book  in  the  room,  with  the  exception 
of  a  heap  of  tracts.'] 

Pemberton  again  glanced  at  the  chess  players.  ^'His  minesty  is 
rather  closely  besieged  there,"  said  he,  alluding  to  j^ss  Tnmmer'f 
king. 

"Check,"  said  Mr.  Mumford. 

"Oh,  how  cruelly  you  drive  me  about,"  exclaimed  the  lady;  "you 
allow  me  no  peath !" 

"  Yes,  you  have  three  pieces,"  said  Pemberton, — "  a  king  and  two 
pawns." 

"  Oh,  Mithter  Pemberton,  how  you  do  perthecute  me,"  sighed  3!Gsfl 
Trimmer,  in  plaintive  accents. 

"  Check  mate,"  S£ud  Mr.  Mumford. 

"  There,  I've  lotht  another  game,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  "  and  it  ith  all 
entirely  your  fault,  Mithter  Pemberton." 

Mrs.  Mumford  now  approached  the  group,  remarking,  with  a  long^M^ 
that  the  young  people  seemed  to  be  growing  quite  noisy ;  which  obserra- 
tion,  and  her  presence,  had  the  effect  of  inunediately  checking  all  gaiety. 

Precisely  at  six  o'clock  the  party  were  summoned  to  partake  of  tea, 
which  it  was  the  &shion  of  the  house  to  serve  in  the  dining-room,  all  the 
guests  sitting  formally  roimd  the  table. 

Silverdale,  as.  soon  as  he  had  hastily  swallowed  a  cup  of  coffee,  rose  to 
depart,  pleading  an  engagement 

"  What  itii  the  matter  with  the  poet,  I  wonder?"  said  Miss  Trimmer, 
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when  he  was  gone.     '^  How  piteouthly  he  looked  at  you,  Florenth,  ath 
he  bid  you  good-by." 

'^  I  rejoice  to  see  our  friend  so  subdued  and  sorrowful,"  obserred  Mrs. 
Mumfoid.  "  It  argues  an  humble,  serious  turn  of  mind.  I  have  little 
doubt  that  Mr.  Silverdale  is  going  to  attend  evening  service.  We  seldom 
miss  the  Tuesday  and  Thursday  lectures." 

'*  Have  you  heard  the  Reverend  Josias  Damper  ?"  asked  Miss  Mum- 
ford  of  Florence ;  who  said  that  she  had  not. 

<'  We  sit  under  him,"  said  Miss  Priscilla.  *^  He  preaches  the  sweetest 
truthes." 

"  Only  his  sermons  are  a  little  too  long,"  said  her  youngest  sister ; 
"  and  he  generally  weeps  at  the  end  of  them." 

^  It  is  quite  beautiful  to  see  how  he  is  afiected,"  said  Miss  Mumford, 
reprovingly  ;  *'  and  he  seldom  exceeds  two  hours  and  a  quarter.'* 

"  I  fear  I  shall  be  obliged  to  leave  you  early,"  said  Pembertou,  •  **  as 
I  also  have  an  engagement" 

'^  I  regret  that,"  said  Mrs.  Mumford.  '*  I  was  going  to  request  Miss 
Hamilton  to  siug  us  some  hymns." 

'*  It  is  a  pity  we  should  prevent  you  from  going  to  church,"  said  Lady 
Seagrove,  who  was  very  tired  of  the  visit. 

"  Oh,  no,  we  have  given  it  up  for  this  evening,"  stud  Mrs.  Mumford, 
with  a  self-denyiug  air.  "  We  will,  if  you  please,  have  half  an  hour^s 
sacred  music  before  our  usual  reading  and  prayers,  and  then  I  hear  your 
young  people  and  mine  are  proposing  a  waik." 

As  the  evening  was  very  fine,  Florence,  Miss  Trimmer,  and  Adela, 
begg^  to  walk  home  (a  distance  of  about  three  miles)  instead  of  return- 
ing in  the  carriage. 

"  By  going  about  half  a  mile  round,"  said  Crertrude,  ''  we  can  cross 
Sedgefi^d  Common." 

"  Which  is  a  very  £Eivonrite  walk  of  ours,"  sjud  Florence. 

'<  Let  it  be  so,  then^"  said  Miss  Mumford,  who  was  just  then  molli- 
fied by  a  whispered  request  of  Miss  Trimmer's  that  she  might  one  day 
accompany  them  to  hear  the  Reverend  Mr.  Damper. 

That  young  lady  congratulated  herself  upon  having  made  a  most 
favourable  impresuon  upon  all  the  Mumford  family,  including  the  im- 
practicable Mr.  Simon. 

"  The  only  son  and  heir  of  the  Mumford  property,  such  as  it  is," 
she  said  to  herself,  "  might  not,  as  a  pis  ailer,  be  a  very  contemptible 
match,  though  not  a  grand  one.  At  any  rate,  the  more  strings  one  has 
to  one's  bow^-or,  rather,  the  more  beaux  one  has  to  one's  string — the 
better ;  and  I  flatter  myself  I  have  already  a  great  many  to  mine." 

Gertrude  kept  close  to  Florence's  side  during  the  walk,  and,  after 
exchanging  their  ideas  upon  several  subjects,  their  conversation  turned 
upon  religion. 

"  I  often  lament,"  Gertrude  presently  observed,  hesitatingly,  "  that  I 
am  so  much  less  religious  than  my  mother  and  sisters  and  their  friends. 
You  heard  Abigail  intimate  just  now,  after  the  reading,  that  Mr.  Damper 
does  not  consider  me  one  of  the  Lord's  people.  Indeed — indeed,  I  am 
often  very  unhappy !" 

"  Dear  Gertrude,"  said  Florence,  "  I  believe  from  what  I  know  of  you, 
and  from  what  you  have  told  me  of  your  opinions,  that  you  are  far  more 
really  reli^ous  than  those  who  conaemn  you.     I  cannot  think  that  the 
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sincere  followers  of  a  creed,  whose  very  essence  is  Icnre,  would  be  so 
unkind  and  so  uncharitable.  It  seems  to  me  that  in  this  world  ereiy- 
thing  sterling,  whether  material  or  ilbmaterial,  has  its  counterfeiL 
There  is  the  true  coin  and  the  base,  the  real  and  the  fisdse  diamond. 
Genius  has  its  imitations ;  so-— more  than  all — has  religion.  And  I  fully 
believe  that  the  class  of  proud  self-righteous  people,  who  have  gacred 
names  constantly  on  their  lips,  who  speak  Hghtly  and  in  conunon  con- 
versation of  things  which  the  angels  look  upon  with  awe  aad  reverence, 
who  pro&ne  Scripture — I  think  the  term  is  not  too  strongs— by  the 
revolting  familiarity  with  which  they  quote  it  upon  eyery  occasion,  do 
more  harm  to  the  cause  of  reUg^on  than  avowed  Ddsts  and  infidels. 
And  in  proportion  to  our  veneration  for  the  true  thinfi^,  will  ho  our  con- 
tempt and  dislike  to  its  counterfeit ;  as  the  physician  who  has  the  greatest 
respect  for  the  sdence  he  studies,  will  feel  the  strongest  indignation 
against  quackery.  I  have  observed  that  with  the  meet  truly  religious, 
professions  and  frequent  allusions  to  the  subject  are  generally  avoided. 
It  is  so  with  our  deepest  earthly  feelings ;  for  are  not  our  betty  our  pro- 
foundest,  our  tenderest  thoughts  those  which  we  keep  secret  within  the 
depths  of  our  own  hearts,  or  at  least  those  which  we  most  seldom  breathe 
to  others,  and  then  only  when  we  feel  secure  of  sympathy  and  interest?^ 

'*  I  feel  the  truth  of  what  you  say,  dear  Florence,"  said  Gertrude,  '*  and 
you  have  made  me  feel  happier.  You  do  not,  I  think,  agree  with  those 
who  consider  it  wicked  to  read  any  but  religious  books?" 

''  I  do  not,"  said  Florence.  '*  I  think  that  a  really  superior  work  of 
imagination  may  be  read  now  and  then,  not  only  innocently,  but  with 
advantage.  ]Neither  am  I  of  opinion  that  those  authors  do  the  most  good 
who  are  continually  enforcing  the  first  truths  of  religion.  We  learo 
these  from  our  Bibles,  and  are  fully  persuaded  of  them  in  our  own  minds. 
We  seek,  in  the  works  of  those  authors  who  possess  a  knowledge  of  the 
world  and  of  the  human  heart,  to  learn  how  characters,  placed  m  variooi 
circumstances,  such  as  might  occur  in  every-day  life,  act  under  the  influ- 
ence or  in  the  absence  of  such  principles;  ana  thus  we  are  amused  and 
instructed  at  once.  An  author,  in  books  of  this  nature,  no  less  than  an 
individual  in  his  daily  }ii&,  may,  by  an  occasional  word  or  thought,  im- 
press others  more  strd|fgly  witn  his  earnest  faith  and  deep  religious  feel- 
mgs,  than  he  can  by  ibe  most  laboured  arg^uments  and  vehemmit  pro- 
testations." 
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Meanwhile,  Mistress  Nutter  having  made  her  excuses  to  Lady  Asshe- 
ton  for  not  attending  the  supper,  walked  down  the  hall  with  her  daughter, 
until  such  time  as  the  dancing  and  pastimes  should  commence.  As  win 
be  readily  supposed,  under  the  circumstances,  this  part  of  the  entertain- 
ment was  distasteful  to  both  of  them,  but  it  could  not  be  avoided  with- 
out entering  into  explanations,  which  Mistress  Nutter  was  unwilling  to 
make ;  and  she,  therefore,  counselled  her  daughter  to  act  in  all  respects 
as  if  she  were  still  Alizon  Device,  and  in  no  way  connected  with  her. 

^'  I  shall  take  an  early  opportunity  of  announcing  my  intention  to 
adopt  you,"  she  said,  '^  and  then  you  can  act  differently.  Meantime, 
keep  near  me  as  much  as  you  can.  Say  little  to  Dorothy  or  Richard 
Afisiieton,  and  prepare  to  retire  early,  for  this  noisy  and  riotous  assem- 
blage is  not  much  to  my  taste,  and  I  care  not  how  soon  I  quit  it." 

Alizon  assented  to  what  was  said,  and  stole  a  timid  glance  towards 
Richard  and  Dorothy;  but  the  latter,  who  alone  perceived  it,  instantly 
averted  her  head,  in  such  way  as  to  make  it  evident  she  wished  to  shun 
her  regards.  Slight  as  it  was,  this  circumstance  occasioned  Alizon  much 
pain,  for  she  could  not  conceive  how  she  had  offended  her  new-made 
friend,  and  it  was  some  relief  to  encounter  a  party  of  acquaintances  who 
had  risen  from  the  lower  table  at  her  approach,  though  they  did  not 
presume  to  address  her  while  she  was  with  Mistress  Nutter,  but  waited 
respectfully  at  a  little  distance.     Alizon,  however,  flew  towards  them. 

'*  Ah,  Susan ! — ^ah,  Nancy  !"  she  cried,  taking  the  hand  of  each;  '*  how 
glad  I  am  to  see  you  here ;  and  you,  too,  Lawrence  Blackrod — and  you, 
Phil  Rawson — and  you,  also,  good  Master  Harrop.  How  happy  you  all 
look !" 

^  An  wi'  good  reason,  sweet  Alizon,"  replied  Blackrod.  '^  Boh  we 
began  to  be  afeerd  we'd  lost  ye,  an  that  wad  ha'  bin  a  sore  mishap,  to 
lose  our  May  Queen — an  th'  prottiest  May  Queen  os  ever  dawnced  i' 
this  ha',  or  i'  onny  other  ha'  i'  Lankyshiar." 

"We  ha'  drunk  your  health,  sweet  Alizon,"  added  Flul;  "an  wishin' 
ye  may  be  os  happy  os  ye  desarve,  wi'  the  mon  o'  your  heart,  if  onny 
sich  lucky  chap  there  be." 
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<<  Thank  you — thank  you  hoth,"  replied  Alizon,  blushing;  "  and  in 
return  I  cannot  wish  you  better  fortune,  Philip,  than  to  be  united  to  the 
good  ^rl  near  you,  for  I  know  her  kindly  disposition  so  well,  that  I  am 
sure  she  will  make  you  happy." 

<<  Ey'm  satisfied  on't  myself,"  replied  Rawson ;  ''an  ey  hope  ere  kmg 
shell  be  missus  o'  a  little  oot  i'  Bowland  Forest,  an  that  yo*!!  pay  us  a 
visit,  Alizon,  an  see  an  judge  fo'  yourself  how  hftppy  we  be.  Nanoe  win 
make  a  rare  for^ter's  wife." 

''  Not  a  bit  better  than  my  Sukey,"  cried  Lawrence  Blackrod.  '*  Ye 
shanna  get  th'  start  o*  me,  Phil,  fo*  by  th'  mess !  the  very  same  day  os 
sees  yo  wedded  to  Nancy  Holt  shan  nnd  me  united  to  Sukey  Woruey. 
And  so  Alizon  win  ha'  two  cottages  i'  Bowland  Forest  to  yisit  i'stead  o* 
one. 

''  And  well  pleased  I  shall  be  to  visit  them  both/'  she  rejoined. 
At  this  moment  Mistress  Nutter  came  up. 

''  My  good  friends,*'  she  said,  *'  as  you  appear  to  take  so  much  in- 
terest m  Alizon,  you  may  be  glad  to  learn  that  it  is  my  intention  to 
adopt  her  as  a  daughter,  having  no  child  of  my  own,  and  though  her 
position  henceforth  will  be  very  different  from  what  it  has  been,  I  am 
sure  she  will  never  forget  her  old  friends.** 

"  Never,  indeed,  never !"  cried  Alizon,  earnestly. 

**  This  is  good  news,  indeed,**  cried  Sampson  Harrop,  joyfully,  while 
the  others  joined  in  his  exclamation.  "  We  all  rejoice  in  Alizon's  good 
fortune,  and  think  she  richly  deserves  it.  For  my  own  part,  I  was 
always  sure  she  would  have  rare  luck,  but  I  did  not  expect  such  luck  as 
this.** 

"  What's  to  become  o*  me  ?**  cried  Jennet,  coming  from  behind  a 
chair,  where  she  had  hitherto  concealed  herself. 

"  I  will  always  take  care  of  you,"  replied  Alizon,  stooping,  and  kissing 
her. 

"  Do  not  promise  more  than  you  may  be  able  to  perform,  Alizon,** 
observed  Mistress  Nut  tec,  coldly,  and  regarding  the  little  girl  with  a 
look  of  disgust;  "  an  ill-favoured  little  creature,  with  the  Demdike  eyes." 
'*  And  as  ill-tempered  as  she  is  ill-favoured,*'  rejoined  Sampson  Har- 
rop ;  "  and  though  she  cannot  help  being  ugly,  she  might  help  being 
malicious.'* 

Jennet  gave  him  a  bitter  look. 

"  You  do  her  injustice,  Master  Harrop,'*  said  Alizon.  "  Poor  litde 
Jennet  is  quick-tempered,  but  not  malevolent.'* 

"  Ey  con  hate  weel  if  ey  conna  love,*'  replied  Jennet,  "  an  con  recol- 
lect injuries  if  ey  forget  kindnesses.  Boh  dunna  trouble  yourself  about 
me,  sbter.  Ey  dunna  envy  ye  your  luck.  Ey  dunna  want  to  be  adopted 
by  a  granddame.  Ey'm  content  os  ey  am.  Boh  are  na  ye  gettin'  on 
rayther  too  fast,  lass?  Mother's  consent  has  to  be  axed,  ey  suppose;, 
efore  ye  leave  her?" 

"There  is  little  fear  of  her  refusal,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter. 
"  Ey  dunna  knoa  that,"  rejoined  Jennet.     "If  she  were  to  refuse,  it 
wadna  surprise  me.** 

"  Nothing  spiteful  she  could  do  would  surprise  me,"  remarked  Harrc^. 
"  But  how  are  you  likely  to  know  what  your  mother  will  think  and  do, 
you  forward  little  hussy  ?'* 

"  Ey  judge  fro'  circumstances,"  replied  the  little  girl.     **  Mother  has 
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often  said  she  conna  weel  spare  AUzon.  An  msiyhajf  Mistress  Nutieir 
may  knoa  that  she  con  be  very  obstinate  when  she  tays  a  whim  into  her 
head." 

"1  fio  know  it,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter ;  "  and,  from  my  experience 
of  her  temper  in  former  days,  I  should  be  loth  to  have  you  near  me,  who 
seem  to  inherit  her  obstinacy." 

**  Wi'  sich  misgivings  ey  wonder  ye  wish  to  tak  Alizon,  madam,"  said 
Jennet,  '*  fo'  she's  os  much  o'  her  mother  about  her  os  me,  onny  she  dunna 
choose  to  show  it." 

^' Peace,  thou  mischievous  urchin,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  losing  all 
patience. 

"  Shall  I  take  her  away  ?"  said  Harrop,  seizing  her  hand. 

*^  Ay,  do,"  said  Mistress  Nutter. 

**  No,  no,  let  her  stay,"  cried  Alizon,  quickly ;  "  I  shall  be  miserable 
if  she  goes." 

^*  Oh,  ey'm  quite  ready  to  go,"  said  Jennet,  ^*  fo'  ey  care  little  fo'  sich 
seets  OS  this ;  boh  efore  ey  leave  ey  wad  fain  say  a  few  words  to  Mester 
Potts,  whom  ey  see  yonder." 

^'  What  can  you  want  with  him.  Jennet?"  cried  Alizon,  in  surprise. 

'^Onny  to  tell  him  what  brother  Jem  is  gone  to  Pendle  fo'  to- 
neet,"  replied  the  little  girl,  with  a  significant  and  malicious  look  at  Mis- 
tress Nutter. 

"Ha!"  muttered  the  lady.  "There  is  more  malice  in  this  little 
wasp  than  I  thought.     But  I  must  rob  it  of  its  sting." 

And  while  thus  communing  with  herself  she  fixed  a  searching  look  on 
Jennet,  and  then  raising  her  hand  quickly,  waved  it  in  her  face. 

"  Oh !"  cried  the  little  girl,  falling  suddenly  backwards. 

"  What's  the  matter?"  demanded  Alizon,  flying  to  her. 

"  Ey  dunna  reetly  knoa,"  replied  Jennet. 

"  She's  seized  with  a  sudden  faintness,"  said  Harrop.  '<  Better  she 
should  go  home  then  at  once.     Til  find  somebody  to  take  her." 

"  Neaw,  neaw,  ey'n  sit  down  here,"  said  Jennet ;  "  ey  shan  be  better 
soon." 

"  Come  along,  Alizon,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  apparently  imconcemed 
at  the  circumstance. 

Having  confided  the  little  girl,  who  was  now  recovered  from  the 
shock,  to  the  care  of  Nancy  Holt,  Alizon  followed  her  mother. 

At  this  moment,  Sir  Ralph,  who  had  quitted  the  supper-table,  clapped 
his  hands  loudly,  thus  giving  the  signal  to  the  minstrels,  who,  having  re* 
paired  to  the  gallery,  now  struck  up  a  merry  tune,  and  instantly  the 
whole  hall  was  in  motion.  Snatching  up  his  wand,  Sampson  Harrop 
hurried  after  Alizon,  beseeching  her  to  return  with  him,  and  join  a  pro* 
cession  about  to  be  formed  by  the  revellers,  and,  of  course,  as  May 
Queen,  and  the  most  important  personage  in  it,  she  could  not  refuse. 
Very  short  space  sufficed  the  morris-dancers  to  find  their  partners; 
Robin  Hood  and  the  foresters  got  into  their  places ;  the  hobby-horse 
curveted  and  capered;  Friar  Tuck  resumed  his  drolleries;  and  evefl 
Jack  Roby  was  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  able  to  get  on  his  legs,  though 
he  could  not  walk  veiy  steadily.  Marshalled  by  the  gentleman-usher, 
and  headed  by  Robin  Hood  ana  the  May  Queen,  the  procession  marched 
round  the  hall,  the  minstrels  playing  merrily  the  while,  and  then  drew 
up  before  the  upper  table,  where  a  brief  oration  was  pronounced  by  Sir 
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Ralph.  A  shoat  that  made  the  rafters  ring  again  foUowad  the  address, 
after  which  a  conranto  was  oalled  for  by  ihe  host^  who  taking  Miatress 
Nicholas  Assheton  by  the  hand,  led  her  into  the  body  of  the  hall,  whithw 
he  was  speedily  followed  by  the  other  goesb^  who  had  found  partners  in 
1Bb0  inannnf* 

Before  relating  how  the  ball  was  opened,  a  word  most  be  bestowed 
upon  Hfiatrees  Nicholas  Assheton,  whom  I  haye  neglected  neariy  as 
mmh  as  she  was  neglected  by  her  unworthy  spouse^  and  I  theiefoie 
hasten  to  repair  the  injustice,  oy  declaring  that  she  was  a  Tery  amiaMe 
and  Tery  charming  woman,  and  danced  delightfoUy.  And  leeollect, 
ladies,  these  were  dancing  days — I  mean  days  when  knowledge  of  figures 
as  well  as  skill  was  required,  more  than  twenty  forgotten  dances  bemg 
in  YOgue,  the  yery  names  of  which  may  surprise  you  aa  I  rec^tulate 
them.  There  was  the  passamezzo,  a  great  myourite  with  Queen  Elin- 
betb,  who  used  to  foot  it  merrily,  when,  as  you  are  told  by  Gray — 

The  great  Lord-keeper  led  the  Imwln, 
And  seals  and  maces  danced  befoie  himi — 

the  graye  payane,  likewise  a  foyourite  with  the  Virgin  Queen,  and  which 
I  should  like  to  see  supersede  the  eternal  polka  at  Almack'a  and  else- 
where, and  in  which — 

Five  was  the  number  of  the  music's  feet 
Which  still  the  dance  did  with  five  paces  meet ; 

the  couranto,  with  its  '^  current  trayerses,"  "  sliding  passages^"  and 
iolenm  tune^  wherein,  according  to  Sir  John  Danes, — 

— ^that  dancer  greatest  praise  hath  won 
Who  with  best  order  can  all  order  shun ; 

the  layolta,  also  delineated  by  the  same  knowing  hand, — 

Where  arm  in  arm  two  dancers  are  entwined, 

And  whirl  themselves  with  strict  embracements  bound. 

And  still  their  feet  an  anapest  do  sound. 

Is  not  this  yery  much  like  a  waltz  ?  Yes,  ladies,  you  have  been  dandng 
the  layolta  of  the  sixteenth  and  seyenteenth  centuries  without  being  aware 
of  it.  But  there  was  another  waltz  still  older,  called  the  sauteuse,  whicb 
I  suspect  answered  to  your  fovourite  polka.  Then  there  were  brawls, 
^liards,  paspys,  sarabands,  country-dances  of  various  figures,  cuahioo- 
danoes  (another  dance  I  long  to  see  reviyed),  kiasing-dancea,  and  rounds, 
any  of  which  are  better  than  the  objectionable  polka.  Thus  you  wiU 
see  that  there  was  infinite  variety  at  least  at  the  period  under  consideiar 
tion,  and  that  you  have  rather  retrograded  than  adyanced  in  tiie  sal- 
tatory art     But  to  return  to  the  ball. 

Ifistress  Nicholas  Assheton,  I  have  sud,  excelled  in  the  graoe&l  ac- 
complishment of  dancing,  and  that  was  probaUy  the  reaaon  why  she 
had  been  selected  for  the  couranto  by  Sir  Ralph,  who  knew  the  yalae  cf 
a  good  partner.  By  many  persons  she  was  accounted  the  handaomesk 
woman  m  the  room,  and  in  dignity  of  carriage  she  was  certainly  un- 
riyalled  Thia  was  precisely  what  Sir  Ralph  required,  and  hariitf; 
executed  a  few  "  current  traverses  and  sliding  passages"  with  her,  wiu 
a  gravity  and  stateliness  worthy  of  Sir  Chnstopber  Hatton  himself 
when  graced  by  the  hand  of  his  sovereign  mistress,  he  conducted  her, 
amid  &  hushed  admiration  of  the  beholders,  to  a  aeaU     StiU  the  daoce 
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continued  with  unabated  spirit ;  all  those  engaged  in  it  running  up  and 
down,  or  "  turning  and  winding  with  unlooked-for  change."  Alizon*s 
hand  had  been  claimed  by  Richard  Assheton,  and  next  to  the  stately 
host  and  his  dignified  partner,  they  came  in  for  the  largest  share  of 
admiration  and  attention ;  and  if  the  untutored  girl  fell  short  of  the 
accomplished  dame  in  precision  and  skill,  she  made  up  for  the  want 
of  them  in  natural  grace  and  freedom  of  movement^  for  the  display  of 
which  the  couranto,  with  its  frequent  and  impromptu  changes,  afforded 
ample  opportunity.  Even  Sir  Ralph  was  struck  with  her  extreme  grace- 
fulness, and  pointed  her  out  to  Mistress  Nicholas,  who,  unenvying  and 
amiable,  joined  heartily  in  his  praises.  Oyerhearing  what  was  said, 
Biistress  Nutter  thought  it  a  fitting  opportunity  to  annoimce  her  inten- 
tion of  adopting  the  young  girl ;  and  though  Sir  Ralph  seemed  a  good 
deal  surprised  at  the  suddenness  of  the  declaration,  he  raised  no  objection 
to  the  plan ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  applauded  it.  But  another  person,  by. 
no  means  disposed  to  regard  it  in  an  equally  favourable  light,  became  ac- 
quainted with  the  intelligence  at  the  same  time.  This  was  Master  Potts, 
who  instantly  set  his  wits  at  work  to  discover  its  import.  Ever  on  the 
alert,  his  little  eyes,  sharp  as  needles,  had  detected  Jennet  amongst  the 
rustic  company,  and  he  now  made  his  way  towards  her,  resolved,  by  dint 
of  cross-questioning  and  otherwise,  to  extract  all  the  information  he 
possibly  could  from  her. 

The  dance  over,  Richard  and  his  partner  wandered  towards  a  more 
retired  part  of  the  hall. 

"  Why  does  your  sister  shun  me  ?"  inquired  Alizon,  with  a  look  of 
great  distress.  "  What  can  1  have  done  to  offend  her  ?  Whenever  I 
regard  her  she  averts  her  head,  and  as  I  approached  her  just  now,  she 
moved  away,  making  it  evident  she  designed  to  avoid  me.  If  I  could 
think  myself  in  any  way  different  from  what  I  was  this  morning,  when 
she  treated  me  with  such  unbounded  confidence  and  kindness,  or  accuse 
myself  of  any  offence  towards  her,  even  in  thought,  I  could  understand 
it ;  but  as  it  is,  her  present  coldness  appears  inexplicable  and  unreason- 
able, and  gives  me  great  pain.  I  would  not  forfeit  her  regard  for.  worlds, 
and  therefore  beseech  you  to  tell  me  what  I  have  done  amiss,  that  I  may 
endeavour  to  repair  it. ' 

"You  have  done  nothing — nothing  whatever,  sweet  girl,"  replied 
Richard.  "  It  is  only  caprice  on  Dorothy's  part,  and  except  that  it 
distresses  you,  her  conduct,  which  you  justly  call  '  unreasonable,'  does 
not  deserve  a  moment's  serious  consideration. " 

" Oh,  no,  you  cannot  deceive  me  thus,"  cried  Alizon.  "She  is  too 
kind — ^too  wdl-judging,  to  be  capricious.  Something  must  have  oc- 
curred to  make  her  change  her  opinion  of  me,  though  what  it  is  I  cannot 
conjecture.  I  have  gained  much  to-day — more  wan  I  had  any  right 
to  expect — ^but  if  I  have  forfeited  the  good  opinion  of  your  sister,  the 
Joss  of  her  friendship  will  counterbalance  all  the  rest." 

"  But  you  have  not  lost  it,  Alizon,"  replied  Richard,  earnestly.  "  Do- 
rothy has  got  some  strange  notions  into  her  head,  which  only  require  to 
be  combated.  She  does  not  like  Mistress  Nutter,  and  is  piqued  and 
displeased  by  the  extraordinary  interest  which  that  lady  displays  to- 
wards you.     That  is  all." 

"  3ut  why  should  she  not  like  Mistress  Nutter?"  inquired  Alizon. . 

"  Nay,  there  is  no  accounting  for  fancies,"  returned  Richard,  with  a 
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fiunt  smile.  ''  I  do  not  attempt  to  defend  her,  but  simply  oflEer  die^ 
<mly  excuse  in  m j  power  for  her  conduct." 

^  T  am  concerned  to  hear  it,"  sidd  Alizon,  sadlj,  ^'because  heneeforth 
I  shall  he  so  intimately  connected  with  Mistress  Natter,  that  fliis 
estrang^ement,  which  I  hoped  arose  only  from  some  triyial  cause,  and 
merely  required  a  little  explanation  to  be  set  aside,  may  become 
widened  and  lasting.  Owing  everything  to  Mistress  Nutter,  I  must 
espouse  her  cause,  and  if  your  sister  likes  her  not,  she  likes  me  not  in 
consequence,  and  therefore  we  must  continue  divided.  But  sorely  her 
dislike  is  of  very  recent  date,  and  cannot  have  any  strong  bold  upon  her; 
fiw,  when  she  and  Mistress  Nutter  met  this  morning,  a  Teij  diflet^ent 
feding  seemed  to  animate  her." 

^^  So,  indeed,  it  did,"  replied  Richard,  visibly  embarrassed  and  dis- 
tressed. '^  And  since  you  have  made  me  acquainted  with  lite  new  tie 
and  interests  you  have  formed,  I  can  only  regret  alluding  to  the  cir- 
cumstance." 

**  That  you  may  not  misunderstand  me,"  said  Alison,  *'  I  will  ex^uii 
the  extent  of  my  obligations  to  Mistress  Nutter,  and  then  you  vrill  per- 
ceive how  much  I  am  bounden  to  her.  Childless  herself,  greatly  in- 
terested in  me,  and  feeling  for  my  unfortunate  situation,  with  iimmte 
goodness  of  heart  she  has  declared  her  intention  of  removing  me  from  all 
chance  of  baneful  influence  from  the  family  with  whom  I  have  been 
heretofore  connected,  by  adopting  me  us  her  daughter." 

'*  I  should  indeed  rejoice  at  this,"  said  Richard,  ^*  wef«  it  not 
that " 

And  he  stopped,  gazing  anxiously  at  her. 

''  Were  not  what  ?"  cried  Alizon,  alarmed  by  his  looks.  ^  What  do 
you  mean  ?" 

"  Do  not  press  me  further,"  he  rejoined ;  "  I  cannot  answer  yon.  In- 
deed, I  have  said  too  much  already." 

"  You  have  said  too  much  or  too  little,"  cried  Alison.  ^'  Speak,  I 
implore  you.  What  mean  these  dark  hints  which  you  throw  out,  and 
which,  lU^e  shadows,  elude  all  attempts  to  grasp  them !  Do  not  keep  me 
in  this  state  of  suspense  and  agitation.  Your  looks  speak  more  than 
your  words.     Oh,  give  your  thoughts  utterance !" 

^'  I  cannot,"  replied  Kichard.  "  I  do  not  believe  what  I  have  heard, 
and,  therefore,  will  not  repeat  it.  It  would  only  increase  the  misdiiet 
But,  oh!  tell  me  this!  Was  it,  indeed,  to  remove  you  from  the  baneful 
influence  of  Elizabeth  Device  that  Mis^^ss  Nutter  adopted  you?" 

^'  Other  motives  may  have  swayed  her,  and  I  have  said  they  did  so,** 
replied  Alizon ;  <'  but  that  wish,  no  doubt,  had  great  weight  witii  her. 
Nay,  notwithstanding  her  abhorrence  of  the  family,  she  has  kindly  con- 
tented to  use  her  best  endeavours  to  preserve  little  Jennet  horn  nirther 
in,  as  well  as  to  reclaim  poor  misguided  Elizabeth  herself." 

>^  Oh !  what  a  weight  you  have  taken  from  my  heart,"  cried  ^chard, 
joyfully.  "  I  will  tell  Dorothy  what  you  say,  and  it  vrill  at  once  remove 
all  her  doubts  and  suspicions.  She  will  now  be  the  same  to  you  as  ever, 
and  to  Mistress  Nutter." 

''  I  will  not  ask  you  what  those  doubts  and  suspidons  were,  sinee  yoo 
80  confidently  promise  me  this,  which  is  all  I  desire^"  replied  Alison, 
smiling ;  ^'  but  any  unfevourable  opinions  entertained  of  Mistress  Nutter 
are  wholly  undeserved*     Poor  lady !  she  has  endured  many  severe 
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and  sufferingSy  and  wheDever  you  learn  the  whole  of  her  history^  the 
will,  I  am  sure,  have  your  sincere  sympathy." 

^'  You  have  certainly  produced  a  complete  revolution  in  my  feelings 
towards  her,"  said  Richaid,  *'  and  I  shall  not  he  easy  till  I  have  made  a 
fike  convert  of  Dorothy." 

At  this  moment  a  loud  clapping  of  hands  was  heard,  and  Nicholas  was 
seen  marching  towards  the  centre  of  the  hall,  preceded  hy  the  minstrelf , 
who  had  descended  for  the  purpose  from  the  gallery,  and  hearing  in  bk 
arms  a  large  red  velvet  cushion.  As  soon  as  the  dancers  had  mrmed  a 
wide  circle  round  him,  a  very  lively  tune  called  *'  Joan  Sanderson,''  fir<»n 
which  the  dance,  about  to  be  executed,  sometimes  received  its  name,  was 
struck  up,  and  the  squire,  after  a  few  preliminaiy  flourishes,  set  down  the 
cushion,  and  gave  chase  to  Dame  Tetlow,  who>  threading  her  way 
rapidly  through  the  ring,  contrived  to  elude  him.  This  chase,  accom- 
panied by  music,  excited  shouts  of  laughter  on  all  hands,  and  no  one 
knew  wmch  most  to  admire — the  eagerness  of  the  squire,  or  the  dexterity 
of  the  lissom  dame  in  avoiding  him. 

Exhausted  at  length,  and  baffled  in  his  quest,  Nicholas  came  to  a  halt 
before  Tom  the  Piper,  and,  taking  iq>  the  cushion,  thus  preferred  his 
complaint :  "  This  dance  it  can  no  further  go — no  further  go." 

Whereupon  the  piper  chanted  in  reply, — "  I  pray  you,  good  sir,  why 
say  you  so, — why  say  you  so  ?" 

Amidst  general  laughter  the  squire  tenderly  and  touchiugly  responded 
— <<  Because  Dame  Tetlow  will  not  come  to, — will  not  come  to." 

Whereupon  Tom  the  Piper,  waxing  furious,  blew  a  shrill  whistle, 
accompanied  by  an  encouraging  rattle  of  the  tambourine,  and  enforcing 
the  mandate  by  two  or  three  energetic  stamps  on  the  floor,  delivered 
himself  in  this  fistshion :  "  She  miist  come  to,  and  she  shall  come  to. 
And  she  must  come,  whether  she  will  or  no." 

Upon  this,  two  of  the  prettiest  female  morris-dancers,  taking  each  a 
hand  of  the  blushing  and  over-heated  Dame  Tetlow — for  she  had  found 
the  chase  rather  warm  work — led  her  forward ;  while  the  squire  advancing, 
very  gallantly  placed  the  cushion  upon  the  ground  before  her,  and  as  she 
knelt  down  upon  it,  bestowed  a  smacking  kiss  upon  her  lips.  This  cere- 
mony being  performed  amidst  much  tittering  and  flustering,  accompanied 
by  many  knowing  looks,  and  some  expressed  wishes  among  the  swains, 
who  hoped  that  their  turn  might  come  next.  Dame  Tetlow  arose,  and  the 
squire  seizing  her  hand,  they  began  to  whisk  round  in  a  sort  of  jig, 
singing  merrily  as  they  danced— 

'^Prinkum  prankum  is  a  fine  dance^ 
And  we  shall  go  dance  it  once  again  I 

Once  again, 
And  we  shall  go  dance  it  once  again!" 

And  they  made  good  the  words  too,  for  on  coming  to  a  stop,  Dame 
Tetlow  snatched  up  the  cushion  and  ran  in  search  of  the  squire,  who, 
retreating  among  the  surrounding  damsels,  made  sad  havoc  among  them, 
scarcely  leaving  a  pretty  pair  of  lips  un  visited.  Oh,  Nicholas !  Nicholas ! 
I  am  thoroughly  ashamed  of  you,  and  regret  becoming  your  historian. 
You  get  me  into  an  infinitude  of  scrapes.  But  there  is  a  rod  in  pickle 
for  you,  sir,  which  shall  be  used  with  good  effect  presently.  Tired  of 
such  an  unprofitable  quest,  Dame  Tetlow  came  to  a  sudden  halt,  addressed 
the  piper  as  Nicholas  had  addressed  him,  and  receiving  a  like  answer, 
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summoned  the  delinquent  to  come  forward,  but  as  he  kndt  down  on  the 
cushion,  instead  of  receiving  the  anticipated  salute,  he  got  a  sound  box 
on  the  ears,  the  dame,  actuated  prolwbly  by  some  feeling  of  jealousy, 
taking  advantage  of  the  favourable  opportunity  afforded  her  of  avenging 
hersel£  No  one  could  refrain  from  laughing  at  this  unexpected  turn  in 
affairs,  and  Nicholas,  to  do  him  justice,  took  it  in  excellent  part,  and 
laughed  louder  than  the  rest.  Springing  to  his  feet,  he  snatched  the 
kiss  denied  him  by  the  spirited  dame,  and  led  her  to  obtain  some  refresh- 
ment at  the  lower  table,  of  which  they  both  stood  in  need,  while  the 
cushion  being  appropriated  by  other  couples,  other  boxes  on  the  ear  and 
kisses  were  interchanged,  leading  to  an  infinitude  of  merriment. 

Long  before  this  Master  Potts  had  found  his  way  to  Jennet,  and  as  he 
drew  near,  affecting  to  notice  her  for  the  Hrst  time,  he  made  some  remarks 
upon  her  not  looking  very  well. 

^^'Deed,  an  ey'm  nab  varry  weel,'*  replied  the  little  girl;  ^'bohey 
knoa  who  ey  ban  to  thonk  fo'  my  ailment." 

^^Your  sister,  most  probably,''  suggested  the  attorney.  "It  must  be 
very  vexatious  to  see  her  so  much  noticed,  and  be  yourself  so  much 
neglected — very  vexatious,  indeed — I  quite  feel  for  you." 

"  £y  dunna  want  your  feelinV'  replied  Jennet,  nettled  by  the  remark ; 
"  boh  it  wasna  my  sister  os  made  me  ill." 

'*  Who  was  it,  then,  my  little  dear?"  said  Potts. 

*' Dunna  '  dear  me,'  retorted  Jennet;  *'yo*re  too  ceevil  by  hal^  os  the 
lamb  said  to  the  wolf.     Boh  sin  ye  mun  knoa,  it  wur  Mistress  Nutter." 

"Aha!  very  good — I  mean — very  bad,"  cried  Potts.  "What  did 
Mistress  Nutter  do  to  you,  my  little  dear  ?  Don't  be  afraid  of  telUog 
me.  If  I  can  do  anything  for  you  I  shall  be  very  happy.  Speak  oat, 
and  don*t  be  afraid." 

"  Nay  fo*  shure,  ey'm  nah  afeerd,"  returned  Jennet.  "  Boh  whot  mays 
ye  so  inqueesitive  ?  Ye  want  to  get  summat  out'n  me,  ey  con  see  that 
plain  enough,  an  os  ye  stand  there  glenting  at  me  wi'  your  sly  little 
een,  ye  look  loike  an  owd  fox  ready  to  snap  up  a  chicken  o'  th'  funt 
opportunity." 

"  Your  comparison  is  not  very  flattering,  Jennet,"  replied  Potts ;  "bat 
I  pass  it  by  for  the  sake  of  its  cleverness.  You  are  a  sharp  child.  Jennet 
— a  very  snarp  child.  I  remarked  that  from  the  first  moment  I  saw  yoo. 
But  in  regard  to  Mistress  Nutter,  she  seems  a  very  nice  lady — and  must 
be  a  very  kind  lady,  since  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to  adopt  your  sister. 
Not  that  I  am  surprised  at  her  determination,  for  really  Alixoii  is  so 
superior — so  imlike " 

"  Me,  ye  wad  say,"  interrupted  Jennet.  "  Dunna  be  afeerd  to  speak 
out,  sir." 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Potts ;  "  on  the  contrary,  there's  a  very  great  like- 
ness between  you.  I  saw  you  were  sisters  at  once.  I  don't  know  whidi 
is  the  cleverest  or  prettiest — but  perhaps  you  are  the  sharpest.  Yes, 
you  are  the  sharpest,  undoubtedly.  Jennet,  if  I  wished  to  adopt  any  one, 
which,  unfortunately,  I'm  not  in  a  condition  to  do,  having  only  bache- 
lors' chambers  in  Chancery-lane,  it  should  be  you.  But  I  can  put  you  in 
a  way  of  making  your  fortune.  Jennet,  and  that's  the  next  best  thmg  to 
adopting  you.     Indeed,  it's  much  better  in  my  case." 

"  May  my  fortime !"  cried  the  little  girl,  pricking  up  her  ears,  "  ey 
should  loike  to  knoa  how  ye  wad  contrive  that." 
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"  111  show  you  how,  directly,  Jennet,'*  returned  Potts.  "  Pay  parti- 
cular attention  to  what  I  say,  and  think  it  oyer  carefully  when  you  are  hy 
yourself.  You  are  quite  aware  that  there  is  a  great  talk  about  witches  in 
these  parts;  and,  I  may  speak  it  without  offence  to  you,  your  own  family 
come  under  the  charge.  There  is  your  grandmother  Demdike,  for  in- 
stance, a  notorious  witch — your  moUier,  Dame  Device,  suspected— your 
brother  James  suspected." 

"  Weel,  sir,**  cried  Jennet,  eyeing  him  sharply,  ^'  what  does  all  thb 
suspicion  tend  to  ?" 

*^  You  shall  hear,  my  little  dear,"  returned  Potts.  "  It  would  not 
surprise  me  if  every  one  of  your  &mily,  including  yourself,  should  be 
arrested,  shut  up  in  Lancaster  Castle,  and  burnt  for  witches !" 

*^  AJack-a-day !  an  this  ye  ca'  makin'  my  fortin,"  cried  Jennet,  deri- 
sively. "Much  obleeg^  to  ye,  sir,  boh  ey'd  leefer  be  vrithout  the 
luck." 

"  Listen  to  me,"  pursued  Potts,  chuckling,  "  and  I  will  point  out  to 
you  a  way  of  escaping  the  general  fate  of  your  &mily — not  merely  of 
escaping  it,  but  of  acquiring  a  large  reward.  And  that  is  by  giving 
evidence  against  them — by  telling  all  you  know — ^you  understand— eh?" 

"  Yeigh,  ey  think  ey  do  onderstond,"  replied  Jennet,  sullenly.  '^  An 
so  this  is  your  g^rand  scheme,  eh,  sir  ?" 

''This  IS  my  scheme,  Jennet,"  said  Potts,  ''and  a  notable  scheme  it  is, 
my  little  lass.  Think  it  over.  You're  an  admissible  and  indeed  a  de- 
sirable witness ;  for  our  sagacious  sovereigpi  has  expressly  observed  that 
'  bairns'  (I  believe  you  call  children  '  bmms'  in  Lancashire,  Jennet?  Your 
imcouth  dialect  very  much  resembles  the  Scottish  language,  in  which  our 
learned  monarch  writes  as  well  as  speaks) — '  bairns,'  says  he,  '  or  wives, 
or  never  so  de&med  persons  may  of  our  law  serve  for  sufficient  witnesses 
and  proofs ;  for  who  but  witches  can  be  proofs,  and  so  witnesses  of  the 
doings  of  vritches.' " 

"  Boh  ey  am  neaw  witch,  ey  tell  ye,  mon,"  cried  Jennet,  angrily. 

"  But  you're  a  witch's  baim,[my  httlelassy,"  replied  Potts,  "  and  that's 
just  as  bad,  and  you'll  grow  up  to  be  a  witch  in  due  time — that  is,  if 
your  career  be  not  cut  short.  I'm  sure  you  must  have  witnessed  some 
strange  things  when  you  visited  your  grandmother  at  MalkinTower — 
that,  if  I  mistake  not,  is  the  name  of  her  abode  ? — and  a  fearful  and 
witch-like  name  it  is, — you  must  have  heard  frequent  mutterings  and 
curses,  spells,  charms,  and  diabolical  incantations — ^beheld  strange  and 
monstrous  visions — listened  to  threats  uttered  agidnst  people  who  have 
afterwards  perished  unaccountably." 

"  Ey've  heerd  an  seen  nowt  o't  sort,"  replied  Jennet ;  "  boh  ey  han 
heerd  my  mother  threaten  yo." 

"  Ah,  indeed,"  cried  Potts,  forcing  a  laugh,  but  looking  rather  blank 
afterwards;  "and  how  did  she  threaten  me,  Jennet,  eh?  But  no 
matter.  Let  that  pass  for  the  moment.  As  I  was  saying,  you  must  have 
seen  mysterious  proceedings  both  at  Malkin  Tower  and  your  own  house. 
A  black  gentleman  with  a  club  foot  must  visit  you  occasionally,  and 
your  mother  must  now  and  then — ^say  once  a  week — ^take  a  fancy  to  riding 
on  a  broomstick.  Are  you  quite  sure  you  have  never  ridden  on  one 
yourself,  Jennet,  and  got  whisked  up  the  chimney  without  being  aware 
of  it  ?  It*s  the  common  witch  conveyance,  and  said  to  be  very  expe- 
ditious and  agreeable — but  I  can't  vouch  for  it  myself — ^has  ha!     Pos- 
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nbly — ^though  you  are  rather  joung — but  possibly,  I  say,  you  may  have 
attended  a  witdi's  sabbath,  and  seen  a  huge  He-Goat,  with^  four  homs 
on  his  head,  and  a  large  tadl,  seated  in  the  nudst  of  a  large  circle  of  de- 
voted admirers.  If  you  have  seen  this,  and  can  recollect  the  names  and 
&ces  of  the  assembly,  it  would  be  highly  important" 

*<  When  ey  see  it,  ey  shanna  forget  it,"  replied  Jennet  "Boh  ey  am 
nah  quit  so  familiar  wi'  Owd  Scrat  as  yo  seem  to  suppose." 

"  Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you  that  Alizon  might  be  addicted  to  these 
practices?"  pursued  Potts,  "  and  that  she  obtained  her  extraordinary  and 
otherwise  unaccountable  beauty  by  some  magical  process — some  charm — 
some  diabolical  unguent  prepared,  as  the  Lord  Keeper  of  the  Pdvy  Seals, 
the  singularly  learned  Lord  Bacon,  declares,  from  hi  of  unM^tised 
babes,  compounded  with  henbane,  hemlock,  mandrake,  moonshade,  and 
other  terrible  ingredients.  She  could  not  be  so  beautiful  without  some 
such  aid." 

'<  That  shows  how  little  yo  knoa  about  it,"  replied  Jennet  ^  *^  Afison 
is  OS  good  as  she's  protty,  and  dunna  yo  think  to  wheedle  me  into  sayin' 
out  agen  her,  fo'  yo  winna  do  it  Ey  d  dee  ray ther  than  harm  a  hure  o' 
her  heaod." 

"  Very  praiseworthy  indeed,  my  little  dear,"  replied  Potts,  ironically. 
'^  I  honour  you  for  your  sisterly  affection;  but,  notwithstanding  all  thio, 
I  cannot  help  thinking  she  has  bewitched  Mistress  Nutter." 

'^  Idcker,  Mistress  Nutter  has  bewitched  her,"  replied  Jennet 

"  Then  you  think  Mistress  Nutter  is  a  witch,  eh?"  cned  Potts, 
eagerly. 

"  Ey'st  neaw  tell  ye  what  ey  think,  mon,"  rejoined  Jennet,  doggedly. 

'*  But  hear  me,"  cried  Potts ;  "  I  have  my  own  suspicions  also,  nay, 
more  than  suspicions." 

"  If  ye're  shure,  yo  dunna  want  me,"  said  Jennet 

"  But  I  want  a  witness,"  pursued  Potts,  "  and  if  yonll  serve  as  one — ** 

"  Whot'll  ye  ^'  me  ?"  said  Jennet 

*'  Whatever  you  like,*'  rejoined  Potts.  ^'  Only  name  the  sum.  So 
you  can  prove  the  practice  of  witchcraft  against  Mistress  Nutter—^?" 

Jennet  nodded.  **  Wad  ye  loike  to  knoa  why  brother  Jem  is  gone  to 
Pendle  to-neet?"  she  said. 

**  Very  much  indeed,"  replied  Potts,  drawing  still  nearer  to  her. 
"  Very  much  indeed." 

The  little  girl  was  about  to  speak,  but  on  a  sudden  a  sharp  convulaon 
agitated  her  frame ;  her  utterance  totally  failed  her ;  and  she  fell  back  in 
the  seat  insensible. 

Very  much  startled.  Potts  flew  in  search  of  some  restorative,  and  on 
doing  so,  he  perceived  Mistress  Nutter  moving  away  from  this  part  of 
thehalL 

^*  She  has  done  it,"  he  cried.  '*  A  piece  of  witchcraft  before  my  very 
^es.  Has  she  killed  the  child  ?  No ;  she  breathes,  and  her  pulse  beats, 
though  fEundy.  She  is  only  in  a  swoon,  but  a  deep  and  deathlike  one. 
It  would  be  useless  to  attempt  to  revive  her;  she  must  come  to  in  her 
own  way,  or  at  the  pleasure  of  the  wicked  woman  who  has  thrown  her 
into  this  condition.  I  have  now  an  assured  witness  in  this  gixL  But  I 
must  keep  watch  upon  Mistress  Nutter's  further  movements." 

And  he  vralked  cautiously  after  her. 

As  Richard  had  anticipated,  his  explanation  was  perfectly  satisfactory 
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to  Dorothy,  and  the  yomig  lady,  who  had  suffered  greatly  from  the  re« 
slrahit  she  had  imposed  npon  herself,  flew  to  Altzoo,  and  poured  forth 
excuses,  which  were  as  readily  accepted  as  they  were  freely  made.  They 
were  instantly  as  great  friends  as  before,  and  their  brief  estrangement 
only  seemed  to  ma]ke  them  dearer  to  each  other.  Dorothy  could  not  for- 
give herself,  and  Alizon  assured  her  there  was  nothing  to  be  for^ven, 
and  so  they  took  hands  upon  it,  and  promised  to  forget  all  that  had 
passed.  Ridiard  stood  by,  delighted  with  the  change,  and  wrapped  in 
the  contemplation  of  the  object  of  his  lore,  who,  thus  engaged,  seemed  to 
him  more  beautiful  than  he  had  ever  beheld  her. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  evening,  while  all  three  were  still  together, 
Nicholas  came  up  and  took  Richard  aside.  The  squire  looked  flushed ; 
and  there  was  an  undefined  expression  of  alarm  in  his  countenance. 

'*  What  is  the  matter  ?"  inquired  Richard,  dreading  to  hear  of  some 
new  calamity. 

**  Have  you  not  noticed  it,  Dick?^  said  Nicholas,  in  a  hollow  tone. 
**  The  portrait  is  gone." 

"  What  portrait  ?"  exclaimed  Richard,  forgetting  the  previous  cir- 
cumstances. 

'^  The  portrait  of  Isole  de  Heton,"  returned  Nicholas,  becoming  more 
sepulchral  in  his  accents  as  he  proceeded  ;  "  it  has  yanished  from  the  wall. 
See  and  believe." 

^'  Who  has  taken  it  down  ?*'  cried  Richard,  remarking  that  the  picture 
had  certainly  disappeared. 

*^  No  mortal  hand,"  replied  Nicholas.  '*  It  has  come  down  of  itself. 
I  knew  what  would  happen,  Dick.  I  told  you  the  fair  votaress  gave  me 
the  din  tPcBil — the  wink.  You  would  not  believe  me  then — and  now  you 
see  your  mistake." 

^'  I  see  nothing  but  the  bare  wall,"  said  Richard. 

"  But  you  will  see  something  anon,  Dick,"  rejoined  Nicholas,  with  a 
hollow  laugh,  and  in  a  dismally  deep  toue.  '^  You  will  see  Isole  herself. 
I  was  foolhardy  enough  to  invite  her  to  dance  the  brawl  with  me.  She 
smiled  her  assent,  and  winked  at  me  thus — very  significantly,  I  protest  to 
you — and  she  will  be  as  good  as  her  word." 

"  Absurd !"  exclaimed  Richard. 

**  Absurd,  sayest  thou — thou  art  an  infidel  and  believest  nothing, 
Dick,"  cried  Nicholas.  "  Dost  thou  not  see  that  the  picture  is  gone  ?  She 
will  be  here  presently.  Ha !  the  brawl  is  called  for — the  very  dance  I 
invited  her  to.  She  must  be  in  the  room  now.  I  will  go  in  search  of 
her.  Look  out,  Dick.  Thou  wilt  behold  a  sight  presently  shall  make  thine 
hair  stand  on  end." 

And  he  moved  away  with  a  rapid  but  uncertain  step. 

*^  The  potent  wine  has  confused  his  brain,"  said  Richard.     **  I  mus 
see  that  no  mischance  befalls  him." 

And  waving  lus  hand  to  his  sister,  he  followed  the  squire,  who  moved 
on,  staring  inquisitively  into  the  countenance  of  every  pretty  damsel  he 
encountered. 

Time  had  flown  fleetly  with  Dorothy  and  Alizon,  who,  occupied  with 
each  other,  had  taken  little  note  of  its  progress,  and  were  surprised  to 
find  how  quickly  the  hours  had  gone  by.  Meanwhile,  several  dances 
had  been  performed ;  a  Moriseo,  in  which  all  the  May-day  revellers  took 
part,  with  the  exception  of  the  queen  herself  who,  notwithstanding  the 
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uDited  eutreaties  of  Robin  Hood  and  her  gentleman-usher,  could  not  be 
prevuled  upon  to  join  it :  a  treochmore,  a  sort  of  long  couatry-dance^ 
extending  from  top  to  bottom  of  the  hall,  and  in  which  the  whole  of  the 
rustics  stood  up :  a  galliard,  confined  to  the  more  important  guests,  and 
in  which  both  Alizon  and  Dorothy  were  included,  the  former  dancing  of 
course  with  Richard,  and  the  latter  with  one  of  her  cousins,  young  Joseph 
Robinson :  and  a  jig,  quite  promiscuous  and  unexdusive,  and  not  the  lest 
merry  on  that  account.  In  this  way,  what  with  the  dances,  which  were 
of  some  duration,  the  trenchmore  alone  occupying  more  than  an  hour, 
and  the  necessary  breathing  time  between  them,  it  was  on  the  stroke  of 
ten  without  anybody  being  aware  of  it.  Now  this,  though  a  very  eariy 
hour  for  a  modern  party,  being  about  the  time  when  tha  first  guetk 
would  arrive,  was  a  very  late  one  even  in  fashionable  assemblages  at  the 
period  in  question,  and  the  guests  began  to  think  of  retiring,  when  the 
brawl  intended  to  wind  up  the  entertainment  was  called.  The  highest  ani- 
mation still  prevailed  throughout  the  company,  for  the  generous  boat  had 
taken  care  that  the  intervals  between  the  dances  should  be  well  filled 
up  with  refreshments,  and  large  bowls  of  spiced  wines,  with  burnt  oraagei 
and  crabs  floating  in  them,  were  placed  on  the  side-table  and  liberally 
dispensed  to  all  applicants.  Thus  all  seem  destined  to  be  brought  to  a 
happy  conclusion. 

Throughout  the  evening  Alizon  had  been  closely  watched  by  MiatrMi 
Nutter,  who  remarked,  with  feelings  akin  to  jealousy  and  distrust,  die 
marked  predilection  exhibited  by  her  for  Richurd  and  Dorothy  AiwlM^ton, 
as  well  as  her  inattention  to  her  own  expressed  injunctions  in  remaining 
constantly  near  them.  Though  secretly  displeased  by  this,  she  put  a 
calm  face  upon  it,  and  neither  remonstratea  by  wora  or  look.  Thai 
Alizon,  feeling  encouraged  in  the  course  she  had  adopted,  and  prompted 
by  her  inclinations,  soon  forgot  the  interdiction  she  had  received.  Mistren 
Nutter  even  went  so  far  in  her  duplicity  as  to  promise  Dorothy  that 
Alizon  should  pay  her  an  early  visit  at  Middleton,  though  inwardly 
resolving  no  such  visit  should  ever  take  place.  However,  she  now 
received  the  proposal  very  graciously,  and  made  Alizon  quite  happy  in 
acceding  to  it. 

'^  I  would  fain  have  her  go  back  with  me  to  Middleton  when  I  return,'* 
said  Dorothy,  '*  but  I  fear  you  would  not  like  to  part  with  your  newlj- 
adopted  daughter  so  soon  ;  neither  would  it  be  quite  fiur  to  lob  you  of 
her.     But  I  shall  hold  you  to  your  promise  of  an  early  visit." 

Mistress  Nutter  rephed  by  a  bland  smile,  and  then  observed  to  Aliuu 
that  it  was  time  for  them  to  retire,  and  that  she  had  stayed  on  her  account 
far  later  than  she  intended — ^a  mark  of  consideration  duly  appreciated  by 
Alizon.  Farewells  for  the  night  were  then  exchanged  between  the  two 
girls,  and  Alizon  looked  round  to  bid  adieu  to  Richard;  but,  unfortunateljr, 
at  this  very  juncture  he  was  engaged  in  pursuit  of  Nicholas.  Before 
quitting  the  hall  she  made  inquines  after  Jennet,  and  receiving  for 
answer  that  she  was  still  in  the  hall,  but  had  fallen  asleep  in  a  chair  at 
one  corner  of  the  side-table,  and  could  not  be  wakened,  she  instantly  flew 
thither,  and  tried  to  rouse  her,  but  in  viun,  when  Mistress  Nutter  coming  op 
the  next  moment,  merely  touched  her  brow,  and  the  ||ttle  g^l  opened  hit 
eyes,  and  gazed  about  her  with  a  bewildered  look. 

*'  She  is  unused  to  these  late  hours,  poor  child,"  said  Aliaon.  ^'  Some 
one  must  be  found  to  take  her  home." 
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^^  You  need  not  g^  Car  in  search  of  a  convoy,"  said  Potts,  who  had  been 
hovering  about,  and  now  stepped  up ;  '^  I  am  g^ing  to  the  Dragon 
myself,  and  shall  be  happy  to  take  charge  of  her.'' 

'^  You  are  over-offidous,  sir,"  rejoined  Mistress  Nutter,  coldly.  **  When 
we  need  your  assistance  we  will  ask  it  My  own  servant,  Simon  Black- 
adder,  will  see  her  safely  home." 

And,  at  a  sign  from  her,  a  tall  fellow,  vrith  a  dark,  scowling  counte- 
nance, came  from  among  the  other  serving-men,  and,  receiving  his 
instructions  from  his  mistress,  seized  Jennet's  hand,  and  strode  off  with 
her.  During  all  this  time  Mistress  Nutter  kept  her  eyes  steadily  fixed 
on  the  little  girl,  who  spoke  not  a  word,  nor  replied  even  by  a  gesture  to 
Alizon's  affectionate  good  night,  retaining  her  dazed  look  to  the  moment 
of  quitting  the  hall. 

^*  I  never  saw  her  thus  before,"  said  Alizon.  "  What  can  be  the 
matter  with  her  ?" 

**  I  think  I  could  tell  you,"  rejoined  Potts,  glancing  maliciously  and 
significantly  at  Mistress  Nutter. 

The  lady  darted  an  ireful  and  piercing  look  at  him,  which  seemed  to 
produce  much  the  same  consequences  as  Ihose  experienced  by  Jennet,  for 
nis  visage  instantly  elongated,  and  he  sank  back  in  a  chair. 

'*  Oh,  dear  V*  he  cried,  putting  his  hand  to  his  head;  "  Vm  struck  all 
of  a  heap.  I  feel  a  sudden  qualm — a  giddiness — a  sort  of  don't-know- 
howishness.  Ho,  there  I  some  aqua-vitae— or  imperial  water— or  cinna- 
mon water,  or  whatever  reviving  cordial  may  be  at  hand.  I  feel  very  ill 
— very  ill  indeed^-oh  dear !" 

While  his  requirements  were  attended  to,  Mistress  Nutter  moved 
away  with  her  daughter,  but  they  had  not  proceeded  far,  when  they 
encountered  Richard,  who,  having  fortunately  descried  them,  came  up  to 
say  good  night. 

The  brawl,  meanwhile,  had  commenced,  and  the  dancers  were  whirling 
round  giddily  in  every  direction,  somewhat  like  ihe  couples  iu  a  grand 
polka,  danced  after  a  very  boisterous,  romping,  and  extravagant  fashion. 

''  Who  is  Nicholas  dancing  with  ?"  asked  Mistress  Nutter,  suddenly. 

'*  Is  he  dancing  with  any  one  V  rejoined  Richard,  looking  amidst  the 
crowd. 

"Do  you  not  see  her?"  said  Mistress  Nutter;  "a  very  beautiful 
woman  with  flashing  eyes ;  they  move  so  quickly,  that  I  can  scarce  dis- 
cern her  features  ;  but  she  is  habited  like  a  nun." 

*'  Like  a  nun !"  cried  Richard,  his  blood  growing  chill  in  his  veins. 
*Tis  she  indeed,  then !     Where  is  he  ?" 

"  ^nder,  yonder,  whirling  madly  round,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 

"  I  see  him  now,"  said  Richard  ;  "but  he  is  alone.  He  has  lost  his 
wits  to  dance  in  that  strange  manner  by  himself.  How  wild,  too,  is  his 
g^aze.** 

"  I  tell  you  he  is  dancing  with  a  very  beautiful  woman  in  the  habit  of 
a  nun,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.  "  Strange  I  should  never  have  remarked 
her  before.  No  one  in  the  room  is  to  be  compared  with  her  in  loveHness 
— not  even  Alizon.  Her  eyes  seem  to  flash  fire,  and  she  bounds  like  the 
wild  roe."  % 

"Does  she  resemble  the  portrait  of  Isole  de'Heton?"  asked  Richardf 
shuddering. 

VOL.  XIX.  2  Q 
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^'She  does — she  does,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter.     ''See!  she  whirls 
past  us  now." 

''  I  can  see  no  one  hut  Nicholas,"  cried  Richard. 
'^  Nor  I/'  added  Alizon,  who  shared  in  the  young  man's  alarm. 
''  Are  you  sure  you  hehold  that  figure  ?"  said  Richard,  drawing  Mis- 
tress Nutter  aside,  and  hreathing  the  words  in  her  ear.     ''  If  so,  it  is  a 
phantom — or  he  is  in  the  power  of  the  fiend.    He  was  rash  enough  to  in- 
vite that  wicked  yotaiess,  Isole  de  Heton,  condemned,  it  is  said,  to  penal 
fires  for  her  earthly  enormities,  to  dance  with  him,  and  she  has  come." 
''  Ha !"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter. 

'^  She  will  whirl  him  round  till  he  expires,''  cried  Richard;  ''  I  must 
free  him  at  all  hazards." 

''  Stay,"  said  Mistress  Nutter;  ''  it  is  I  who  have  been  decayed.     Now 
I  look  again,  I  see  that  Nicholas  is  alone." 

"  But  the  nun's  dress — the  wondrous  beauty — the  flashing  eyes !"  cried 
Richard.     ''  You  described  Isole  exactly." 

''  It  was  mere  fancy,"  said  Mistress  Nutter.     "  I  had  just  been  looking 
at  her  portrait,  and  it  dwelt  on  my  mind,  and  created  the  image." 
''  The  portrait  is  g^ne,"  cried  Richard,  pointing  to  the  empty  walL 
Mistress  Nutter  looked  confounded. 

And,  without  a  word  more,  she  took  Alizon,  who  was  full  of  alarm  and 
astonishment,  by  the  arm,  and  hurried  her  out  of  the  halL 

As  they  disappeared,  the  young  man  flew  towards  Nicholas,  whose  ex- 
traordinary proceedings  had  excited  general  amazement.  The  other 
dancers  had  moved  out  of  the  way,  so  that  free  space  was  left  for  his  mad 
gyrations.  Greatly  scandalised  by  the  exhibition,  which  he  looked  up<»i 
as  the  effect  of  intoxication,  Sir  Ralph  called  loudly  to  him  to  8t(^  bat 
e  paid  no  attention  to  the  summons,  but  whirled  on  with  momea^ 
ncreasing  velocity,  oversetting  old  Adam  Whitworth,  Gregarj,  and 
Dickon,  who  severally  ventured  to  place  themselves  in  his  path,  to  enforce 
their  master's  injunctions,  imtil  at  last,  just  as  Richard  reached  him,  he 
uttered  a  loud  cry,  and  fell  to  the  ground  insensible.  By  Sir  Ralph's 
command  he  was  instantly  lifted  up  and  transported  to  his  own  chamber. 
This  unexpected  and  extraordinary  incident  put  an  end  to  the  ball,  and 
the  whole  of  the  guests,  after  taking  a  respectful  and  grateful  leave  of  the 
host,  departed — not  in  ^^  most  admired"  disorder,  but  full  of  wond^.  By 
most  persons  the  squire's  *^  fantastical  vagaries,"  as  they  were  termed, 
were  traced  to  the  vast  quantity  of  wine  he  had  drunk,  hot  a  few  others 
shook  their  heads,  and  said  he  was  evidently  bewitched,  and  that  Mother 
Chattox  and  Nance  Redfeme  were  at  the  bottom  of  it.  Ab  to  the  por- 
trait of  Isole  de  Heton,  it  was  found  under  the  table,  and  it  was  said  diat 
I^holas  himself  had  pulled  it  down;  but  this  he  obstinately  denied,  when 
afterwards  taken  to  task  for  his  indecorous  behaviour;  and  to  his  dying 
day  he  asserted,  and  believed,  that  he  had  danced  the  brawl  with  hde 
de  Heton.  ^And  never,''  he  would  say,  ''had  mortal  maa  such  a 
partner." 

From  that  night  the  two  portraits  in  the  faanqueting-hall  were  regarded 
with  great  awe  by  the  inmates  of  the  abbey. 
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BEIKO  THE   ELEVENTH   CHAPTER    OP    "iNCmENTS    OP    THE   ROAD;   OR, 
PASSAGES  FROM  THE  LIFE  OP  A  COMMERCLAL  TRAVELLER*" 

By  Joseph  Anthony,  Jun. 

One  of  those  forms  'which  flit  by  us,  when  we 

Are  young,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  every  face; 

And  oh !  the  loyeliness  at  times  we  see 

In  momentary  gliding,  the  soft  grace, 

The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which  agree 

In  many  a  nameless  being  we  retrace, 

Whose  course  and  home  we  know  not,  nor  shall  know, 

Like  the  lost  Pleiad  seen  no  more  below. 

BTROlf. 

This  paper  is  the  second  which  I  have  selected  from  the  numhers  that 
have  been  forwarded  to  me  by  various  members  of  the  Brotherhood,  and, 
in  introducing  it  to  the  reader,  I  think  it  well  to  observe  that  I  have 
every  reason  to  beheve  the  circumstances  occurred  just  as  they  are 
described.  ■ 

Some  years  ago,  early  one  fine  morning  in  the  month  of  July,  I  was 
standing  at  the  end  of  a  small  jetty  on  the  north-east  coast  of  Scotland, 
anxiously  looking  out  seaward  for  the  appearance  of  a  steamer  bound 
from  the  Shetland  Isles,  which  was  expected  to  touch  at  the  place  of  my 
sojourn,  on  her  way  to  Leith. 

Through  a  fiir-spreading  bank  of  dark  clouds  the  red  sun  was  slowly 
emerging;  a  deep  naze  hung  upon  the  horizon,  save  where  the  bright  rays 
fringed  with  a  border  of  light  the  lower  part  of  the  murky  curtain,  and 
danced  in  golden  joyousness  upon  the  heaving  ocean.  There  was  nothing 
in  sight  over  the  wide  wavy  waste,  save  a  few  scattered  small  craft  re- 
turning from  the  fishing-ground  some  twenty  miles  away,  rising  and  fall* 
ing  in  the  trough  of  the  sea,  and  appearing  to  the  eye  of  imagination  like 
thinfi^s  of  life  gambolling  on  their  element  beneath  the  first  smiles  of  the 
glorious  orb  of  day.  A  heavy  swell  was  breaking  upon  the  bar,  huge 
rolling  waves  succeeding  each  other  with  uniform  rapidity,  and  at  times 
one  that  might  be  called  a  father  of  waves,  or  huge  leader  of  a  following 
multitude,  would,  with  foamy  crest,  roll  on  in  majestic  motion,  and  with 
a  roar  like  distant  thunder  strike  against  the  jetty,  casting  the  featheiy 
spray  some  fifty  feet  in  the  air,  to  fall  again  in  beauteous  particles  like 
white  blossoms,  or  the  scatterings  of  a  snowy  wreath.  As  the  first  home* 
ward-bound  fishing-boat  ne^red  the  shore,  I  watehed  with  much  interest 
the  management  of  the  Httle  crafl  amidst  the  troubled  waters.  It  evidently 
required  not  a  Httle  skill  to  escape  swamping,  yet  the  crew,  by  their  un- 
concerned looks,  might  have  been  riding  upon  the  smooth  waters  of  the 
Tay.  Under  the  guidance  of  the  weather-beaten  coxswain  who  stood  at 
the  helm,  backing  water  to  avoid  the  rollers,  they  awaited  the  oncoming 
wave,  then,  riding  gallantly  on  its  crest,  were  earned  bravely  over  the  bar. 

Boat  succeeded  boat,  the  wives  and  daughters  of  their  crews  anxiously 
awaiting  their  returq,  when  the  duties  of  this  branch  of  the  lords  of  the 
creation  cease,  and  their  better  halves  commence  their  ^vision  of  labour. 
Some  rare  bonnie  lassies,  too,  there  were  among  them,  paddling  with 
their  naked  feet  in  the  roll  of  the  sea,  unloadmg  the  boatSi  washing 

2q2 


476  A  LOVE  CHASE. 

the  fish,  and  packing  and  conveying  them  in  enonnous  loads  upon  their 
hacks. 

Whilst  I  was  contemplating  this  husy  scene,  word  was  hrought  to  me 
that  the  steamer  whose  coming  I  was  awaiting  was  in  sight.  I  looked 
seaward,  but  could  not  make  her  out. 

"  There  she  is,  sir,  coming  out  of  that  fog-bank,  right  under  the  sun," 
said  a  Dirk  Hatterick-like  fisherman,  who,  in  a  canvas  petticoat,  blue 
jacket,  pearl  button  laced,  boots  covering  his  knees,  and  a  sou'- wester  on 
his  shaggy  black  hair,  stood  near  me.  ''  She  won't  be  inside  the  bar  for 
more  than  an  hour,"  he  added,  as  he  withdrew  his  hand  from  pointing  out 
the  just  discernible  vessel,  with  the  smoke  of  her  funnel  marked  like  a 
serpent  on  the  sky. 

A  small  black  object,  not  much  bigger  than  my  hand,  she  appeared, 
and  feeling  assured  it  would  be  full  the  time  stated  by  the  son  of  the 
sea  ere  it  arrived,  1  began  to  take  into  consideration  the  policy  of  break- 
fasting in  the  interim,  the  probability  being  that  that  important  part  of 
the  day's  duty  (especially  previous  to  a  sea  voyage)  would  be  numbered 
with  the  things  of  the  past  on  the  vessel's  arrival.  Thanks  to  the  bracing 
sea  breeze,  I  made  an  excellent  breakfast  at  mv  inn,  and  on  again  pro- 
ceeding to  the  jetty,  found  the  vessel  for  which  I  had  been  waiting,  riding 
proudly  on  the  high  swelling  waters,  within  fifty  yards  of  the  shore.  She 
appeared  to  have  a  goodly  number  of  passengers  on  board;  amongst  them 
a  large  proportion  were  of  the  gentler  sex,  which,  in  the  event  of  a  fair 
passage,  it  was  but  reasonable  to  presume  might  prove  highly  agreeable. 
I  was  soon  on  deck,  and  in  a  very  little  time  after  we  clearea  out  of  the 
harbour.  Amongst  the  male  passengers,  I  was  struck  with  the  appear- 
ance of  a  great  number  attired  in  black  suits  and  white  neckerchien.  A 
dry,  sanctimonious  look,  which  they  one  and  all  possessed,  led  me  to  infer 
that  they  were  ministers  of  the  Scotch  Kirk,  which  supposition  I  afterwards 
found  was  correct,  and  also  that  they  were  on  their  way  from  the  northern 
isles  to  attend  the  General  Assembly  at  Edinburgh,  the  major  part  of  the 
ladies  on  board  accompanying  them.  Of  the  latter  and  most  interesting 
part  of  my  fellow-voyagers,  my  attention  was  early  attracted  by  the 
features  of  one  near  me,  who,  at  the  moment  of  my  first  observing  her, 
was  arranging  her  veil,  and  with  another  lady  at  her  side  engaged  in 
conversation  with  two  individuals  of  the  opposite  sex.  The  first  glance 
impressed  me  with  the  conviction  that  her  countenance  was  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  that  I  had  ever  seen.  Most  men*s  imaginations  have 
pictured  to  their  mind*s  eye,  at  times,  their  highest  conceptions  of  female 
loveliness.  In  these  dreams  of  the  beautiful,  I  must  confess  that  my  most 
glowing  picturing^  were  far  surpassed  by  the  living  loveliness  before  me. 
It  was  the  very  countenance  of  Dubufe's  picture  of  Eve,  so  loving  and 
lovely  I  could  not  keep  my  eyes  away  from  her.  To  a  dreamer,  it  would 
not  have  been  very  difficult  to  imagine  she  had  stepped  from  the  canTas 
of  that  g^eat  French  master,  leaving  Adam  behind  her,  and  having  troubled 
some  fashionable  milliner  for  a  few  outward  habiliments,  was  taking 
a  voyage  by  way  of  variety.  But,  dreaming  apart,  my  whole  being  was 
entranced  by  the  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  I  beheld.  The  intentness 
of  my  gaze  seemed  to  disconcert  the  fair  being  I  looked  upon,  for,  hastily 
drawing  down  her  veil,  she  shrouded  from  my  view  what  I  instinctively 
felt  was  the  future  sun  of  my  existence. 

From  the  listless  and  indifferent  manner  of  the  two  indlyidaals  with 
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whom  the  ladies  I  have  alluded  to  were  engaged  in  conversation,  I  con- 
cluded they  were  their  brothers;  and  vet  there  was  a  great  difference  in 
their  general  appearance,  which  I  could  not  well  reconcile  with  that  sup* 
position.  They  had  little  the  appearance  of  gentlemen,  being  slovenly  in 
dress,  and  displaying  an  absence  of  taste  in  their  attire,  which  made  a 
striking  contrast  between  themselves  and  the  elegant  appearance  of  their 
companions. 

By  the  time  these  observations  were  made  the  steamer  had  gained  a 
good  offing ;  the  breeze  was,  however,  increasing,  and  the  sea  getting  up 
very  hst — indeed,  it  became  tolerably  evident  to  all  on  board  that  there 
was  a  smart  gale  in  store  for  us. 

Darker  and  darker  became  the  sky  around,  a  deep  humid  light  reveal- 
ing itself  where  the  sun  struggled  with  the  black  clouds  which  seemed  to 
overwhelm  it;  and  then  the  overpowered  orb  disappearing,  as  though  its 
vanishing  had  been  the  signal  for  the  outset  of  battle,  on  came  the  furious 
gale  bursting  upon  us  in  all  the  strength  of  untrammelled  fury.  The 
noble  vessel  cotdd  scarcely  hold  her  own; — all  hands  were  obliged  to  hold 
hard  as  the  sea  came  sweeping  wave  after  wave  over  the  crowded  decks. 
We  were  soon  ordered  below;  some,  however,  would  stay  and  take  all 
chances,  and  amongst  these  were  the  two  brothers,  as  I  had  conjectured 
them  to  be,  of  the  ladies  alluded  to.  On  g^ing  below,  I  regretted,  when 
too  late,  that  I  had  not  remained  on  deck  also,  as  the  close  confined  air  of 
the  cabin  quickly  disturbed  the  equanimity  of  my  stomach  ;  and,  indeed, 
I  soon  became  as  sick  and  ill  as  any  of  the  many  sufferers  around  me. 
I  observed  that,  in  the  hurry  of  g^ing  below,  several  ladies  had  entered 
the  gentlemen's  cabin ;  and  whilst  I  lay  suffering  all  the  horrors  of  sea- 
sickness, in  one  of  these  I  recognised  the  fair  being  with  whose  surpassing 
charms  I  had  been  so  much  struck  on  deck.  She  was  lying  on  a  couch, 
apparently  a  great  sufferer ;  and  during  a  violent  fit  of  sickness  her  head 
had  fallen  from  the  cushion  on  which  it  had  been  resting,  hanging  down 
by  the  couch  in  a  most  painful  and  distressing  manner,  she  being  evidently 
too  much  exhausted  to  raise  her  head  without  assistance. 

The  vessel  was  pitching  awfully,  and  so,  indeed,  was  my  interior,  but 
feeling  that  my  gallantry  was  at  stake,  I  did  not  hesitate  to  proceed 
to  the  suffering  beauty's  relief.  This,  however,  was  not  a  very  easy 
task,  although  the  distance  was  short,  for  the  lurching  of  the  steamer,  and 
my  maintaining  my  perpendicular,  seemed  very  incompatible,  and  I  found 
myself  more  than  once,  whilst  making  the  attempt,  unpleasantly  prostrated 
on  the  anatomy  of  some  sick  and  groaning  piece  of  humanity  lying  in  an 
opposite  direction.  Eventually,  however,  I  reached  the  fair  unknown,  and 
had  the  intense  satisfaction  of  raising  her  drooping  and  lovely  head  to  the 
pillow  from  which  it  had  fallen.  Can  I  ever  forget  the  smile  that  greeted 
my  attention  to  her?  Never  I  Theme  fitting  for  a  poet's  pen.  It  went 
through  and  through  me ;  yet,  oh  horror !  though  not  poetic,  too  true, 
at  that  interesting  moment  the  sea-sickness  came  on  again,  and  I  had 
barely  time  to  turn  iny  head  away  from  the  angelic  look  I  had  received, 

when,  alas! But!  will  not  particularise  more  than  the  steward  growled 

like  a  bear,  a  half-muttered  curse  escaped  me  at  my  mishap,  and  yet,  like 
a  gleam  of  sunshine  on  a  stormy  sea,  that  sweet  angelic  snule,  amidst  my 
sufferings,  still  shed  its  magic  radiance  upon  me. 

With  some  difficulty  I  regained  my  couch,  and  sweet  amidst  my  sufier* 
iDii^  was  the  reflection  that  the  little  service  1  had  rendered  had  met  with 
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so  highly  a  gratifying  return.  I  was  certainly  most  unmistakeahly  ill,  and 
yet  experienced  a  delightful  sensation  of  happiness  whilst  gazing  on  the  fair 
being  whose  beauty,  so  bewitching,  had  created  within  me  a  feeling  quite 
new — in  fact,  I  felt,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  that  I  was  deeply  in 
love.  Yes,  at  last  I  had  experienced  that  divine  inspiration,  the  gentle 
passion  that  poets  sing  of,  heroes  fight  for,  and — and — I  was  very  sick — 
sick  unto  death.  How  it  happened  I  know  not,  but  in  spite  of  the  con- 
flicting emotions  of  a  first  love  and  a  first  sea-sickness,  I  eventually  fell 
asleep.  What  length  of  time  my  interview  with  the  drowsy  god  lasted  I 
cannot  remember,  but  my  last  recollection  was  that  of  hearing  a  deep 
impressive  voice  engaged  in  reading. 

On  opening  my  eyes,  I  was  not  a  little  astonished  in  beholding  the 
cabin  filled  with  strange  people,  all  on  their  knees,  and  an  elderly  grey- 
haired  man,  the  deep  tones  of  whose  voice  had  awakened  me,  addressiDg 
them  from  the  holy  volume.  The  storm  was  raging  fearfully  without^ 
and  it  seemed  that  the  steerage  passengers  had  been  summoned  into  the 
cabin  for  the  purpose  of  joining  in  religious  service  together.  Ere  I 
could  well  comprehend  what  it  was  all  about,  the  reader  had  finished  tibe 
chapter.  My  attention  was,  moreover,  attracted  from  the  minister  bj 
the  fair  object  of  my  thoughts,  who  was  kneeling  with  the  others,  her 
luxuriant  locks  falling  beautifully  dishevelled  over  her  shoulders,  her  he» 
pale  as  death,  yet  bearing  an  expression  of  heavenly  resignation,  as  though 
she  expected  and  was  prepared  for  the  last  dread  farewell — the  adieu  for 
ever  and  ever.  I  would  not  be  deemed  irreverent,  but  must  confess  thai 
whilst  gazing  upon  the  pure,  holy,  and  resigned  expression  of  her  counte- 
nance, the  thought,  nay  the  wish  was  mine,  that  if  in  the  inscrutable 
decrees  of  Providence  it  had  been  decreed  that  we  were  to  be  wrecked  aod 
lost,  with  her  I  might  descend  into  the  depths  of  the  deep  green  sea. 

In  the  midst  of  my  reverie,  I  observed  the  scowling  gaze  of  one  of  the 
steerage  passengers,  a  hard-featured  Scotch  peasant,  fixed  intently  upon 
me.  For  a  moment  I  was  at  a  loss  to  understand  why  I  was  honomied 
with  so  large  a  share  of  his  attention,  and  a  look  so  significant,  bat  it 
soon  occurred  to  me  that  I  was  recUning  on  my  couch,  whilst  all  the  rest 
were  devoutly  kneeling.  The  Scotch,  as  is  well  known,  are  veiy  rigid 
and  jealous  in  their  religious  observances,  and  the  very  serioas-lookiiig 
passenger  no  doubt  regarded  me  as  little  better  than  a  second  Jonah. 
After  a  short  pause,  the  elderly  minister  was  succeeded  by  one  of  his 
younger  brethren,  who  began  to  pray  with  great  earnestness  for  our 
deliverance.  To  me,  however,  his  words  were  as  incomprehensible  as  an 
unknown  tongue.  A  Highlander's  English  is  always  puzzling  enougl^ 
but  that  of  a  Shetlander  from  the  Orkneys  is,  to  an  unpractised  southern, 
so  much  of  a  jargon,  that  there  would  be  some  reason  in  one  suggestmg 
to  such  a  speaker,  as  did  the  Irishman,  under  similar  circumstances,  the 
experiment  of  talking  backwards,  to  afford  a  possibility  of  the  words 
being  understood. 

With  his  deep  Norse  pronunciation  the  young  minister  continoed 
praying  for  some  time,  displaying  a  degree  of  excited  fervour,  and  wild- 
ness  of  gesticulation,  that  to  me  was  distressing  to  witness.  However, 
the  painful  scene  at  length  drew  to  a  close,  the  good  ship  had  weathered 
the  storm,  and  about  midnight  we  ran  into  the  Forth,  aDchonng  off 
Leith,  thanking  Providence  for  our  escape,  and  our  arrival  once  more  in 
tranquil  waters.     Next  morning  I  was  up  betimes,  and  on  deck,  gasii^ 
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on  the  noble  panorama  whicb,  under  the  most  favourable  of  aspects,  was 
spread  before  me.  From  the  battlements  of  the  eait,  over  which  the 
sun  had  just  risen,  came  streaming  a  flood  of  golden  sunshine  far  and 
away  on  the  quivering  waters  of  the  Forth.  Above  us  lay  the  romantic 
island  of  Inchcolm,  with  its  picturesque  monastic  ruins,  standing  forth 
in  strong  and  beautiful  relief  against  the  wide  smiling  span  of  the  morn- 
ing sky.  Below  us  lay  the  island  of  Inchkeith,  and  in  the  extreme  dis- 
tance the  Bass  Rock  and  North  Berwick  Law  revealed  themselves,  rearing 
their  crests  through  the  slight  haze  which  yet  hovered  around  them.  A 
scene  of  animation  surrounded  us :  the  storm-driven  barks  of  yesterday 
were  clearing  out  from  the  haven  that  had  afforded  them  shelter,  ana, 
spreading  their  canvas  to  a  sou-west  breeze,  were  scudding  swiftly  and 
gracefully  away  over  the  sparkling  waters.  On  our  left  loomed  Arthur's 
Seat  and  Salisbury  Crags  ;  and  nearer  still,  the  bright  sunshine  glittered 
on  the  vanes,  towers,  monuments,  and  castle  of  the  finest  city  in  her 
Majesty's  dominions — ^the  city  of  Edinburgh,  the  modem  Athens. 

Whilst  I  was  engaged  in  admiring  the  scene  which  I  have  attempted 
to  describe,  a  light  footstep  approached  the  part  of  the  vessel  where  I 
was  standing.  I  turned  my  head.  It  was  my  angel  of  yesterday.  She 
came  to  thank  me  for  what  she  was  pleased  to  term  my  kindness  to  her 
on  the  preceding  day ;  and  the  reader  will  readily  imagine  that,  however 
much  the  presence  of  the  idol  of  my  thoughts  affected  me,  I  ^d  not  let 
the  opportunity  escape  to  continue  a  conversation  so  charmingly  com- 
menced. The  hours,  under  the  first  and  ever-exhilirating  smiles  of 
young  day,  the  scene,  and  the  circumstance,  gave  to  the  conversation  a 
zest,  a  delight,  which  I  had  never  experienced  before,  and  I  was  soon 
sensible  that,  surprisingly  beautiful  as  were  her  features,  she  possessed  a 
mind  and  disposition  equally  beautiful,  and  in  their  combination  irre- 
nstible. 

To  a  cultivated  intellect,  tinged  with  just  enough  romance — for  what 
in  the  regions  of  twenty  is  man  or  woman  who  possesses  not  a  little  of 
it  ? — my  fair  companion  added  a  keen  perception  of  the  ridiculous ;  and, 
as  our  conversation,  branching  from  the  subject  of  the  glorious  picture 
spread  before  us,  reverted  again  to  the  storm  we  had  the  day  before 
encountered,  I  must  confess  that  I  felt  anything  but  at  ease,  when,  afUr 
describing  with  much  pathos  our  critical  position,  she  commenced  giving 
me  a  description  of  myself  as  I  appeared  when  working  my  passage  up 
the  cabin  to  her,  meeting  on  my  way,  in  my  frequent  departures  firom  a 
true  equilibrium,  the  imfortunate  wretches  who  were  lying  right  and  lefb 
of  my  path,  reminding  her  forcibly,  she  said,  with  my  lugubrious  frontis- 
piece white  as  a  table-napkin,  of  Hariey  in  the  ''  Illustrious  Stranger," 
when  he  is  about  to  be  buried  alive  with  the  princess. 

Our  tete-a-tete  had  lasted  about  an  hour — which  I  need  scarcely  say 
was  one  of  the  most  rapidly  fleeting  hours  of  my  life — when  it  occurred 
to  me,  with  an  apology  for  not  having  done  so  earlier,  to  inquire  after 
her  fair  companion,  whom  I  ventured  at  the  same  time  to  presume  was 
her  sister. 

''  The  lady  who  is  travelling  with  me  is  not  my  sister,"  she  replied, 
"  nor  yet  a  relation." 

'*  And  the  gentlemen  ?**  I  ventured  to  observe. 

"  One  of  them  is  my  brother,  and  the  other  stands  in  the  same  podtioD 
to  the  lady  of  whom  you  were  inquiring." 

I  bowed ;  and  for  a  few  moments  there  was  a  pause.     She  dodbdeM 
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pereeiyed  tbat  the  information  g^ven  had  a  little  Borprised  me,  and  pro- 
Dahly  conceived  that  I  regarded,  as  somewhat  unusual,  the  circamstance 
of  two  brothers  and  two  sisters  of  difiPereut  families  travelling*  together 
apart  from  a  closer  tie.  The  subject  was  changed;  but  afiter  a  little 
time  I  again  returned  to  it,  and  learned  that  their  party  had  been  on  a 
tour  through  Scotland  and  the  Northern  Isles. 

"  And  are  now  returning  home  ?"  I  ventured  to  observe,  inquirioglj. 

''  Oh  dear,  no,"  was  the  reply ;  **  we  first  intend  to  spend  a  fortnight 
amongst  the  Cumberland  Lakes." 

'^The  Cumberland  Lakes!"  I  formed  a  resolve  on  the  instant,  and 
without  hesitation  expressed  the  pleasure  which  that  piece  of  intelligence 
had  afforded  me,  as  I  was  also  on  my  way  thither. 

My  £Etir  companion  gave  me  a  look,  which  said  pretty  plunly  she  knew 
the  reason  why  I  was  going.  It  was  anything  but  a  look  of  displeasure, 
although  with  it  she  simply  replied,  *^  Lideed !" 

We  chatted  away  until  the  time  arrived  to  disembark.  I  was  getting 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  meshes,  and  being  anxious  to  become  still 
more  friendly,  observed,  that  although  we  were  talking  like  old  acquaint- 
ance, I  had  yet  not  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  to  whom  I  was  indebted 
for  such  delightful  companionship. 

^'  Nor  is  it  likely  you  ever  will ;  for  our  acquaintance  must  end  as  it 
commenced.*' 

This  was  said  in  so  serious  and  impressive  a  manner,  that  I  could  not 
misinterpret  her  meaning,  which  was  as  painful  to  me  as  it  was  unex- 
pected. 

*'  Oh,  do  not  tell  me  so !"  I  replied.  "  For  the  first  time  in  my  Hfe  I 
have  met  with  one  who  has  created  feelings  in  my  breast  never  be&re 
experienced,  and,  although  our  meeting  was  but  yesterday,  I  feel  as  if  I 
had  known  and  loved  you  for  years;  do  not,  then,  sound  the  knell  to  til 
my  hopes,  by  saying  that  we  must  part — part  as  we  met;  I  cannot  think 
you  regard  me  entirely  as  a  stranger,  and  most  earnestly  do  I  wish  to  tell 
you  who  and  what  I  am.*' 

*^  You  must  not  do  anything  of  the  kind,"  she  exclaimed,  earnestly, 
interrupting  me;  ^^  I  am  not  in  a  position  to  return  your  confidence." 

'*  And  why  not  ?"  I  rejoined.  ^'  What  is  there  to  prevent  your  doing 
«o?" 

"  A  very  particular  reason,"  she  responded;  "  I  am  engaged." 

'*  Engaged!*'  1  exclaimed,  ''in  tones  of  disappointment  and  surpiise. 
''  Pray  excuse  the  question,  but  may  I  venture  to  inquire  if  the  gentle- 
man you  have  so  honoured  is  on  board  this  vessel  ?" 

''  He  is ;  the  gentleman  is  the  brother  of  my  companicm." 

Phew  !  the  mystery  was  out. 

''  And  your  fair  companion  is  in  the  same  position  to  the  other  gentie- 
man,  who  has  the  honour  to  be  your  brother  ?" 

«  It  is  so,"  as  I  expected,  my  fair  enslaver  rejoined. 

That  she  did  not  care  a  button  for  her  intended  I  was  quite  confident, 
and  therefore  I  hesitated  not  a  moment  in  my  reply. 

''And  you  consider  yourself  engaged  to  that  rough,  ill-bred  piece 
of  humanity,  snoring  yet  in  the  cabin  ?     Now,  listen  to  me." 

''  I  will  not  listen  to  you  any  more ;  it  is  quite  time  we  parted.**  And 
she  turned,  with  a  look  somewhat  of  anger,  to  depart. 

"  Excuse  me,"  I  rejoined ;  "  but  one  moment  hear  me.  I  see  durough 
this  a£BEur  quite  clearly;  it  is  evidently  nothing  but  a  £amily  arraDgenoenti 
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in  whicli  your  feelings  have  never  been  consulted.  Yon  bave  not  an  idea 
or  sympathy  in  common  with  the  object  chosen  for  you ;  and,  in  fact^ 
jou  reg;ard  him  with  perfect  indifference;  nay,  listen  but  a  little  longer. 
I  have  within  the  last  few  moments  resolved  to  follow  you  to  the  world's 
end,  if  necessary,  but  prevent  such  a  sacrifice  I  will !  You  may  behave 
coldly,  nay,  harshly,  but  my  resolve  will  be  unaltered;  therefore  it  will 
be  useless  for  you  to  endeavour  to  prevent  me.  For  the  present,  let  us 
be  friends  only,  if  you  wish  it.  Calm  yourself  now ;  there  are  people 
coming  on  deck ;  and  when  we  are  parted,  remember  there  is  one  inte- 
rested in  your  welfare  whose  whole  happiness  is  bound  up  in  your  own. 
I  leave  you  here,  and  in  three  days  hence  shall  meet  you  at  Windermere. 
Good-by !" 

I  wished  not  for  words;  the  expression  of  the  soft  hazel  eyes  that  in  our 
parting  bade  me  farewell,  was  rich  eloquence  to  me.  And  oh  !  what  are 
words  to  the  langiiage  of  woman's  eye  when  it  beams  eloquent  with  love? 

In  turning  from  the  spot  I  encountered  the  scowling  gaze  of  my  fair 
one's  intended  and  her  brother,  they  having  evidently  been  observing  us. 
I  passed  them  with  all  the  hauteur  I  could  command,  and  going  on  shore, 
soon  after  found  myself  ensconced  in  mine  inn,  the  most  excellent  of  quar- 
ters in  Edinburgh. 

My  business  which  took  me  to  the  model  city  finished,  the  second  morn- 
ing after  my  arrival  found  me  a  passenger  on  her  Majesty's  mail  going 
south,  via  "  merry  Carlisle,"  and  on  the  evening  of  the  third  day  I 
arrived  at  Bowness  and  its  comfortable  hostelrie  the  Crown.  Here  I 
learned  that  the  parties  I  was  in  search  of  were  sojourning  under  the 
same  roof,  and  had  gone  out  for  a  stroll  a  few  minutes  previous  to  my 
arrival.  This  I  learned  whilst  engaged  discussing  my  dinner;  after  whicn 
important  affjEur,  I  drew  up  a  chair  to  the  window  of  the  room  in  which 
I  was  located  to  enjoy  the  scene  which  it  commanded. 

The  sun,  with  a  glorious  effulgence  rarely  seen  in  the  south  or  west  of 
England,  was  just  setting;  beneath  me  lay  Windermere,  that  queen  of 
lakes,  apd  on  its  bright  bosom  lingered,  as  though  'twere  pain  to  part, 
the  slowly -departing  sunlight  in  all  the  beauty  of  its  gleaming  gold. 
Here  and  there,  dotting  the  tranquil  waters  of  the  lake,  like  ^ury  homes, 
little  islands  revealed  themselves,  shaded  with  trees,  whose  drooping 
stems  seemed  to  bend  to  embrace  and  kiss  the  glittering  waters  that 
flowed  beneath  them !  The  broad  disc  of  the  sun  now  sinks  below  the 
horizon,  the  waters  assume  a  deeper  shade,  gaunt  shadows  creep  up  the 
mountain's  side,  their  peaks  still  radiant  with  light,  and  yon  more  distant 
sky-towering  summit  seems  like  a  mass  of  burnished  gold.  The  joyous 
laugh,  mellowed  by  distance,  at  times  from  the  bosom  of  the  lake  breaks 
upon  the  ear,  the  glittering  splash  of  oars  revealing  in  the  shadowed 
water  where  the  boats  are  returning  with  their  light-hearted  freights 
from  the  pleasure-excursions  of  the  day.  But  the  mountain  crests  of 
gold  grow  fainter  and  fainter  still ;  sounds  scarce  heard  ere  lost;  voices  of 
unseen  spirits  hymning  a  vesper  hymn,  float  past  and  are  g^ne ;  the  breeze 
whispers  and  swells  like  the  gathering  of  dans;  brighter  and  brighter 
beams  the  evening  star;  the  last  gleam  of  the  glorious  orb  of  day  has 
faded  from  the  loftiest  mountain-top — it  is  night.  My  reverie,  whilst 
contemplating  the  scene  which  I  have  endeavoured  to  describe,  was  broken 
by  the  sounds  of  a  pianoforte,  and  soon  after  one  of  the  waiters  entered 
to  inform  me  that  coffee  would  be  served  in  the  drawing*room.     Availing 
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myself  of  this  piece  of  information,  I  proceeded  to  the  place  of  gathering 
01  the  guests,  and  on  entering  the  room  the  first  pair  of  eyes  which  mine 
encountered  were  those  of  my  rival.  He  appeared  completely  astounded 
at  my  presence,  as  did  also  my  fair  one's  brother,  who  stood  near  him ; 
the  ladies,  whom  I  also  soon  recognised,  appeared  to  be  very  much  taken 
up  with  a  little  private  conversation,  which  was  clearly  of  great  moment, 
as  they  seemed  to  pay  not  the  slightest  attention  to  anybody  or  anything 
that  was  passing  around  them. 

An  elderly  dowager  was  kind  enough  to  take  me,  with  others,  under  the 
shadow  of  her  wing,  dispensing  Mocha  and  Hyson  to  a  somewhat  merry 
company,  comprising  the  old  and  young  seated  at  her  table.  After  coffee, 
as  is  usual  where  visitors  of  both  sexes  congregate,  music  and  a  carpet 
quadrille  followed,  the  younger  portion  of  the  company  joining  in  the 
mazes  of  the  dance,  the  elder  ones  deploying  off  to  their  fsivourite  rubber, 
or  remaining  to  dream  of  their  past  whilst  watching  the  trippers  on  the 
light  fantastic  toe.  The  opportunities  affoi-ded  me  for  speaking  to  the 
sole  object  of  my  thoughts  were  few,  ray  intentions  being  evidently  sus- 
pected, as  the  two  gentlemen  were  on  guard,  exercising  the  utmost 
vigilance.  After  a  little  consideration,  I  concluded  that  I  should  be  per- 
fectly justified  in  ^peaking  to  my  enchantress ;  and  accordingly,  to  the  no 
little  astonishment  of  each  Cerberus,  I  approached  and  addressed  her. 
Seeing  that  she  was  embarrassed,  though  receiving  me  very  kindly,  and 
as  I  did  not  wish  to  have  a  scene  in  that  particular  locality,  I  purposely 
made  the  interview  a  short  one,  not  omitting,  however,  to  beg  that  she 
would  as  soon  as  possible  afford  me  a  chance  of  seeing  her  alone.  And 
oh !  how  gratifying  was  it  to  me,  in  parting  from  that  brief  and  delight- 
ful interview,  to  experience  the  slightest  perceptible  pressure  of  her  hand. 
Slight  as  it  was,  it  sent  a  glow  through  my  whole  frame,  and  a  feeling  of 
happiness  to  my  hearty  which  those  only  can  understand  who  have  ex- 
perienced the  joy  of  loving,  and  feeling  that  they  were  loved  again. 

Dancing  had  no  longer  charms  for  me;  music  fell  unheeded  on  my 
ear ;  and  wishing  to  enjoy  in  silence  my  rapturous  reflections,  I  v^andered 
into  the  garden  of  the  inn,  where  all  was  still,  the  air  breathing  perfume, 
and  above,  the  deep  blue  vault  of  heaven  glittering  with  its  innumerable 
fires,  and  gemmed  by  a  crescent  moon.  That  night  I  retired  to  rest,  my 
heart  brimful  of  happiness ;  and,  in  the  midst  of  most  glorious  c&stle- 
building,  I  sank  into  dreams  of  rapture. 

In  my  pursuit  of  the  beautiful,  the  next  day  found  me  in  a  skiff  on  the 
lake,  where,  after  enjoying  the  various  views  which  its  broad  bosom  com- 
mands, at  a  certain  hour  I  pulled  for  the  shore,  and  passing  the  landing- 
place,  turned  a  small  headland  into  a  quiet  little  bay,  where,  running  the 
skiff's  keel  upon  the  shingles,  I  stepped  on  the  shore,  my  repeater 
informing  me,  at  the  same  time,  that  I  was  punctual  to  a  moment. 

Reader,  this  was  a  try  sting  spot ;  and  i  may  now  mention,  that  on  the 
previous  night,  as  I  was  retm-ning  to  my  room,  on  the  staircase  I  was 
met  by  the  maid  whom  I  had  observed  attending  upon  my  enslaver  and 
her  companion.  She  approached  me  with  a  very  demure  look,  and, 
without  uttering  a  word,  threw  a  little  three-cornered  billet  into  the 
hollow  of  my  candlestick,  and  passed  on. 

I  was  a  little  taken  aback  by  the  proceeding,  but  conjecturing,  with  a 
beat  of  the  heart,  from  whence  it  came,  had  soon  deciphered  its  contents, 
the  signature  to  which  was  simply  Helen.     It  is  not  requisite  tluit  I 
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should  say  more  than  that,  although  very  hrief,  the  perusal  of  that  little 
note  maJe  me  feel  myself  a  very  happy  fellow,  and  strengthened  my 
resolve  more  than  ever,  if  necessary,  to  do  hattle  in  the  fair  writer's 
behalf.  I  need  scarcely  add  that  its  contents  had  something  to  do  with 
my  excursion  on  the  lake,  and  my  appearance  at  a  certain  time  at  the 
spot  I  have  described.  Here  I  had  not  waited  long  when  I  was  joined  by 
the  object  of  ray  everj'  thought,  who,  with  sweet  con6dence,  accepted 
my  proffered  arm ;  and,  oh  I  rapture !  we  rambled  together  on  the 
romantic  shores  of  Windermere. 

"  I  am  sure,"  said  my  former  companion,  **  you  must  think  my  con- 
duct very  strange  in  sending  you  a  note  appointing  this  meeting.  I 
should  not  have  done  so,  had  not  my  brother  and  his  friend,  since  seeing 
you,  arranged  to  go  over  to  Lowood  to-day ;  and,  as  I  should  in  all  pro- 
bability not  have  another  opportunity  of  seeing  you  alone,  agreeable  to 
your  earnest  request,  I  ventured  on  the  impropriety ;  but  this  meeting 
must  be  our  last." 

"  The  last !  Oh,  you  cannot,  do  not  mean  it  V*  I  replied.  "  You  know 
that  I  am  deeply  attached  to  you ;  let  me  add,  that  my  future  misery  or 
happiness  rests  now  entirely  with  you.  That  I  am  not  altogether  indifferent 
to  you,  you  have  shown  me,  and  confessed,  that  were  you  but  free,  I 
might  have  entertained  a  hope  that  my  suit  would  not  be  in  vain.  Let  me, 
then,  plead  for  your  own  freedom, — it  may,  it  must  be  yours;  the  power 
is  in  your  own  hands.  By  all  just  laws,  both  human  and  divine,  you  are 
'  absolved  from  the  ties  by  others  forced  upon  you  ;  and  to  be  compelled  to 
give  your  hand  vrithout  your  heart  to  one  who  is  unworthy  of  your 
affections,  and  possesses  barely  your  respect,  would  be  treason  to  true 
love,  and  a  cold  sacrifice  at  the  shrine  of  insensibility.  Hear  me,  Helen ; 
it  must  not,  shall  not  be !" 

For  some  little  time  my  lovely  companion  was  too  much  agitated  to 
speak ;  at  length,  with  much  emotion,  she  replied, 

"  I  fear  that  I  have  been  foolish  enough  to  give  you  cause  to  think 
that  I  have  been  but  little  consulted  in  an  arrangement  which  is  to  me  of 
such  serious  import ;  but," — she  paused  for  a  moment,  then  resumed,  with 
a  voice  faltering  in  its  tones,  "  indeed, — indeed  I  am  very  unhappy,  and 
scarce  know  what  I  say  or  do." 

Her  lovely  head  dropped ;  a  deep  sigh  escaped  her  lips ;  whilst  on  the 
silken  lashes  of  her  eye  hung  a  tear — the  pearl- drop  of  ner  grief. 

"  My  deaiTy  dear  Helen — for  so  I  must  call  you,"  I  replied,  "  there 
is  an  escape  from  this  unhappy  position.  Listen :  only  consent  to  visit 
with  me  the  residence  of  the  blacksmith  of  Gretna,  and  in  five  hours 
hence  we  shall  be  over  the  border,  and  may  laugh  at  your  brother,  and 
his  friend  also.  Consent,  dear  girl,  thus  to  be  mine,  and  our  mutual 
happiness  i^eecured.^ 

Oh,  for  the  romance  of  two- and- twenty !  Here  was  I  offering  to  run 
away  with  a  fair  Hebe, ^-certainly  of  a  most  beautiful  countenance  and 
bewitching  mien, — who  a  week  before  was  a  complete  stranger  to  me ; 
whose  family  I  knew  nothing  about,  entirely  ignorant  of  her  name,  but 
who  I  believed  possessed  all  that  1  could  desire,  and  could  love  for  ever 
and  ever. 

Happiness  supreme!  she  consented  to  be  mine.  We  arranged  that 
after  coffee  the  same  evening  she  should  plead  indisposition,  retire  early, 
and,  about  ten  o'clock,  join  me  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  close  to  the  village, 
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where  I  was  to  be  stationed  with  a  gig  in  readiness  (a  postchaise  there 
was  not  then  in  the  place)  to  take  us  to  Ambleside,  where  we  should  be 
enabled  to  procure  a  chaise  and  four,  and  soon  be  beyond  the  reach  of 
pursuit.  We  had  arrived  at  this  part  of  the  arrangement  of  our  plans, 
and  Helen  was  about  to  tell  me  "everything,"  when — ^heaven  and 
earth! — our  conference  was  cut  short  by  the  sudden  and  dramatic 
appearance  of  the  friend  and  brother,  who  very  unexpectedly  revealed 
themselves  to  our  astonished  eyes.  The  former,  after  contemplating  us 
for  a  moment  with  a  most  strikingly  unamiable  expression  of  his  heavy 
plebeian  features,  advanced,  and,  in  an  authoritative  tone,  demanded  of 
me  who  I  was,  and  who  had  introduced  me  to  the  lady  by  my  side.  I 
smiled  contemptuously  at  the  querist  whilst  replying  by  requesting  him 
to  tell  me  what  business  he  had  to  make  the  inquiry.  My  coolness 
seemed  somewat  to  stagger  him,  when  the  brother  stepped  in  to  the 
rescue,  and,  in  a  much  more  gentlemanly  manner  than  I  had  anticipated, 
addressed  me. 

"  Will  you  permit  me,  sir,  to  repeat  the  question ;  and,  as  I  am  the 
brother  of  this  young  lady,  you  will,  I  trust,  allow  that  I  have  some  right 
to  inquire,  particularly  as  I  am  well  aware  that  you  are  but  a  recent  ac« 
quaintance ;  and  to  me  you  are  a  complete  stranger." 

As  I  had  expected  something  of  this  sort,  I  was  not  very  much  put  out 
by  the  question.  I  replied  that  I  was  indebted  for  the  acquaintanceship 
to  accident  alone.  **  This  lady,"  I  observed,  "  was  in  pain — nay, 
dangler — from  which  I  had  the  happiness  to  relieve  her.  Had  her  brother 
or  friend  been  at  the  time  paying  the  attention  which  from  their  hands 
she  should  have  received,  my  interference  would  not  have  been  called  for.** 

"  As  her  brother,  I  thank  you,  sir,"  was  the  reply.  "  But  you  will,  I 
am  sure,  pardon  my  being  so  explicit  on  this  subject,  as  to  say  that  you 
will  confer  a  favour  upon  the  young  lady's  friends  by  ceasing  your  atten- 
tions to  her.'* 

"  Indeed !"  I  replied,  with  an  air  of  surprise.  "  I  crave  your  pardon 
in  return,  but  must  observe,  that  as  I  take  it  the  lady  herself  is  the  person 
most  interested  in  this  affair,  whilst  she  honours  me  with  her  friendship, 
what  her  friends  would  like  will  to  me  be  a  matter  of  perfect  indif- 
ference." 

**  If  you  have  any  pretensions  to  deserve  the  title  of  a  man  of  honour," 
said  the  brother,  when  I  had  ceased  speaking,  "  to  that  honour  I  now 
appeal.  My  sister,  sir,  is  engaged,  and,  in  seeking  to  co^dnue  further 
acquaintance  with  her,  you  would  be  interfering  with  family  anungements 
in  a  manner  you  little  dream  of." 

**  Probably  so,"  I  replied,  still  determined  not  to  yield  an  inch;  "but 
with  such  family  arrangements  I  have  nothing  to  do.  My  object  is  to 
study  this  lady's  happiness,  and,  whilst  acceptable  to  her,  bfMssured  the 
objection  which  you  or  any  of  her  friends  may  entertain  will  not  drive 
me  from  her,  or  induce  me  to  yield  a  friendship  which  I  so  highly 
prize." 

For  a  moment  there  was  a  pause;  the  brother  then,  with  a  look  of 
severity,  advanced,  and  offered  his  arm  to  his  sister,  which,  with  an  ex- 
pressive look  at  me,  she  accepted ;  then,  turning  from  the  spot  in  silence, 
the  party  left  me  to  chew  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  fancy. 

*'  Well,"  I  soliloquised,  "  our  Gretna  trip  is  stopped  for  the  present; 
most  unmistakeably  knocked  on  the  head;  what  is  next  to  be  done?  Thas 
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rominating,  I  regained  my  sldfr,  and  stretched  away  once  more  over  the 
calm  waters  of  the  lake,  whose  sweet  tranquillity  presented  a  strong  con- 
trast to  my  agitated  feelings. 

When  I  entered  the  breakfast-room  of  the  hotel  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, not  one  of  the  party  in  whom  I  was  so  much  interested  was  present. 
A  misgiving  came  over  me;  I  instituted  inquiries;  my  worst  fears  were 
realised :  they  had  gone. 

Grone!  how  and  where?"  was  my  exclamation. 
Can't  say  where,  sir,*'  replied  the  waiter,  ''but  a  postchaise  and  four 
came  from  Ambleside  and  took  them  away  early  this  morning.  ** 

"  How  early  ? — at  what  hour  ?"  I  inquired,  eagerly. 

"Four  o'clock,  sir." 

I  resolved  on  the  instant  to  follow  them. 

In  an  hour's  time  after  receiving  the  information  of  their  sudden  de- 
parture I  was  in  Ambleside,  waiting  the  arrival  of  the  Whitehaven  mail, 
on  the  outside  of  which  I  took  a  place,  in  pursuit  of  my  captive  Dulcinea. 

Never  before,  but  now  did  the  scenery  of  the  Lakes  spread  its  witchery 
before  me  in  vain.  The  Rydal  Water,  Grassmere  Lake,  Helvellyn,  and 
Saddle  Back,  whose  base  we  skirted — the  town  of  Keswick,  and  the 
pride  of  Cumberland,  the  giant  Skiddaw,  rearing  his  towering  crest  before 
us — Derwentwater,  too,  and  along  the  shores  of  Bassenthwaite  Lake  we 
passed — all  oft  admired,  but  now  I  saw  them  not.  Helen  alone  filled  my 
vision;  and  what  are  mountains  and  lakes  compared  to  Nature's  master- 
piece— woman,  lovely  woman  ? 

Towards  evening  we  arrived  at  Whitehaven.  My  inquiries  at  the 
different  places  of  changing  horses  on  our  route  had  elicited  that  I  was 
on  the  right  track,  as  I  learned  at  each  place  that  a  chaise  and  four  had 
preceded  us.  My  own  calculations  on  the  likelihood  of  the  route  they 
would  take  had  also  considerably  aided  me  in  the  pursuit  Whilst  at 
Ambleside,  waiting  the  arrival  of  the  mail,  and  learning  that  the  objects 
of  my  pursuit  had  proceeded  north,  I  felt  assured  that  they  were  not 
bound  for  Scotland  ;  and  as  they  had  evidently  made  a  final  departure 
from  the  Lakes,  I  concluded  they  would  make  direct  for  Whitehaven,  from 
which  place  a  steamer,  I  was  aware,  would  leave  for  Liverpool  on  the 
following  morning. 

On  that  steamer,  the  Countess  of  Lonsdale,  the  next  day  found  me 
embarked.  She  had  her  awnings  up,  to  shelter  the  passengers  from  the 
fierce  rays  ^a  July  sun;  a  clarionet  and  violin  were  discoursing  harmony 
as  I  entered  the  vessel ;  passengers  were  bidding  adieu  to  their  friends  on 
the  pier;  there  was  much  crowding,  clamour,  and  confusion;  theeun  Hred, 
the  paddle-wheels  began  the  rotatory,  and,  rounding  the  pier-nead,  the 
Countess  made  a  graceful  curtsey  as  she  met  the  first  roll  of  the  sea  from 
the  Solwaj^ 

The  gi^t  confusion  on  board  for  some  little  time  prevented  my  ap- 
proaching the  part  of  the  vessel  where  I  soon  discovered  my  enslaver  and 
her  friends  seated.  By  them  I  had  been  unseen,  and,  as  things  settled 
down  on  deck,  I  slowly  sauntered  past  them.  Astonbhment  was  de- 
picted on  the  countenance  of  all  save  my  enchantress,  who  seemed  to  take 
my  appearance  there  as  a  matter  of  course.  The  brother  bit  his  lip  with 
ill -concealed  vexation,  the  friend's  sister  could  not  restrain  a  laugh,  whilst 
the  friend,  or  in  other  words  my  rival  himself,  looked  confusion  doubly 
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coDfounded.     I  fancied  I  could  hear  him  mutter,  ^'  Why,  here  s  dat  dam 
Monsieur  Tonson  come  again." 

Close  by  them  I  observed  a  middle-aged  lady,  belonging  to  that  pecu- 
liar class  of  bipeds  known  as  old  maids.  She  had  evidently,  at  an  earlier 
period  of  her  life,  been  tolerably  good-looking,  but  her  pinched,  dried-up 
features,  possessing  a  settled,  vinegar-like  sneer,  rendered  her  countenance 
now  anything  but  prepossessing. 

I  soon  discovered  that  the  movements  of  myself  and  the  objects  of  my 
chase  were  engrossing  her  whole  attention.  With  the  quickness  of  her  sex 
she  had  evidently  discovered  there  was  something  in  the  wind,  and  was 
determined,  if  possible,  to  find  it  out.     It  was  somedme  ere  I  had  an  op- 
portunity of  speaking  to  my  fsdr  enslaver,  and  then  we  were  almost  imme- 
diately interrupted.     The  old  maid  was  closely  observing  us,  and  Helen 
was  far  from  being  at  her  ease  while  under  the  basilisk  eye  of  the  vindic- 
.  tive-looking,  animated,  mummy-like  pieoe  of  humanity.     After  the  iaii 
Helen  had  quitted  me,  every  movement  which  I  made  to  rejoin  her  was 
watched  by  this  she-devil,  who,  with  her  sneering  look,  seemed  thoroughly 
to  comprehend  how  matters  stood,  and,  as  though  in  derision,  smiled  at 
my  attempts  to  speak  to  her  alone.     She  was  a  perfect  incubus  :  were  it 
not  for  her  close  attention,  I  felt  assured  Helen  would  have  rejoined  me. 
Irritated  by  her  unfeeling  surveillance,  I  returned  her  cat-like  looks  with 
interest.     Heaven  knows,  I  never  before  this  time  hated  anything  with  a 
petticoat  on  ;  but  she  became  to  me  like  the  old  man  of  the  mountain  to 
Sinbad ;  her  very  presence  was  a  dead  weight  upon  me,  and  I  began  to 
think  with  what  intense  satisfaction  to  myself  I  could  strangle  or  drown  her. 
I  was  fortimate  enough,  however,  to  meet  with  the  idol  of  my  heart  once 
again  at  a  different  part  of  the  vessel  to  where  the  old  she-dragon  was 
stationed — a  meeting  which  was  not  obtained  without  considerable  tact  on 
the  part  of  my  Helen — and  oh !  how  delighted  I  felt  that  we  had  oot- 
manoeuvred  the  antiquated  and  curious  old  vixen  at  last.    Leaning  over  the 
bulwarks  of  the  steamer,  I  was  very  intently  listening  to  the  information 
which  my  fair  companion  was  about  to  give  me  relative  to  her  home,  when 
we  were  both  startled  by  a  loud,  sharp,  and  particularly  emphatic  ^'A-hemT 
close  behind  us,  and  on  turning  round  we  found  the  old  vixen,  with  her 
fiendish  smile,  and  the  eyes  of  a  group  of  passengers  fixed  upon  us. 

Fortunately,  almost  at  the  same  moment  the  attention  of  the  grazers 
was  diverted  by  the  appearance  in  the  river  of  an  American  liner,  outward- 
bound,  and  as  she  passed  close  by  us  in  full  sail,  created  a  diversion  in  our 
favour,  which  we  took  advantage  of,  by  moving  towards  another  part  of 
the  vessel.  On  our  way  thither,  however,  my  unlucky  star  being  stUl  in 
the  ascendant,  we  were  met  by  my  companion's  fair  firiend,  who  smilingly 
bowed  to  me,  then  whispering  to  Helen,  the  latter  excused  herself  for  so 
abruptly  leaving  me,  and  they  together  disappeared  below. 

Soon  after  we  entered  the  Mersey,  and  the  passengers  became  busily 
engaged  in  preparing  to  go  ashore.  The  tide  was  out,  and  as  the  ad- 
mirable arrangements  for  landing  of  ihe  present  day  were  not  then  in 
existence,  we  were  soon  surrounded  by  boats  containing  rufiianly  Iiish 
porters  and  the  ragamuffins  of  every  description  whose  occupation  vras  to 
mfest  the  George's  Pier-head,  and  completely  take  by  storm  each  arriving 
steamer.  The  confusion  was  so  great,  that  I  was  near  losing  my  portman- 
teau overboard,  but  at  last,  eventually,  with  it  I  got  into  ue  ooat  which 
was  to  take  the  mail,  naturally  concluding  that  she  would  first  reach  the 
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shore.  In  this  I  was,  however,  mistaken ;  the  party  in  whose  movements 
I  was  so  much  interested  had  reached  the  pier  before  me,  and  I  arrived 
but  just  in  time  to  see  the  friend,  the  brother,  and  the  two  ladies  take  a 
coach  at  the  stand  and  drive  off.  Into  another  I  jumped  as  quick  as 
possible. 

"  Follow  that  coach,"  said  I  to  the  driver;  "  follow  it  wherever  it 
goes !" 

«  What,  the  yaller  'un,  1265." 

"  Ay,  ay,  be  quick !" 

"  All  right,  sir." 

The  whip  descended  on  the  flanks  of  his  horse,  and  away  we  rattled 
over  the  stones,  as  though  the  Jehu  had  a  case  of  Hfe  and  death  in  hand. 
On  we  sped — how  the  stones  did  rattle,  to  be  sure,  beneath  the  wheels- 
how  the  people  in  the  streets  did  stare.  I  thought  I  was  tolerably 
acqutunted  with  the  g^graphy  of  Liverpool,  but  uie  boundary  of  my 
knowledge  on  that  head,  at  the,  rate  we  were  going,  was  soon  passed. 
Od,  on  we  went,  I  occasionally  looking  out  of  the  window  to  see  that  the 
**  yaller"  coach  was  still  before  us. 

All  was  right — ^the  wilderness  of  houses  still  continued;  patches  of 
green  and  juvenile-looking  gardens  next  revealing  themselves,  bespeaking 
our  approach  to  the  suburbs  of  the  town.  Yet  on  we  went,  and  I  began 
to  wonder  when  we  should  stop,  and  whether  or  not  the  occupants  of  the 
'^  yaller"  coach  had  become  aware  that  I  was  in  pursuit  bemnd.  They 
probably  know  that  I  am  in  their  wake,  I  thought,  and  the  matter  has 
resolved  itself  into  an  actual  chase. 

"  Follow ! "  cried  I  to  the  driver,  excited  by  the  tiiought,  again 
thrusting  my  head  out  of  the  window,  with  my  eye  on  the  "  yaller"  flyer 
before  us.     "  Follow  long  as  your  horse  can  crawL" 

I  might  have  saved  myself  this  energetic  address  to  the  whip,  for  the 
leading  coach  soon  after  stopped,  and  at  the  same  time  my  vehicle  pulled 
up  close  to  the  kerb-stone  of  rather  a  superior  street  which  we  had  en- 
tered. The  man  had  carried  my  instructions  out  to  the  letter,  for  he  had 
not  drawn  the  rein  until  the  nose  of  his  Rosinante  touched  the  back  of 
the  "  yaller"  coach. 

Rather  too  close,  I  thou£;ht,  but  out  I  jumped;  the  steps  of  the  other 
vehicle  were  let  down,  when  out  came — oh,  horror  of  horrors! — ^that 
infernal  shrivelled  piece  of  anatomy,  the  old  maid  of  the  steamer.  I  was 
thunderstruck,  paralysed — death  and  the  devil!  I  had  too  clearly  followed 
the  wrong  coach.  The  animated  mummy  seemed  not  a  littie  astonished 
at  my  advent  on  the  spot ;  but  at  a  glance  she  evidentiy  comprehended 
all;  my  look  of  disappointment  and  surprise;  and  the  she-lynx  actually^ 
with  one  of  the  most  fiendish  mocking  expressions  I  ever  beheld  on  the 
human  firontispiece,  laughed  in  my  hice. 

Fire  and  fury,  how  she  did  laugh  I  Not  a  littie  enraged,  I  turned,  and 
re-entered  the  coach. 

**  Where  shall  I  drive  to?"  quoth  the  man. 

'*  Drive  to  the  d 1!"   I  growled  out     "  I  mean — anywhere — to 

the  Stork." 

It  was  also  too  palpable  I  had  been  generalled  out  of  my  first  love;  and 
so  it  proved,  for  I  never  again  beheld  the  fascinating  Helen. 
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I. 

<<  Let  cynics  say  what  they  like,  this  is  a  good  sort  of  world  enough 
after  all,  when  people  only  know  how  to  enjoy  it  properly." 

Thus  thought  a  young  man  of  ahout  iive-and-twenty,  seated  in  the 

best  inn's  best  room  at  A ,  a  town  in  the  eastern  part  of  Cornwall ; 

and  certainly,  to  judge  firom  appearances,  he  was  exactly  the  sort  of 
person,  and  placed  in  precisely  the  sort  of  circumstances,  to  warrant 
one's  expecting  him  to  indulge  in  such  a  sentiment.  Though  not  regu- 
larly handsome,  he  was  a  fine,  good-looking  fellow,  ¥rith  a  countenance 
which  must  prepossess  every  one  in  his  favour,  and  of  that  kind  which  is 
often  far  more  pleasing  than  more  perfect  features.  As  far  as  external 
circumstances  were  concerned,  he  was  seated  in  an  easy  chair,  before  a 
comfortable  fire,  with  the  very  best  breakfast  before  him  that  the  White 
Hart  could  produce;  and  that  is  not  saying  a  little.  People  talk  of  the 
comfort-causing  qualities  of  a  g^ood  dinner ;  but  what  is  called  a  good 
dinner,  is,  after  all,  but  a  heavy,  lethargic,  dyspeptic,  apoplectic  sort  of 
an  affair.  You  are  led  on  insensibly  from  soup  to  fish,  from  fish  to  beef, 
mutton,  game,  tarts,  puddings,  fruit,  and  the  Lord  knows  what  all,  until 
at  last  all  faculty  of  thinking  is  destroyed,  and  you  loll  back  in  your 
chair  with  unbuttoned  waisteoat,  and  go  off  into  a  doze  or  a  discusnon 
on  politics.  But  a  good  breakfast  is  a  very  different  sort  of  thing.  You 
sit  down  to  your  coffee,  chicken,  ham,  tongue,  eggs,  toast,  muffins,  &c, 
and  after  having  done  perfect  justice  to  each  and  all  of  them,  you  arise 
at  last,  without  a  sense  of  repletion,  like  a  g^aut  refreshed — (by  the  way, 
if  that  sud  giant  were  not  continually  getting  refreshed,  he  must  have 
been  worn  down  to  a  dwarf  by  this  time,  through  constant  use) — fit  for 
anything  that  may  be  required  of  you. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  the  genUeman  we  have  mentioned  should  have 
seemed  pretty  well  contented.  But,  to  a  shrewd  observer,  there  would 
have  appeared  to  be  something  more  than  a  good  breakfast,  or  even 
inherent  good  temper,  causing  the  particularly  pleased  expression  of  his 
countenance,  as,  after  finishing  his  last  cup  of  coffee,  he  leaned  back  iu 
his  chair,  with  the  unread  Times  in  his  hand. 

"  Well,  certainly,"  said  he  to  himself,  "  the  old  proverb,  *  True  love 
never  runs  smooth,'  has  not  hitherto  been  verified  in  my  case.  Every- 
thing, so  far,  has  gone  on  well ;  the  dear  sweet  girl  herself  has  been  all 
I  could  wish,  and  now  I  require  nothing  but  her  aunt's  consent  to  make 
me  the  happiest  of  men.  I  wish  she  would  make  haste  and  give  it  me, 
though  ;  not  that  I  fear  she  will  be  cross  ;  Emily  describes  her  as  kind- 
ness itself,  and  tells  me  she  is  sure  she  will  not  thwart  her  where  her 
happiness  is  concerned.  Besides,  she  can  have  no  possible  objection  to 
me.  My  family  is  good — ^my  present  position  in  life  tolerable — my  pros- 
pects excellent— my  appearance,  without  vanity,  not  displeasing — to  say 
nothing  of  my  love  for  Emily,  or  her  affection  for  me.  So  what  can 
she  wish  for  more  ?  To  be  sure,  her  reception  of  me,  though  polite 
enough,  was  somewhat  distant ;  and  I  don't  sea  why  she  might  not  liave 
given  her  consent  at  once,  as  well  as  *  take  time  to  consider,  and  let  nic 
know  by  letter.'     But  old  ladies  always  deem  it  their  bounden  duty  to 
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be  as  formal  as  possible  on  such  occasions.  Well,  I  wish  she  would 
make  haste,  that's  all ;  and  then  soon  shall  I  be  able  to  call  my  sweet 
Emily  my  own.     Dear,  dear  girl,  how  I  love  her !     How  I  wish ** 

''  If  you  please,  sir,"  said  his  servant,  coming  into  the  room,  *^  here  is 
a  letter  that  has  just  been  left  for  you,  sir." 

"  Oh,  very  well,  William,  give  it  me.  *  Charles  Gerard,  Esq.,  White 
Hart  Hotel.'  From  the  old  lady,  no  doubt  That  will  do,  William. 
Now,  then,"  he  continued,  as  the  servant  retired — *^  now,  then,  to  know 
my  fate."     And,  breaking  the  seal,  he  began  to  read. 

Apparently,  the  contents  were  unexpected,  and  anything  but  pleasing. 
Surprise,  vexation,  grief,  and  rage,  seemed  to  take  possession  of  his 
countenance ;  and  as  he  finished  the  letter,  he  crushed  it  in  his  hand, 
and  dashing  it  on  the  ground,  with  something  very  like  an  oath,  walked 
up  and  down  the  room  with  rapid  strides.  At  leng^th,  words  interwove 
with  sighs  (and  now  and  then,  we  fear,  something  worse)  found  out 
their  way. 

"  Confusion  seize  all  aunts  and  cousins  to  the  hundredth  degree ! 
Was  there  ever  such  a  pie^e  of  unexpected  ill-fortune  ?  To  think  that 
this  infernal  fellow  should  turn  up  now,  to  dash  the  cup  of  happiness  from 
my  grasp,  as  it  was  almost  touching  my  lips !  Strange  that  I  should 
never  have  heard  of  him  before  !  But  I  will  win  her  yet,  in  spite  of  all. 
What  care  I  for  her  fortune  ?  She  would  be  as  dear  to  me  without  a 
penny  as  with  all  the  wealth  of  Grolconda.  Let  her  only  be  faithful  to 
me,  and  she  shall  still  be  mine.  But  is  she  ?  Alas !  even  she,  whom  I 
believed  so  true — she  for  whom  I  would  have  sacrificed  every  prospect  of 
my  life,  everything  I  possess,  or  ever  hope  to  possess— even  she  has  de- 
serted me,  and  considers  me  but  as  dust  in  the  balance  compared  with 
the  loss  of  her  wealth.  But  no — I  cannot  believe  it :  one  so  gentle, 
lovely,  and  good,  never  can  have  played  me  false.  But  I  will  not  re- 
main in  this  state  of  suspense.  I  will  ride  out  at  once,  and  from  her 
own  lips  know  my  fate.  And  yet,  I  may  be  only  exposing  myself  to 
fresh  mortification.  Besides,  of  what  use  can  it  be  ?  She  has  told  me 
herself  that  nothing  should  ever  induce  her  to  marry  without  the  consent 
of  her  aunt,  and  that  appears,  at  present,  hopeless  enough.  If  I  could 
but  see  her  alone  now  for  a  few  moments,  and  no  one  be  the  wiser !  But 
that  is  impossible ;  and  if  I  call  again,  everybody  will  be  saying  that  I 
could  not  take  a  first  refusal,  but  was  obliged  to  have  a  second,  couched 
in  somewhat  stronger  terms ;  with  the  embellishments,  perhaps,  that  I 
was  shown  the  door,  or  even  kicked  down  stairs — something  of  the  sort, 
no  doubt.  No,  that  will  never  do.  Suppose  I  send  my  servant  with  a 
note,  and  let  him  wait  about  until  he  can  give  it  her  without  anybody 
seeing  him?  The  fellow  is  shrewd  enough;  but  he  is  so  full  of  his 
cursed  self-conceit,  and  thinks  so  much  of  himself  and  his  own  interests, 
that  he  has  no  time  to  bestow  a  thought  on  anything  else.  No,  I  am 
afraid  to  trust  him.  Whatever  shall  I  do,  then  ?  One  thing  is  certain ; 
until  I  hear  from  her  own  lips  that  she  wishes  our  eugagement  to  be 
over — and  of  that  I  have  no  fear— I^never  will  resign  her.  But  how,  then, 
shall  I  act  ?  I  wish  I  had  some  one  to  consult  with.  If  Frank  Gray 
were  only  here  now,  his  ingenuity,  that  has  got  me  out  of  so  many 
scrapes  and  difficulties  at  school  and  college,  perhaps  might  assist  me 
now.  I've  a  great  mind  to  run  up  to  town  and  see  him.  Why  not? 
I've  nothmg  more  to  detain  me  here— yes,  I'll  set  off  this  very  evening.^ 
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And,  like  a  person  who  had  finally  made  up  has  mind,  he  rang  the 

belL 

<<  William,**  said  he,  as  his  servant  entered,  *^  go  in  the  course  of  tm 
morning  and  pack  up  a  few  things  for  me.     I'm  going  to  town  tUf 

evening,  and  don't  think  it  likely  I  shall  return  to  A ,  at  least,  fa 

some  time;  but  as  I  don't  exactly  know  what  my  movements  may  be  for 
a  week  or  two,  I  shall  leave  most  of  my  luggage  here.  By-the-by,  I 
don't  suppose  I  shall  want  you;  so  you  may  as  well  stay  here,  too,  und 
I  send  for  you«     Well,  sir,  what  the  deuce  are  you  lauglung  at?" 

'^  I  beg  pardon,  sir — I  really  was  not  aware  that  I  was  doing  so." 

'<  My  mistake  then,  I  suppose.  Just  give  me  my  hat.  I  don't  knov 
what  to  make  of  that  fellow,"  he  continued  to  himself,  as  he  wmlked  oit 
<'  I  don't  like  his  smile." 

No  wonder  either  that  he  didn't.  And  here  we  may  as  well  give  a 
short  description  of  William's  personal  appearance.  In  figure  be  was 
somewhat  below  the  ordinary  height,  and  greatly  below  the  ordinary  widli^ 
his  back  being  about  as  broad  as  that  of  a  sixpenny  fiddle.  Hia  £eet  woi 
hands,  of  which  he  was  especially  vain,  were  smaU,  and  hia  fingers  loog^ 
white,  and  delicate.  Every  rule  haa  its  exception,  and  Byron's  theoiy  <m 
the  subject  is  no  exception  to  the  rule.  His  forehead  was,  perhaps,  a 
very  good  one  as  far  as  it  went ;  but,  unfortunately,  there  wasn't  enough 
of  it.  His  face  was  thin  and  pale,  his  eyes  small  and  grey^  and  his  hor 
long,  light,  and  lank.  He  haa  no  whiskers,  but  a  strong  mdication  of  a 
moustache  graced  his  upper  lip,  as  if  the  world  were  not  yet  quite  lips 
for  its  i^pearance ;  but  it  held  itself  perfectly  ready  to  come  forward  <m 
any  emergency. 

The  reader  will  gather  firom  this  that  he  could  not  be  called  paztieii- 
larly  handsome  ;  but,  had  he  possessed  the  beauty  and  proportions  of  m 
Apollo  or  an  Adonis,  all  would  have  been  marred  by  the  eternal  snib 
that  rested  upon  his  features.  Smiles  may  be  divided  into  two  genera* 
agreeable  and  disagreeable ;  which  may  be  again  subdivided  into  varioos 
species,  one,  of  the  most  intensely  unpleasant  kind,  being  that  of  self* 
conceit,  which  seems  to  say,  '*  I  dare  say,  now,  you  think  jovnelf  a 
deuced  killing  fellow ;  but,  do  as  you  will,  you  know  you  never  can  hops 
to  equal  me."  Or,  *'  My  dear  sir,  it  really  isn't  worth  while  to  aigot 
with  you,  but  you  are  taking  a  very  superficial  view  of  the  case.  New 
mind.  When  you  have  seen  as  much  of  the  world  as  I  have  you  wiH 
know  better."  Another  is  the  smile  of  dissimulation,  which  gives  to  the 
practised  observer  the  certainty  that  its  possessor,  although  speaking  iaiify 
to  his  face,  is  all  the  time  seeking  an  opportunity  to  take  advantage  of 
him.  We  are  thus  prolix  on  the  subject,  as  we  wish  the  reader  to 
imagine  a  smile  compounded  of  these,  and  when  he  has  realised  tlus  ts 
his  mind,  he  may  form  some  faint  notion  of  that  which  sat  eyerlastin^y 
on  the  face  of  the  gentleman  we  are  attempting  to  describe.  Add  to 
this  a  mincing  gait,  like  that  of  a  person  treading  amongst  eggs,  and  a 
speech  which,  owing  to  his  over-anxiety  to  speak  correctly  (an  end,  by  the 
way,  not  always  attained  after  all,  though  it  was  pretty  well  on  the 
whole),  bore  a  striking  family  likeness  to  the  said  gait,  and  you  may  font 
some  idea  of  Augustus  Mortimer,  Esq.,  for  such  was  the  name  he  hsd 
gpiven  to  Gerard  when  he  entered  his  service,  though  the  latter,  who  had 
no  fanc^  for  such  high*soundine  titles,  had,  greatly  to  his  disgust,  always 
called  lum  plain  William.  As  his  master  went  out,  his  befaavioar  wai^  to 
say  the  least,  peculiar.    At  first  he  stood  opposite  the  pier-glMs -over  As 
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mantelpiece,  and  appeared  to  be  practising  bows,  &c.      Not  exactly 

Practising,  either,  but  rather  as  if  he  were  admiring  his  own  grace, 
lifting  ideal  hats  to  imaginary  ladies ;  going  through  the  ceremony  of 
introducing  a  supposititious  gentleman  on  his  right  to  a  fictitious  lady  on 
his  left,  and  so  on.  Then  advancing  close  to  the  glass,  he  spent  some 
time  in  examining  minutely  the  physical  condition  and  prospects  in  life 
of  a  diminutive  pimple  by  the  side  of  his  nose,  which  formed  one  of  the 
greatest  torments  of  his  existence,  from  the  fear  lest  it  might  be  an 
embryo  wart  He  then  tried  to  open  his  master^s  writing-desk,  but, 
finding  it  locked,  went  to  the  table,  and  consoled  himself  for  his  disap- 
pointment with  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  piece  of  toast,  for  the  breakfast 
things  had  not  yet  been  removed.  At  last,  sinking  into  the  easy  chair, 
he  began,  as  his  master  had  done  before  him,  to  soliloquise. 

*^  I  wonder  whatever  it  can  be  that  has  put  my  master  (odious  word, 
I  have  no  patience  with  it)  so  much  out  of  the  way.  I  really  do  not 
think  I  ever  saw  him  so  much  out  of  temper  before.  Upon  my  honour, 
I  never  saw  such  a  silly  fellow.  He  has  no  idea  in  the  world  of  conceal- 
ing his  feelings.  Everything  shows  itself  upon  his  countenance  just  as 
it  occurs  to  mm.  Besides,  he  quite  spoils  his  features  by  allowing  them 
to  be  twisted  and  turned  by  every  thought  that  occurs  to  his  occiput. 
If  he  only  kept  them  under  control  he  really  would  not  be  such  a  bad- 
looking  fellow.  But  as  it  is — bah  !  But  to  be  compelled  to  serve  one 
so  infinitely  inferior  to  myself — ah,  there's  the  indignity  !  To  have  to 
brush  the  clothes  and  to  be  at  the  beck  and  bidding  of  one  whom  I  can- 
not help  feeling  to  be  of  a  baser  mould  !  But  this  disgraceful  servitude 
shall  continue  no  longer.  How  fortunate  that  I  shall  now  have  time  to 
complete  my  conquest  I  Let  the  fates  be  propitious,  and  soon  shall 
Sally  Binks  be  Mrs.  Augustus  Mortimer,  and  Mr.  Augustus  Mortimer 
his  own  roaster.  To  be  sure,  I  wish  it  was  a  genteeler  business  than  a 
chandler's  ;  but  of  course  she  cannot  imagine  that  1  shall  attend  to  the 
shop  ;  she  must  do  that — she  knows  more  about  it  than  I  do.  I  wonder 
whatever  it  is,  though,  that  makes  Mr.  Gerard  go  off  to  town  in  such 
haste.  I  thought  he  was  come  down  to  marry  an  heiress.  Yet  he  has 
scarcely  arrived  before  he  hurries  off  again,  and  in  a  particularly  bad 
humour  too,  to  judge  from  his  looks.  I  wish  I  could  get  a  peep  at  that 
letter  he  had  this  morning  ;  I  have  no  doubt  that  that  is  at  the  bottom 
of  it  all.  I  dare  say  he  has  been  behaving  in  some  extraordinary 
way,  or  the  lady  has  had  the  good  taste  to  look  for  something  a  little 
more  delicate  and  refined  in  a  husband.  If  she  had  but  seen  me  now, 
the  thing  would  not  be  difficult  to  account  for.  Well,  it  will  not  do  to 
spend  all  the  morning  here.  I  must  go  and  pack  up  my  gentleman's 
things,  and  get  nd  of  him  as  soon  as  possible." 

As,  pursuant  to  this  intention,  he  rose  to  leave  the  room,  his  eye  fell 
upon  a  piece  of  paper,  the  comer  of  which  was  just  peering  out  from 
under  the  tablecloth.  He  picked  it  up,  and  finding  that  it  was  the 
letter  which  Gerard  had  received  that  morning,  and  which  he  had,  in  the 
first  impulse  of  his  passion,  thrown  on  the  floor,  and  forgotten  to  pick  up 
again,  his  habitual  smile  extended  itself  for  once  into  an  actual  chuckle 
of  delight.  But  instead  of  reading  it  immediately,  he  replaced  it  as  he 
had  found  it — then,  walking  out  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  he  looked  to  see 
that  no  one  was  coming,  and,  on  re-entering  the  room,  carefully  placed 
the  door  a  little  ajar,  so  that  he  might  hear  an  approaching  footstep  before 

2r2 


492  JOHN  PBESTEB. 

he  was  himBelf  seen.  He  then  went  to  the  window,  and  cast  a  glance  op 
and  down  the  street,  to  make  sure  that  his  master  was  not  returning; 
and  having  completed  all  these  arrangements  to  his  satisfaction,  he  ones 
more  took  up  the  letter  and  read  it.     It  ran  as  follows : 

^  Pendiii;  Nor.  5th. 

^<  Sir, — My  niece  and  myself  beg  to  return  you  our  united  thanks  far 
your  exceedingly  flattering  proposal ;  but  I  am  sorry  to  be  compelled  to 
add  that  they  cannot  be,  at  least  for  the  present,  for  a  moment  enter- 
tained. We  have  just  receiyed  a  letter  rrom  a  place  called  Canada 
(somewhere  in  America)  from  Mr.  John  Forester,  a  nephew  of  mine,  and 
cousin  of  Emily's,  whom,  until  now,  we  had  believed  to  have  been 
drowned  near  there  when  quite  a  child,  as  he  was  coming  to  England 
with  his  parents,  both  of  wnom,  as  well  as  all  the  rest  in  the  ship,  wen 
lost.  Before  this  he  had  always  been  destined  for  Emily's  future  hus- 
band, and  as  he  has  now  written  to  us  to  announce  that  he  is  alive^  and 
intends  paying  us  a  visit,  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  former  wiAes  of  ths 
£Eunily  will  be  carried  out. 

'^  It  may  perhaps  tend  in  some  measure  to  console  yoa  for  your  di^ 
appointment,  to  know  that  the  gpreater  part  of  her  property  is,  by  a 
provision  of  the  will,  by  which  it  was  left  her,  forfeit,  should  she  reniss 
ner  cousin's  hand.  So  that,  you  see,  apart  from  old  intentions  and  family 
regards,  there  is  a  strong  reason  why  he  should  have  the  prefereaoa 
At  the  same  time,  as  we  know  nothing  at  all  of  him,  or  what  his  life  hss 
been  from  the  time  he  was  supposed  to  have  been  lost  until  now,  we  do 
not  pledge  ourselves  that  EmUy  shall  marry  him  should  he  prove  to  be 
very  unworthy  of  her ;  so,  in  that  case,  should  the  loss  of  her  thirty 
thousand  pounds  make  no  difference  to  your  feelings,  you  may  still  hsTS 
a  chance. 

'^  I  am,  Sir,  yours,  &c., 

''Elizabeth  Tssmatitx. 

'<  P.S.  Please  don't  mention  this  ;  we  don't  wish  it  known  yet" 

'<  So,"  said  Mr.  Mortimer,  as,  after  having  read  the  letter,  he  carefully 
refolded,  or  rather  recrumpled  it,  precisely  as  it  was  before,  and  placed  it 
in  its  former  position,  partly  under  the  table—''  so,  this  is  the  cause  of 
all  Mr.  Gerard's  vexation,  is  it  ?  and  a  very  sufficient  cause  too.  No 
joke,  indeed,  to  lose  thirty  thousand  pounds,  besides  the  feeling  of 
being  cut  in  that  way.  And  so  the  girl  herself  seems  to  think  vsiy 
sensibly.  Ha !  ha  I  Neither  she  nor  her  aunt  seems  to  care  msch  for 
him  by  comparison.  This  Prester  is  a  lucky  fellow,  though ;  a  haad- 
some  fortune  and  a  lovely  girl  to  be  had  for  the  asking^.  Whateffr 
could  have  been  his  reason  for  leaving  it  so  long  before  makiag  his  ex- 
istence known  ?  He  might  have  lost  the  whole.  Stay»  .  he  may  en^ 
lately  have  discovered  who  he  is.  Wrecked  when  quite  a  ohildHnm  papas 
and  so  on  lost  with  him,  no  doubt — perhaps  even  now  he  may  not  kaofr 
the  good  fortune  that  awaits  him  in  England ;  perhaps  he  mafy  diange 
his  mind,  and  not  come  at  all;  perhaps,  even,  he  may  ha.  alveaify 
married ;  perhaps — eh !  what ! — upon  my  soul  it  would  not  be  a  bed 
ideal"  And,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  thought,  he  oooa  more  oaBefnlly 
lead  the  letter ;  then,  with  a  look  of  intense  abstradicm^  leaned  with  ho 
arm  on  the  mantelfnece^  and  remttaed  for  sooie  tima  io  ^B^.thoigH 
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broken  only  by  occasional  mutterings,  such  as,  "^  Lost  when  quite  a 
child' — ^  Know  nothing  about  him' — ^  Forfeit  the  greater  part  of  her 
fortune/  **  &c.     *^  Yes,"  he  said,  at  last,  as  he  walked  away  from  the 
mantelpiece,  ''  as  sure  as  I  am  bom,  I  will  do  it.     Why  not  ?     Every- 
thing seems  to  suit  exactly.     The  intelligence  that  I  have  so  fortunately 
got  at  they  cannot  suppose  known  to  any  one  but  Gerard,  Prester,  and 
themselves.    Their  never  having  seen  Prester,  nor  heard  anything  at  all 
of  him,  makes  detection  almost  impossible.    They  will  not  dare  to  refuse 
and  lose  the  money.    Besides,  she  will  be  delighted  to  find  her  cousin  so 
good-looking  and  agreeable.    A  good  story,  a  few  elegant  compliments 
in  my  best  style — she  will  make  comparisons  not  particul£u*ly  advantageous 
to  Mr.  G.,  and  will  be  mine.     Some  ingenious  excuses  for  ^ttiug  the 
marriage  over  at  once,  and  if  Mr.  Prester  comes,  he  will  find  himse&  too 
late  to  claim  the  lady.     If  he  should  do  so,  and  go  to  law  for  the  money, 
I  will  oppose  him;  and  should  I  even  lose,  there  will  be  plenty  left. 
Thirty  thousand  pounds  is  only  the  '  greater  part  of  it ' — ten  thousand 
besides,  at  the  very  least,  I  daresay — more  thousands  than  Sally  Binks 
has  scores.     Sally  Binks !— detestable  name ! — and  a  chandler ! — £Eiugh ! 
The  only  difficulty  would  be  if  he  should  come  before  the  marriage. 
Yes,  that  would  be  rather  unpleasant — but,  nothing  risk,  nothing  win^ 
»-I  will  try  it.     If  he  should  come,  I  must  brazen  it  out  for  the  time, 
and  run  at  the  first  opportunity.     I  shall,  at  all  events,  be  no  worse  off 
than  I  was  in  my  last  adventure.    But  I  will  not  think  of  that    None  but 
tile  brave  deserve  the  fair.    1  will  do  it — upon  my  honour  I  will  do  it." 


11. 

It  was  no  wonder  that  Gerard,  having  once  seen  Emily  Tremayne, 
should  have  fallen  in  love  with  her,  or  that,  having  once  loved  her,  he 
should  think  that  nothing  but  her  own  wish  would  induce  him  to  resign 
her.  She  was  indeed  a  sweet  girL  A  beautifully  clear  and  delicate,  yet 
rich,  complexion;  fair,  open  forehead;  thick  clustering  brown  hair; 
neck  and  shoulders  wliite  as  snow,  and  exquisitely  moulded ;  dark  blue 
eyes,  now  soft  and  gentle,  now  arch  and  nill  of  life — all  these,  with  a 
graceful  fig^e,  just  changing,  like  an  opening  bud  (we  can  find  a  newer, 
but  no  better  simile),  from  the  slender  form  of  the  girl  to  the  fuller  pro- 
portions of  the  woman — all  these  constituted  charms  which  might  well 
have  captivated  a  more  obdurate  heart  than  Charles  Gerard's. 

Left  an  orphan  at  an  early  age,  she  had  been  brought  up  by,  and,  except 
when  at  school,  had  almost  constantly  resided  with,  her  aunt,  Mrs. 
Tremayne,  who  doted  on  her,  and  who,  by  her  excessive  care  and  fond- 
ness for  her  niece,  had  been  converted,  as  far  as  she  was  concerned,  from 
a  good-natured,  simple-minded  creature,  to  an  actually  scheming,  de- 
signing, fidgety  old  lady.  When  Emily  was  at  school,  and  away  from 
her,  she  could  never  rest  from  the  fear  that  something  evil  had  befallen, 
or  would  befal  her.  Sometimes  she  would  take  it  into  her  head  that 
Emily  was  ill  (though  all  the  time  in  excellent  health  and  spirits),  and, 
notwithstanding  the  assurance  to  the  contrary  of  the  doctors,  would  insist 
on  taking  her  away  from  school — greatly  to  her  own  mortification  and 
chagrin,  though  she  loved  her  aunt  too  well  to  show  it — to  consult  Dr.  A., 
or  Dr.  B.,  to  take  the  benefit  of  sea-bathing,  or  something  of  the  kind. 
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SometimeB  ihe  would  have  her  home  lest  she  should  catch  the  nnall-pox 
or  scarlet  fever,  which,  though  no  one  else  had  ever  heard  of  it,  she  knew 
to  he  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  school.  In  fact,  her  ex- 
oessive  care  would  have  been  purely  ridiculous  had  not  her  sincerity  and 
the  fondness  which  formed  her  motive  been  so  i^parent. 

Of  late,  however,  since  Emily's  leaving  8cho(^  she  had  gradually  dis^ 
covered  how  irksome  these  little  fidgets  were  to  the  object  of  them,  and, 
though  they  were  not  the  less  felt,  she  began  to  conceal  them,  and  (o 
use  little  underhand,  roundabout  schemes,  not  always,  by  the  way,  very 
well  managed  or  very  successful,  to  bring  around  the  thing  she  wished, 
or  to  prevent  those  she  dreaded.  Notwithstanding  all  these  little  annoj- 
ances,  the  very  love  that  prompted  them  prevented  her  thwarting  aa 
niece  in  anything  on  which  her  heart  was  really  set,  and  in  the  matter  of 
marriage  in  particular,  as  her  own  experience  of  the  wedded  life,  long^ 
long  ago,  though  short  and  fleeting,  had  been  bright  and  happy — the 
recollection  of  it,  through  a  long  vista  of  years,  coming  upon  her  mind 
with  a  pleasant,  yet  subdued  and  holy  light,  like  the  glad  sunshine 
through  the  richly-stained  windows  of  some  old  cathedral.  In  this 
matter,  in  particular,  she  was  not  likely  to  thwart  her  niece,  where  her 
happiness  was  concerned.  And  when,  during  a  visit  at  the  house  of  a 
mutual  friend,  Emily  had  seen  Gerard,  had  heard  his  vows  of  affeetioo, 
and  given  up  her  young  heart  to  him,  she  felt  quite  sure,  and  told  him 
so,  that  if  he  came  down  and  spoke  to  her  aunt,  she  would  consent  st 
once  to  their  union.  We  have  seen  how  he  came,  and  how  he  pros- 
pered. 

It  was  two  or  three  evenings  after  Gerard*s  receipt  of  the  letter  we 
have  mentioned  in  the  last  chapter,  that  Emily  and  her  aunt  weie 
seated  together  in  one  of  the  most  comfortable  rooms  of  their  very  com- 
fortable house,  which  was  at  a  short  distance  from  A-  >  the  town  we 
have  already  spoken  o£  It  was  a  cold,  bleak  November  evening,  and  m 
the  wind  sighed  and  howled  amongst  the  trees  outside^  it  made  the  snog 
parlour,  with  its  cheerful  fire,  soft  carpets,  and  warm-looking*  curtaim^ 
seem  a  perfect  little  paradise ;  and  Emily  would  have  passed  voy  wdl 
for  an  angel  in  it,  had  it  not  been  that  a  certain  restlessness  and  nnean* 
ness  of  manner  seemed  to  betoken  the  presence  of  human  cares  and 
troubles.  She  placed  herself  at  the  piano,  and  tried  to  sing,  but  stof^ed 
abruptly  in  the  midst  of  a  verse.  She  began  to  play  a  lively  air.  It 
went  very  well  for  a  few  bars,  but  got  gradually  slower  and  slower,  until 
it  sounded  much  more  like  a  dirge,  and,  at  last,  died  away  altogether. 
She  tried  to  work,  but  did  more  mischief  in  ten  minutes  than  she  could 
repair  again  in  an  hour.  She  took  up  a  book,  but  instead  of  looking 
into  it,  her  bright  eyes,  dimmed  with  tears,  peered  ^over  it  into  the  fire 
beyond. 

^'  My  dear  aunt,"  she  said,  at  length,  <<you  can't  think  how  very — 
veiy  uneasy  this  is  making  me.  What  can  have  become  of  Charles? 
I  do  wish  you  would  tell  me  the  very  words  of  your  answer  to  hioi. 
You  say  you  were  in  every  way  pleased  with  him,  and  I  am  quite  sure 
you  would  not  wish  to  make  me  miserable;  but  why,  then,  isn't  he  come? 
Do  tell  me,  aunt,  what  you  said." 

^'  My  dear  child/*  said  the  old  lady,  **  I  have  already  iokd  you,  that 
in  my  answer  to  his  proposal  I  consulted  only  your  happiness  and  wel- 
fiure." 
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"Bat  what,  then,  can  have  kept  him?  I  am  quite  sure  he  most 
he  ill." 

**  No,  my  dear/'  replied  her  aunt,  kindly  taking  her  hy  the  hand,  and 
pressing  a  kiss  upon  her  forehead.  '^  I  fear  that  it  is  his  heart  that  is 
bad,  not  himself.  I  am  almost  as  sorry  as  you,  for  I  had  formed  a  better 
opinion  of  him." 

'^  But  why,  aunt  ?"  cried  Emily,  now  £Eiirly  frightened.  "  What  can 
make  you  tlunk  that  ?     What  can  you  mean  ?     Quick — tell  me.'* 

"  I  will  tell  you,  my  darling,  but  you  must  compose  yourself.     Reocd- 
lect  that  he  may  still  be  true,  and  if  so,  he  will  come  yet.     If  not,  he  is 
unworthy  of  a  thought.     Now,  pray,  my  dear  girl,  be  calm.    I  cannot 
speak  while  you  are  like  this." 
"  Go  on,  aunt ;  I  am  quite  calm.'' 

^  Then  sit  closer  to  me,  my  dear.  When  Mr.  Gerard  called  on  me 
liie  other  day  to  propose  for  your  hand,  I  was,  as  I  have  told  you,  much 
pleased  with  him.  His  appearance  and  manner  were  prepossessing ;  and, 
above  all,  he  seemed  so  sincere  in  his  expressions  of  love  for  you,  that  it 
appeared  almost  impossible  to  doubt  him.  So  £eu:,  Emily,  I  felt  towards 
him  as  you  yourself  did,  but  with  this  important  difference,  that  I  was 
not  in  love,  and,  consequently,  was  able  to  recollect  that  words  and 
«>pearances  are  often  deceptive ;  and  also  to  remember  that  more  than 
thirty  thousand  pounds  are  not  to  be  had  every  day  with  a  wife,  and  that 
it  was  just  possible  that  he  was  in  love  with  your  money  and  not  with 
jourself.  So,  as  you  are  aware,  I  did  not  accept  his  proposal  at  once,  but 
told  him  I  would  write  soon  and  give  him  my  answer.  After  he  was 
gone,  I  concocted  a  little  plan  to  test  his  sincerity.  Do  you  recollect 
your  little  cousin,  John  Prester,  that  was  drowned  some  eighteen  yean 
ago?" 

'*  Of  course  not,  aunt ;  I  was  but  twelve  months  old  when  he  was 
drowned,  and  you  know  I  never  saw  him." 

^  Well,  you  have  heard  that,  had  he  lived,  he  was  intended  for  your 
fiature  husband;  and  you  must  know  that  your  money  was  left  you  oa 
(condition  of  your  manying  him,  should  he  claim  your  hand?" 
«  Yes." 

''  Well,  I  wrote  Gerard,  telling  him  this,  and  adding  that  we  had  had 
a  letter  from  America  from  your  cousin,  saying  that  he  was  not  drowned 
after  all,  and  that  he  was  coming  to  pay  us  a  visit,  and  that  you  would 
no  doubt  marry  him,  as,  if  you  did  not,  you  would  have  to  forfeit  nearly 
all  your  property.  Now  this,  I  think,  was  a  capital  plan,  and  you  see 
bow  well  it  has  answered.  Had  it  been  merely  for  your  sake,  without 
fegard  to  money,  that  he  wished  to  marry  you,  he  would  have  come  out 
as  soon  as  he  received  the  letter,  and  said  so  at  once,  for,  to  give  him 
every  chance,  I  added  a  line  or  two,  saying  that  we  did  not  pledge  our- 
selves that  you  should  marry  your  cousin.  He  would  have  told  us  that 
it  was  you  and  not  your  fortune  he  wanted ;  we  should  have  undeceived 
him,  and  all  would  have  gone  well.  But  no  ;  as  soon  as  he  had  read  the 
letter  which  said  that  if  he  took  you  it  must  be  without  your  money,  he 
seems  to  have  given  up  all  thought  of  you.  Well,  don't  you  think  about 
him,  he  does  not  deserve  it.     Don't  grieve,  Emily." 

'^  I  do  not  grieve,  aunt,"  said  Emily,  rising,  *<  except  that  you  should 
ever  have  written  such  a  letter— that  you  should  have  descended  to  tell 
an  untruth." 
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*'  Nonsense,  child,  you  don't  know  -what  you  are  saying.  Hat  it  not 
succeeded  ?     Has  it  not  proved  him  to  he  false  and  Euthless  ?" 

''  No,  aunt;  I  am  as  confident  of  his  fiftith  as  of  my  own.  Yoa  hare 
succeeded  in  nothing  but  making  me  appear  hase  and  dishcHiourable.'' 

"  Well,  Emily,  1  won't  be  angry  with  you.  But  you  will  know  better 
one  day,  and  be  thankful  to  your  old  aunt  for  keeping  yoa  £rom  so  much 
misery." 

"  No,  aunt,"  replied  Emily;  "even  if  Charles  were  what  you  soppoie 
him,  I  should  nerer  be  pleased  to  think  that  you  had  told  a  uJsehood  for 
my  sake." 

**  Nonsense,  child ;  what  stuff  you  talk!  When  you  know  it  was  only 
a  little  innocent  trick  to  prove  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  the  man  who  calk 
himself  your  lover.  Besides,  we  don't  know  that  it  is  altogether  so  false 
as  you  imagine.  We  are  not  certain  that  he  was  drowned.  We  only 
know  that  the  ship  sailed  and  was  never  heard  of  again.  But  your  ooosm 
may  have  been  saved;  and  it  is  quite  possible  yet  that  he  may  return  and 
daim  your  hand,  in  which  case  you  must  either  many  him  or  forfieit, 
should  he  insist  on  it,  your  thirty  thousand  pounds." 

<*  I  declare,"  said  Emily,  ^'  we  quite  deserve  that  he  should  cobm. 
But  don*t  let  us  quarrel,  aunt.  Forgive  me,  if  I  have  said  anything  to 
offend  you." 

**  Well,  my  dear,  I  do,  and  you  will  know  better  one  day.     But  here's 

John  returned  from  A ,"  she  continued,  as  an  old  servant  entered  the 

room  with  a  parcel.     '^  Well,  John,  have  you  brought  the  things  firom 
Mr.  Moslyn's  ?" 

''  Iss,  missus,"  said  John  ;  '*  here  they  be  in  this  here  parcel,  all  o'  mnn. 
And  precious  glad  I  be  to  get  hpme,  I  can  tell  'ee,  for  'tis  blowing  mertal 
could  outside." 

John,  by  the  way,  was  an  odd  mixture  of  shrewdness  and  amplieity, 
good  sense  and  credulity.  Without  much  wit  or  humour,  he  had  sobw- 
times  an  odd  way  of  expressing  himself  that  made  people  laugh  without 
well  knowing  why.  He  had  grown  grey  in  his  present  service,  and,  liks 
most  old  servants,  had  acquired  a  sort  of  familiar  n^y  of  expressing  him- 
self  to  his  mistress  that  to  strangers  would  appear  very  odd  and  somei^iat 
disrespectful.  Sometimes,  indeed,  she  herself  would  get  out  of  all  pa- 
tience with  him ;  but  all  her  scoldings  were  received  vnth  such  imperturbdile 
and  provoking  coolness,  that  she  would  get  at  last  into  a  towering  pas- 
sion; and  more  than  a  dozen  times  John  had  actually  been  paid  bis 
wages  and  discharged,  but  generally  appeared  again,  a  few  hours  afUr, 
wiUi  the  tea  or  supper  things,  or  something  of  the  kind,  becanse  ''he 
knowed  missus  couldn't  get  on  without  *un."  A  statement  which,  as  his 
reappearance  was  seldom  very  strongly  questioned,  there  appears  no  gieit 
reason  to  doubt 

''  And,"  continued  his  mistress,  "  I  hope  you  have  brought  the  lihandf 
I  told  you  of?" 

''Here  it  is,'*  replied  John,  "with  the  rest  of  the  things.  Fve  a 
brought  some  too  for  Sally  Housemud — she*s  a  going  to  be  manied, 
you  know.  Tell  'ee  what  it  is,  missus :  that  there  love  is  a  great  mistake 
that  fortinate  people  finds  out  before  marriage,  and  unfortinate  ones 
a'terwards.  I  haint  no  patience  wi'  mun.  Two  geese  &ncying  their- 
selves  doves.  A  great  goose  Sally  is  for  to  leave  a  comfortable  plaee  for 
any  sich  purpose  ;  but  she's  like  the  rest  of  mun." 
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"  Well/'  said  the  old  lady,  speaking  warmly  and  earnestly,  '<  and  I  would 
fifty  times  rather  be  a  goose,  and  married  to  a  gander  I  loved,  layipgblessed 
little  eggs,  and  hatching  dear  little  ducks  of  goosechicks  for  him,  than  I 
would  be  an  ostrich  or  an  eagle  living  alone  and  desolate.  That  is,''  re* 
collecting  herself,  and  with  a  glance  at  Emily,  **  supposing  the  gander  not 
to  be  an  interested  worldly  gander  that  had  married  me  for  my  money, 
which  would  be  quite  a  di£ferent  thing.  Did  you  tell  Mrs.  Brown  to  call 
with  the  fish?'' 

"Iss,  missus,"  replied  John;  '^Itouldher,  but  she  didn't  appear  to 
take  no  notice  whatsumever  of  what  I  was  a  saying." 

"  How  was  that,  then,  John  ?" 

'^  Lor,  missus !  I  don't  know — I  never  ded  see  sich  a  set  in  all  my  bom 
days  as  they  there  fish« women  and  apple- women  be  in  town.  When  fust 
I  comed  into  the  market,  I  spoke  to  Caily  Pendray — ^you  knows  fat  Cally 
Pendray,  what  sells  apples  and  nits  ? — '  WeU,'  Csily,'  says  I,  *  how  be  tCH 
day  P  *  Ben't  well  at  all,  Mes  John,'  says  she. — '  What*s  the  matter, 
then,  Cally,*  says  I.  ^  Nasty,  good-for-nothing  people  abusing  of  me^ 
Mes  John,'  says  she, — *  saying  things  about  me  that  I  don't  desarve. 
Cost  me  now  a  ha*penny  more  than  it  ought  to  in  tay — been  obliged  to 
buy  two  pennord  when  I  can't  afford  no  more  than  dree  ha*pord.  I  ben't 
strong,* and  the  laystest  little  thing  upsets  me.  Said  I  was  scandalising 
people,  they  ded — nasty,  good-for-nothing  hussies ! — me  that  never  scan- 
aalised  nobody  in  my  hfe — I  would  scorn  the  haetion.  Said  I  was  swear- 
ing and  fighting,  too,  they  ded,  when  I  declares  to  gracious  goodness  I 
never  swore  a  hoath  in  my  life,  and  anybody  that  says  I  ever  dea  is  a  d—- d 
liar  for  her  pains.  I  can't  abear  it,  Mes  John ;  I  don't  like  it  at  all,  say- 
ing things  about  me  that  I  don't  d^parve.'  Well,  missus,  I  seed  there 
wasn't  much  to  be  got  out  of  she,  so  I  goes  over  to  Mrs.  Brown,  that  you 
tould  me  to  speak  to  about  the  fish.  '  Well,  Mrs.  Brown,'  says  I,  ^  how  be 
selling  your  tiurbot  to-day  ?'  '  Sex  a  penny,  sir,'  says  she.  *  Nasty  stink- 
ing things,  going  about  the  town  telling  everybody  that  I  was  drunk  ; 
she'd  better  hould  her  tongue  about  me,  I  can  tell  her,  or  I'll  put  the 
marks  of  my  ten  fingers  in  her  face,  I  knows.' — *  What's  the  matter,  Mrs. 
Brown  ?'  says  I.  '  Why,  that  there  Cally  Pendray,  sir,*  says  she,  *  has 
been  going  all  about  saying  that  I  was  drunk.  There  isn't  a  wus  woman 
in  the  town  than  she  is.  Drunk,  sir, — drunk  she  said  I  was — me  that 
was  home  very  bad  in  bed  wi'  dree  doctors  a  'tending  of  me, — and  then 
they  wasn't  enough,  and  I  was  obliged  to  call  in  a  fourth.  Yes,  indeed, 
sir,  I  was,  and  she  going  about  the  town  saying  I  was  nothing  but  drunk 
all  the  time, — me  that  never  puts  a  drop  of  liquor  into  my  mouth  from 
one  end  of  the  week  to  the  other, — ^not  to  say,  you  know,  sir,  but  what  I 
likes  a  glass  or  two  of  gin  of  a  could  morning.  That*s  neither  here  nor 
there.  Nor  would  I  refuse  a  nice  glass  of  rum-and- water,  hot  and  strong, 
with  plenty  of  sugar ;  that's  very  nice,  too,  sir,  though  I  must  say  I  pre- 
fers it  neat.  That's  the  real  thing,  after  all.' — *  Well,  Mrs.  Brown,'  says 
I,  *  will  you  call  at  our  house  next  Thursday  ?'  '  Call,  sir  ? — Yes,  sne 
called  me  all  the  names  jrou  can  think  upon.  She's  a  nice  one,  too,  for  to 
find  fault  wi'  people,  she  es.  Only  last  week,  sir,  she  was  fighting  here  in  the 
middle  of  the  street  with  some  go-about  woman  or  other.  There's  a  beauty 
for  you  !  Not  that  I  would  say  a  word  again  fighting  as  fighting  ;  that^ 
a  thing,  you  know,  sir,  that  can't  be  helped  ;  no  harm,  sir,  whatever,  in 
fighting  here  among  ourselves — (hafi  wnat  1  calb  respectable — but  to 
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go  fightmg  with  a  tnunp,  that's  what  I  finds  fiiult  with.  Bat  she's  low, 
sir, — low: — very  low.'  If  you  phuse,  mnm,"  said  Jataif  stopping  ah- 
mptly  short  in  his  story,  *'  there's  a — gen1ai*n,  I  s'pose  he  calla  nisMlf — 
down  a  waitin'  for  to  see  yon." 

**  A  gentleman  waiting  to  see  me  ?"  said  Mrs.  Tremayne;  '^  why  didn't 
you  say  so  before  ?" 

**  Why,  you  know,  missus,  I  couldn't  hinterrupt  you  in  the  middle  of 
what  you  was  saying.  But,  Lor  !  tes  no  odds  for  he — he's  nothing  at 
all.     1  can  see  that  with  half  an  eye." 

^^  But  where  did  you  leave  him? — and  why  didn't  you  aak  for  his 
card?" 

**  CoDsaming  of  where  I  left  him,  mom,  I  lefb  him  in  the  lobby ;  and 
lespecting  of  lus  card,  I  did  ask  'un  for  it,  but  a  said  a  hadn't  go^  none 
wi'  'un.  However,  he  tould  me  to  say  that  his  name  was  John  Prester, 
and  that  he  wa^  just  come  from  Amerikay." 

<*  Wha — a — ^t!"  screamed  the  old  lady,  starting  up.  <*  J<^  Prester, 
did  you  say,  from  America  ?  My  dear,  dear  Emily,  can  it  be  ?  Oh  dear, 
whatever  shall  we  do  ?" 

''  Why,  aunt,"  said  Emily,  '<  do  you  think  it  possible  it  can  be  the 
person  we  were  speaking  of?     Did  he  say  anything  else,  John  ?" 

«  Nothing  else,  miss,"  replied  John,  who  had  been  opening  his  eyes 
wide  at  seeing  his  mistress  so  much  startled, — *^  nothing  else,  bat  that 
missus  might  perhaps  guess  who  he  was." 

*'  It  is  he,  Emily  ;  it  is  he,  I  know  it  is.  I  feel  as  if  I  were  g^oing  to 
see  a  ghost ;  my  thoughts  of  him  lately  have  been  sent  as  a  warning.  I 
see  it  all  now.  John,  give  me  a  glass  of  wine-^ort  wine,  John — the 
mall  decanter  on  the  right  hand  side.     That's  it — oh  dear,  oh  dear!" 


THE     ELOPEMENT. 

BY  MBS.  EDWARD  THOMAS. 

L 

Oh  I  is  it  joy  or  sorrow,  hope  or  fear, 

Awakes  this  tremor  in  my  timid  breast? 
I  must  commune  in  secret.    Come  not  near, 

Aught  that  my  solemn  musings  may  molesl 
He  wedded  and  umoedded — ecstasy  I 

The  scroll  of  Fate  is  then,  at  la^t,  revealed. 
Which  hid  from  Love  a  deeper  mystery 

Than  ever  Sphinx  from  (£dipus  concealed! 

*^  Mt  dear  Emily,  have  you  seen  this  T*  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wentworth 
to  her  daughter,  as  she  absolutely  started  with  surprise^  whilst  glancing 
OTor  the  "Fashionable  Intelligence"  of  a  morning  paper.  "  But  I  need 
not  ask  you/'  she  continued ;  "  for,  certainly  if  you  had,  yoa  neyer  oonld 
be  preparing  the  break£Eist  in  such  a  formal,  phl^matical  manner." 

'*  I  have  not  yet  looked  over  the  paper,  manmia ;  but  what  does  it  eon- 
tain  to  disturb  either  your  equanimity  or  mine  ?" 

<'  Why !  the  elopement  of  Lady  Lindsford." 

**  Lady  Lmdsford  dk^»ed  ?     Impossible  i" 
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**  Nay,  80  far  from  its  bein^  impossible,  it  appears  a  grave  and  serious 
matter  of  fact.  But  listen  whilst  I  read  the  astounding  announcement : 
'  We  are  exceedingly  sorry  to  inform  our  readers  of  a  fauX'pas  in  high 
life,  which  has  plunged  several  members  of  the  aristocracy  into  consider* 
able  distress.  The  beautiful  Lady  lindsford  eloped  from  Park-lane 
yesterday  evening  with  a  gallant  son  of  Mars,  the  Honourable  Frederick 
Staunton.  We  understand  that  the  distracted  husband  left  town  tht 
instant  after  the  fatal  discovery  in  pursuit  of  the  fair  fugitive,  with,  no 
doubt,  the  intention  of  challenging  the  base  violator  of  his  domestie 
peace.'     There,  Emily ;  a  pretty  creature  she  has  turned  out !" 

**  How  dreadful,  mamma !  What  must  be  poor  Lord  Lindsford's  feelings 
at  this  moment  ? — what  those  of  his  most  in&tuated  wife  ere  this  ?  Why, 
she  has  actually  left  two  children, — one  a  mere  infant;  how  could  she 
ever  bring  herself  to  abandon  them  ?" 

'*  Oh,  as  for  that,  I  do  not  believe  the  thought  of  their  utter  helplen- 
ness  occasioned  her  an  instant's  hesitation.  You  may  rely  on  it,  Emily, 
that  when  once  a  married  woman  has  lent  a  willing  ear  to  the  protesta- 
tions of  unhallowed  love,  the  g^atest  obstacle  is  overcome ;  the  Rubicon 
is  passed,  and  all  other  considerations  sink  into  insignificance  with  her ; 
it  is  truly  *'  le  premier  pas  qui  coC^te ;"  after  she  has  made  that  fatal 
advance  beyond  the  pale  of  rectitude,  she  can  trample  without  remorse 
on  all  other  claims  of  duty,  affection,  or  morality ;  nay,  like  Tullia,  drive 
over  the  mangled  corpse  of  her  fEither,  if  it  impeded  her  parage  to 
infamy.** 

'*  Oh,  mamma !  you  are  jud^g  her  too  severely.  Ton  do  not  make 
allowance  for  the  temptations  to  which  she  was  exposed, — the  im- 
portunities she  resisted, — the  anguish  to  which  she  most  reluctantly 
yielded, — the  threats  which,  perhaps,  intimidated  her  into  compliance.** 

*^  All  romance  and  riiodomontade,  my  dear  child ;  the  morbid  sym- 
pathy of  youth  for  erring  beauty.  No,  Emily,  no ;  she  encountered  none 
of  these  imaginary  struggles.  There  are  no  ferocious  Tarquins  in  these 
sober  days,  *  Dieu  soit  lou6,'  to  come  sword  in  hand  to  rifle  us  of  our  moel 
precious  chastity ;  no  Appiuses  to  gain  their  nefarious  object  by  fieJse  and 
fraudulent  fsibrications.  An  elopement  such  as  hers  is  almost  a  matter- 
of-fact  affair;  and  when  she  crossed  the  sanctified  threshold  of  her 
husband's  roof,  hand-in-hand  with  her  seducer,  she  was  as  most  perfectly 
aware  at  the  moment  of  her  guilty  flight  that  she  was  for  ever  barring 
its  doors  against  her — for  ever  banning  herself  with  shame  and  ignominy 
— as  well  as  if  a  herald  had  proclaimed  it  aloud  in  the  streets  through 
which  she  sped  with  such  conscious  haste.  Men,  Emily,  are  easily  and 
effectually  repulsed  by  one  word  of  proper  reproof;  but,  depend  upon  it, 
that  Frederick  Staunton  sounded  the  deepest  depths  of  that  shallow  and 
vain  mind  ere  he  ventured  to  hint  at  the  degprading  proposal  which  has 
met  with  such  signal  success." 

^'  Well,  mamma,  I  cannot  condemn  her  in  so  unqualified  a  manner; 
I  fancy  there  must  be  some  mitigating  circumstance  to  palliate  such 
extreme  turpitude,  could  we  but  know  it'* 

**  That  is  the  charitable  construction  of  youth,  and  only  becoming  and 
laudable  in  you ;  but  I  fear  little  would  be  gained  in  her  favour  could 
we  unravel  the  whole  tissue  of  the  dark  and  tangled  intrigue.  There  is 
no  doubt  but  that  Lord  Lindsford  is  somewhat  to  blame  in  the  unfor- 
tunate business ;  he  certainly  was  too  indulgent,  too  incantioiis ;  he  placed 
too  implicit  a  fliith  in  the  integrity  of  a  very  giddy^  thongfatleM  woman ; 
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and,  although  I  pity  him  for  the  sad  result  of  his  hlihd  confidenoe,  I  cannot 
entirely  exonerate  him  for  his  credulous  reliance." 

'^Alas!  mamma,  how  little  that  is  saying  for  the  credit  of  our  sex! 
Is  a  hushand  to  expect  no  other  reward  for  confidence  and  kindness  from 
the  wife  he  so  fondly  trusts,  except  ingratitude  and  infidelity?  Are 
women  so  naturally  hase  and  treacherous  ?  God  forbid !  or  how  should 
I  regret  being  one  of  such  a  class !" 

"  God  forbid !  say  I,  too.  Happily,  the  frail  creature  now  under  dis- 
cussion forms  the  rare  and  melancholy  exception  to  the  bright  and  spot- 
less nature  of  woman.  Still,  I  must  repeat,  that  some,  even  well-disposed 
women  in  many  respects,  are  totally  and  irretrievably  ruined  by  the 
unreserved  belief  repcoed  in  them — the  women  who,  Hke  Lady  Lindsford, 
are  educated  simply  for  the  eye,  not  the  heart  The  gaudy  insects 
that  expand  their  gorgeous  wings  only  in  the  summer  region  of  £Eishion, 
and  flutter  through  the  radiant  season  of  youth ;  fed  on  the  roses  of 
adulation,  without  being  once  pierced  with  the  sharp  thorns  of  that 
sterner  truth,  which,  in  wounding,  also  purify  the  heart  they  thus  so 
aanatively  probe.  The  women  who  are  never  taught  that  pain  and  sorrow 
may  be  theirs, — old  age  and  decay  must  be  theirs  shoidd  they  survive 
the  present  fleeting  period  of  unworthy  triumph;  that,  as  wives  and 
mothers,  as  friends  and  neighbours,  acts  of  mutual  kindness  and  love, 
mutual  charity  and  good-will,  mutual  pity  and  forbearance,  are  expected 
from  them  to  alleviate  the  pains  and  penalties  of  mortal  existence.  The 
women,  in  fact,  who,  contemplating  their  own  unequalled  beauty,  consider 
the  charms  and  g^ces  of  person  the  Alpha  and  the  Omega  of  human 
creation ;  and,  to  preserve  which  unimpaired,  the  whole  and  sole  object 
of  a  reasonable  creature.  I  thought,  at  one  time,  you  might  have 
become  Lady  Lindsford,  Emily." 

'^  Me !  mamma !  How  coidd  you  ever  imagine  so  ?  Lord  Ldndsfbrd 
never  gave  me  any  real  cause  to  anticipate  such  an  event ;  he  never  com- 
promised himself,  I  can  positively  assert ;  mamma  never  sa^d  one  word  to 
lead  me  to  such  a  conclusion.'' 

"  No,  no,  that  I  grant ;  he  said  nothing,  I  admit,  to  induce  you  to 
conceive  that  he  loved  you ;  but  what  did  he  not  c/o,  my  poor  child,  to 
delude  you  with  such  a  supposition  ?  But  thus  men  too  fr^uently  escape 
the  charge  of  dishonour  by  a  mean  subterfuge,  and,  regardless  of  the 
affections  they  have  enthralled,  the  sensibility  they  wound,  take  refuge 
under  the  heartless  mockery  of  never  having  given  utterance  to  one 
expression  which  might,  even  remotely,  deceive  the  foolish  girl  who 
mistook  common  politeness  for  earnest  devotion.  But  he  is  righteously 
punished  for  his  perfidy ;  and  may  he  feel  the  full  force  of  the  retributbn 
which  has  now  overtaken  him." 

''Oh,  mamma!  mamma!  how  can  you  be  so  vindictive?  Not  for 
worlds  would  I  have  him  suffer  one  pang  through  me ! — not  for  worids 
would  I  be  associated  in  his  mind  with  one  painful  or  revengeful  thought ! 
I  never  did,  indeed  I  never  did,  believe  he  meant  anything  serious  in 
ihose  attentions." 

'*  Come !  come !  Emily,  I  can  pardon  you  for  every  attempt  to  screen 
the  man  you  yet  consider  fiiultless ;  but  I  cannot  pardon  your  attempt  to 
impose  on  my  judgment  This  affected  ignorance  of  Lord  Lindsford's 
motives  cannot  deceive  me — cannot  deceive  yourself.  Confess  then, 
candidly,  that  you  were  most  grievously  hurt  and  disappointed  at  has 
unexpected  union  with  Blanche  St  Aubin  ?     I  freely  own  that  I  was, 
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and  nothing  but  the  dread  of  adding  to  your  anguish  and  mortificatioii 
kept  me  ^m  openly  denouncing  him  to  the  world ;  but  your  pallid 
cheek  and  tearful  eye  restrained  a  mother's  just  indignation,  my  darling. 
I  wonder  whether  he  thinks  at  this  moment  what  a  di£ferent  wife  he 
might  have  had  in  you  ?" 

*^  I  trust  an  idea  so  offensive  to  delicacy,  so  revolting  to  all  that  is  pura 
and  feminine,  has  never  struck  Lord  Lindsford  in  the  midst  of  such  dis- 
grace and  misery." 

**  It  has — I  am  positive  it  has — and  more  than  once,  even  in  the  short 
space  which  has  elapsed  since  the  discovery  of  his  wreck  of  happiness. 
Your  quieter  and  calmer  image  would  instmctively  rise  on  his  memory 
in  contrast  to  the  turbulent  and  impetuous  creature  he  was  then  pursuing, 
striking  the  bowed-down  soul  with  a  stone-like  force,  an  agonising  reoou, 
under  the  humiliating  depression  of  frustrated  hopes  and  b^ghted  expecta^ 
tions.  Yet  should  he,  after  obtaining  a  divorce,  offer  you  his  hand,  I 
should  grieve  to  see  you  accept  it." 

^*  How  can  you  allow  such  improbabilities  to  gain  a  moment's  ascen* 
dancy  over  your  really  sound  mind,  mamma  ?  He  offer  me  his  hand ! 
The  mere  supposition  is  too  incredible,  too  monstrous  to  dwell  upon,  even 
as  an  unfounded  conjecture.  But,  were  he  capable  of  such  an  outrage^ 
do  you  think,  mamma,  that  I  am  so  lost  to  a  proper  sense  of  decorum  as 
to  accept  it  ?" 

'*  I  fear  you  might — I  greatly  fear  you  might ;  that  is,  if  the  poor 
deserted  children  were  not  considered  a  decided  objection  by  you." 

'^  Thei/  an  objection  !  Oh,  no !  If  any  one  thing  could  induce  me  to 
listen  to  their  wretched  father,  it  would  be  pity  for  them." 

''  Ah !  80  you  think  now — so  you  believe  now — and  I  give  you  the 
fullest  credit  for  the  most  disinterested  generosity  of  feeling ;  but,  Emily, 
you  are  dazzled  by  a  dangerous  and  deceptive  fallacy— a  glittering  and 
evanescent  enthasiasm.  I  know  human  nature  better  than  you,  my 
child.  I  know  that  the  best  heart  which  ever  beat  in  mortal  bosom  is, 
after  all,  selfish  and  exacting.  I  know  that  those  very  children  for  whom 
you  are  now  willing  to  make  the  most  heroic  sacrifices — were  such  proofii 
of  devotion  necessary  to  test  your  sincerity  in  the  cause  of  humanity — 
will  be  hereafter  regarded  by  you  with  almost  abhorrence — will  awaJcen 
in  your  now  compassionate  heart  the  most  poignant  anguish,  the  most 
intolerable  misery — ^misery  of  which  you  can  have  no  conception,  until 
you  clasp  a  babe  of  your  own  to  it.  Oh,  Emily !  of  all  the  various 
emotions  which  thrill  to  ecstasy  the  sentient  soul,  and  forces  on  it  the 
sublime  consciousness  of  its  divinity,  not  one  is  to  be  compared  to  the 
exquisite  rapture  with  which  a  mother  strains  her  own  infimt  to  her  pal- 
pitating breast — with  which  she  jealously  challenges  the  love  and  tender* 
ness  of  all  around  for  it — with  which,  in  holy  pride,  she  craves  that  of 
the  angeb  of  heaven  for  it !  Think,  then — ^think  what  would  be  your 
utter  agony,  when  you  beheld  the  eye  of  your  husband,  of  its  father, 
wander  from  its  worshipped  face  to  rest  more  pitifully,  more  lingeringly, 
on  the  infants  of  another — ^the  infants  whom  you  could  not,  you  dunt 
not,  attempt  to  rival  or  supplant — the  infants  who  proffered  their  claims 
to  his  everlasting  affection  in  the  darkest  hour  of  his  despair." 

"  Mother !  I  should  loathe  and  detest  myself  if  I  could  for  one  instant 
cherish  so  unholy,  so  awful  a  sentiment  against  such  helpless  innocents. 
God  forbid  that  X  should  ever  be  so  sorely  tried  I  God  of  Heaven  forbid  I 
&r  we  none  of  uf  kiipw  our  owfi. strength,  our  oimweflknus" 
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II. 

Chaste  Heayen!  that  dost  the  chastest  love  inspire, 

Temper  the  heart,  vfaich  sadden  hope  elates, 
And  cidm  to  reason  eVrj  rash  desire. 

As  purest  gold  all  dross  precipitates! 
Oh,  t^ich  me!  in  life's  most  refulgent  hour, 

Clouds  stiU  may  overshade  serenest  skies; 
That,  when  such  storms  appear,  I  maj  hare  pow'r 

To  £bk^  their  darkness  with  unquailing  eyes  I 

Some  time  elapsed  after  Lady  Lindsford's  flight  unmaiked  by  any 
erent  of  peculiar  interest^  except  that  Lord  lindsford  had  obtaiiied  rai 
dinroroey  aind  Emily  had  refused  two  extremely  eligible  offers  of  marriage, 
winch  her  mother  certainly  considered  rather  absurd;  but,  as  ahe  was  an 
only  child,  and  entitled  to  a  large  fortune,  Mrs.  Wentworth  did  not  feel 
that  necessity  of  coercing  her  inclinations  which  many  a  fonder  mother 
is  driven  to  who  is  less  independent ;  merely  observing,  '*  that  youth  and 
beauty  did  not  last  for  ever,  and  that  every  season  produced  its  succession 
of  younger  lovdiness  to  compete  with  that  already  admired  and  esteemed." 

Lord  Lindsford,  since  his  domestic  sorrow,  had  become  a  perfect  dead 
letter  in  the  annals  of  fashion,  having  retired  to  his  oountiy  seat  in  the 
north  of  EIngland ;  communicating  with  none  of  his  former  friends,  and 
never  being,  by  any  chance,  mentioned  by  them,  he  was  indeed  forgotten 
by  the  world — the  world  in  which  he  had  shone  so  conspicuously  but  a 
short  period  previously !  So  true  it  is,  however — we  may  flatter  ourselves 
to  the  contrary — ^that  the  instant  we  cease  to  contribute  to  the  pleasurs, 
or  promote  the  advantage  of  others,  we  are  a  blank — a  nonentity  in 
their  estimation. 

Emily,  like  the  rest  of  his  acquaintances,  preserved  an  unbroken  silence 
respecting  one  who  evidently  did  not  wish  or  seek  to  be  remembered; 
preferring  to  brood  over  his  wrongs  in  the  moodiness  of  uninterrupted 
M^tude,  to  the  sympathy  of  friend&ip,  or  the  compassion  of  pity. 

She  was,  therefore,  most  exceedingly  amazed  and  a^tated  at  receiving 
the  following  letter  from  him,  just  as  she  and  her  mother  were  preparing 
to  pass  the  winter  on  the  Continent : 

''  Emilt, — I  feel  that  some  far  more  powerful  apology  is  due  from 
me  for  thus  presuming  to  address  you,  after  my  past  unmanly  conduct, 
than  I  have  thought  to  dictate,  or  words  to  express.  I  am  utteriy 
wretched  now — have  been  too  long  familiar  with  misery,  to  sluink  from 
the  additional  anguish  with  which  your  resentment  may  oppress  roe.  I 
can  but  be  wretched  should  you  prove  inflexible ;  but  all  is  not  absolute 
despair  vrithin  my  heart ;  one  spark  of  the  vestal  fire  of  hope  yet  lingers 
amidst  its  smouldering  ashes,  to  be  rekindled  to  a  radiant  glory,  if  you 
will  deign  to  listen  patiently  to  me,  to  have  pity — mercy — on  me.  Oh, 
Emily !  I  am  but  too  conscious  how  poor  a  compliment  it  is  to  abjure 
you  to  take  possession  of  so  desecrated  a  fane  as  my  polluted  hearth ; 
but  I  am  too  much  in  earnest  to  study  to  disguise  by  flattery  the  naked 
truth — too  intent  on  success,  to  measure  witJh  a  critical  eye  the  rugged 
ground  over  which  I  must  speed  to  reach  the  goal  of  my  wishes,  ere 
another,  a  more  favoured  competitor,  robs  me  of  the  prize  for  which  I 
now  contend  as  for  my  veiy  life. 

^  Besides,  do  I  not  know  the  adorable  simplicity  of  your  nature,  the 
ingenuousness  of  your  mind,  the  placability  of  your  heart?  Ought  I  not 
to  be  encouraged  by  the  an&^elic  attributes  with  which  you  are  so  richly 
endowed,  to  lay  the  wounded  spirit  before  yon  which  yon  alone  can  heal? 
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Do  I  not  know  that,  guileless  as  yoa  are  yourself,  you  have  still  an  inex- 
haustible fund  of  Christian  charity  to  expend  on  the  faults  of  others  ? 
Do  I  not  know  that  you  are  melted  by  contrition — ^that  you  can,  that 
you  foill  pardon  and  excuse  the  erring  reason,  which,  blinded  by  folly, 
and  misled  by  passion,  was  so  insane  as  to  prefer  the  mere  meretricioui 
beauty,  which  dazzles  the  senses  only,  to  the  dearer,  the  more  winning 
g^races,  which,  as  soft  as  twilight,  steal  upon  the  heart  ? 

"  Emily !  — my  ever  precious  Emily !  -^will  you  become  my  wife  ? 
Will  you  fill  the  dread  vacuum  of  my  soul  ?  Will  you  withdiraw  the 
cloud  firom  my  sun,  the  curtain  from  my  mind,  and  bid  light  and  cheer- 
fulness beam  around  me  once  more  ?  Will  you  refuse  my  supplications  ? 
Will  you  refuse  my  prayers  ?  Will  you  refuse  my  tears  ?  Will  you  refuse 
all  that  Jean  offer  ?  Well;  be  it  so.  But,  Emily — my  Emily — I  cfsre 
you  to  refuse  the  more  powerful  advocates  who  are  now  going  to 
call  on  you,  to  pause  ere  you  consign  me  to  despair  for  ever.  I  have  re- 
tained two  special  pleaders  to  intercede  for  me,  whose  eloquence  must 
touch  your  gentle  heart ;  for  it  is  the  speechless  eloquence  of  helpless, 
motherless  inEfmcy.  My  babes  entreat  yoor  tenderness  for  their  father 
—for  themselves. 

'*  What  a  privilege  is  yours !  You  have  only  to  speak  one  word,  to 
bring  joy  and  gladness  where  all  is  woe  and  desolation.  Never  will  you 
have  such  an  opportunity  of  showing  mercy  again !  But  once  b  such  a 
divine  right  granted  even  to  the  best  on  earth — but  once.  Neglect  not^ 
then,  the  acceptable  time.  Speak,  Emily,  speak,  while  my  heart  can 
yet  hear  you  I  Speak,  while  I  yet  live!  Speak,  as  you  hope  for  salvation !" 

What  a  letter  to  receive  firoo^  the  man  whom  she  had  so  long,  so 
secretiy,  so  adoringly  loved,  so  unceasingly  reg^tted! — from  the  man 
whom  she  so  deeply,  so  devoutly  compassionated! — from  the  man  for  whom 
she  had,  and  must  reject  all  others ! 

It  was  a  terrible  trial — a  terrible  temptation!  She  recalled  all  her 
mother's  prophetic  words;  she  recalled  the  awful  picture  she  had  por- 
trayed of  the  envy  and  hatred  which  was  to  usurp  the  pity  and  commi- 
seration of  her  heart,  when  she,  too,  should  be  a  mother ;  she  felt  how 
dangerous  to  happiness  was  the  risk  of  succeeding  to  such  matchless 
beauty  and  blandishment;  she  knew  her  own  pitiable  distrust  of  her 
capabdities  of  fascinating;  she  remembered  that  he  who  now  thrilled  her 
heart  to  its  inmost  core  had  deserted  her,  without  remorse,  when  he  could 
not  be  ignorant  of  her  feelings  towards  him ;  and,  more  than  all — &r 
worse  thsji  all,  she  recollected  now  prone  she  was  to  that  jealousy  which, 
in  disparaging  self,  yet  elevated  others  to  an  eminence  &r  beyond  their 
merits.  Oh !  who  could  convince  her  that  she  had  nothino^  more  to  fear 
from  the  fatal  charms  which  had  so  cruelly  robbed  her  of  felicity  once? 
Oh!  who  could  convince  her  that  their  lovely  memory  did  not  yet  haunt 
the  silent  avenues  of  that  heart  which  was  now  proffered  to  her  humbler 
attractions?  Yet,  was  beauty  all? — was  worth,  was  virtue,  love,  piety,  of 
no  account  to  render  affection  permanent  and  pleasing?  Might  she  not 
hope  to  regain  that  wandering  heart  entirely  by  long  and  constant  care-— 
to  win  those  of  his  forlorn  babes,  by  tender  and  untiring  attention?  Ah 
those  babes!  truly  had  he  said  ^t  they  would  plead  most  strongly 
for  him ! 

She  would  take  time  to  consider — she  must  have  time  to  reflect — she 
vrould  ponder  over  the  perilous  afiair  alone,  ere  she  breathed  a  sentence 
of  it  to  her  too  prejumced  mother;  she  would  commune  with  her  own 
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heart  in  her  own  chamber,  in  the  mute  and  solemn  hush  of  night ;  she 
would  ask  to  be  directed;  she  would  pray  to  be  directed.  Her  heart  did 
not  leap  up  now  with  the  full  and  iree  consent  of  its  first  untried  giri- 
hood's  faith ;  for  it  was  heavy  in  her  bosom  with  old  disappointment,  old 
scorn,  old  unthought-of  and  unpitied  neglect. 

Perturbed  and  agitated  from  long  and  anxious  reflection — such  reflec- 
tion as  the  most  cruel  state  of  doubt  and  indecision  could  alone  occasion — 
Emily,  after  retiring  for  the  night,  found  it  in  vain  to  attempt  to  sleep, 
so,  quitting  her  restless  pillow,  and  flinging  a  shawl  round  her,  she  ap- 
proached the  window,  and  pressing  her  hot  and  throbbing  brow  agunst 
the  cool  and  welcome  pane  of  frosted  glass,  she  sank  into  a  pensive  and 
melancholy  reverie ;  then,  raising  her  tear-swollen  eyes  to  heaven,  as  if  to 
seek  encouragement  and  consolation  there,  she  was  struck  with  the  gor- 
geous magnificence  of  the  skies,  studded  as  they  were  with  a  mighty  and 
glittering  host  of  stars. 

Ah  I  she  thought,  who  should  despair,  when  the  very  eyes  of  Providence 
seem  to  be  watching  over  the  suffering — yea,  and  the  sinful — sons  of 
earth?  Oh,  stars  I  beautiful,  bright,  transcendent,  immortal  stars !  she 
apostrophised,  can  you,  indeed,  condescend  to  survey  this  city  of  the 
plague  from  your  sublime  and  glorious  altitude?  Can  you,  in  your 
serene  benignity,  look  upon  the  dark  and  dismal  scenes  now  defacing  and 
deforming  the  original  purity  of  creation,  without  horror,  as  you  keep 
your  silent  guard  over  the  mid  of  night?  Now,  oh  stars  I  the  decrepit 
usurer  creeps  to  his  hoarded  and  useless  wealth;  while  the  spendthnft 
hurries  to  the  gaming-table,  to  squander  the  money  just  obtained  from 
him  for  the  last  paternal  acre !  Now,  the  faded  beauty  flies  to  her  cordials 
and  romance,  for  the  dangerous  stimulant,  delusive  flattery,  is  no  longer 
bestowed  upon  her  by  a  neglectful  world;  and  the  blooming  one  hastens 
to  the  heat  and  crowd,  which  all  too  shortly  will  render  her  spring  love- 
liness of  the  wintr}'  and  oblivious  past  also!  But  now,  in  this  solemn 
pause  between  light  and  darkness,  this  holy  hush,  this  warning  silence — 
more  pregnant  with  instruction  than  all  the  eloquence  of  andent  lore — 
who  amongst  us,  yet  wakeful  and  vigilant,  yet  active  in  the  pursuit  of 
life  and  its  startling  vicissitudes,  feels  and  acknowledges  the  awful  lesson 
of  this  schooling  calm?  Who  amongst  us  bestows  one  serious  thought  on 
the  important  end  for  which  he  was  really  formed  out  of  the  dust  of  the 
earth — in  which  he  is  still  fain,  alas!  to  grovel? 

Here  am  I,  oh  stars !  speculating  with  a  perplexity,  alike  wearisome  to 
mind  and  body,  on  the  uncertain  chances  of  terrestriu  happiness  or  misery 
yet  in  store  for  me;  as  if  the  lease  of  my  mortal  existence  was  to  last  to 
eternity,  instead  of  expiring  in  a  mere  point  of  time ! 

But  not  alone,  oh  ye  gentle  and  blessed  stars !  are  ye  compelle<l  to 
shudder  over  human  weakness  and  depravity.  Not  alone  is  the  black- 
lettered  volume  of  crime  now  laid  open  for  your  perusal.  No ;  r^stered 
in  the  pages  of  this  eventful  hour,  are  glorious  traits  of  o/</-world  inno- 
cence, primeval  virtue,  God-inspired  charity,  humility,  £Euth,  hope,  and 
love,  shining  above  the  ruin  and  decay  of  vice  and  abomination !  And, 
oh  ye  dear  and  lambent  stars !  another  record  shall  be  added  for  your 
kindred  and  beneficent  contemplation — the  soul- strengthening  resolution 
which  I  now  take  to  endeavour,  with  all  my  might,  to  comfort  and  con- 
sole the  afflicted  and  the  bereaved,  the  sad  and  the  desolate.  Watch 
over  me,  then,  watch  over  me,  that  I  neither  &il  nor  fiedter  in  my  good 
and  upright  purpose  I 
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PARMA. 

AX  HISTORICAL  ROMANCE. 

Chapter  XXVIII. 

One  of  the  best  modes,  perhaps,  of  controlling  a  powerful  grief  within 
our  own  bosoms,  is  the  task,  so  often  imposed  upon  us,  of  assuaging  that 
of  others.  When  all  was  over,  and  Margaret  and  her  mother  were  left 
to  the  undisturbed  flow  of  their  sorrow,  the  latter  gave  way  to  its 
course  with  «  violence  that  served,  in  some  degree,  to  counteract  that  of 
her  daughter;  it  called  forth  all  her  powers  of  soothing. 

But,  in  spite  of  the  sanguineness  natural  to  her  age  and  temperament, 
and  the  chimerical  hopes  with  which  her  mother  nnally  suffered  herself 
to  be  lulled  into  something  like  composure,  a  feeling  of  wretchedness 
and  desolation  crept  over  the  hearts  of  both,  as  night  closed  in  upon 
them  in  their  unaccustomed  state  of  bereavement. 

When  Paul  had  forsaken  his  place  in  the  domestic  circle,  the  vacuum 
had  been  deeply  felt,  even  by  those  who  had  long  wished  his  departure  ; 
but  now  the  chief  of  the  family  was  torn  from  it,  it  seemed  as  if  home 
were  home  no  longer.  Chievosa,  and  even  the  very  menials,  desisted 
from  intruding  either  their  presence  or  their  condolence  on  the  miseiy 
of  that  evening. 

The  stars  brightened,  and  then  faded  away  from  the  heavens,  and 
night  gave  way  to  the  first  paly  light  of  dawn,  before  Margaret  dared 
beseech  her  mother  to  betake  herself  to  repose;  but  wearied  out  at 
last  by  the  very  vehemence  of  her  gnef,  she  was  obliged  to  comply 
with  her  desire,  and,  leaning  on  her  daughter's  arm,  she  left  the  room. 

With  intuitive  delicacy  Margaret  conducted  her  to  the  little  chamber 
that  had  been  exclusively  her  own  since  childhood,  and,  having  placed  her 
on  her  couch  and  seen  her  eyes  close,  she  watched  by  her  until  weariness, 
in  spite  of  all  resistance,  overpowered  in  turn  the  youthful  watcher. 

To  those  who  gpieve,  sleep,  like  all  else  in  this  world,  bears  another 
aspect  than  to  the  happy,  and  tears  trembled  on  the  lashes  of  Margaret 
even  in  her  short  and  troubled  slumbers,  whilst  the  oblivion  of  her  mother 
was  the  leaden  one  produced  by  extreme  exhaustion,  which  b  rather  a 
respite  than  a  refreshment. 

but  with  the  glad  summer  sun  beaming  in  their  faces,  it  was  impossible 
not  to  feel  a  greater  disposition  to  hope  than  during  the  chilly  stillness  of 
night ;  for,  although  the  weary  heart  may  quarrel  with  its  splendour,  it 
cannot  help  feeling  some  of  its  beneficial  effects.  So  it  was  with  Mary, 
always  peculiarly  alive  to  external  impressions,  and  Marg^aret  perceived 
with  pleasure  that  her  first  thoughts  on  the  morrow  of  the  eventful 
day,  tinned  rather  to  schemes  for  the  deliverance  of  her  husband  than  to 
repinings  at  his  loss.  She  began  to  consider  his  absence  but  as  a  passing 
affliction ;  and  her  view  of  the  case  was  shared  by  Margaret,  but  their 
hopes  were  based  on  very  different  foundations. 

Notwithstanding  the  little  foibles  and  peculiarities  that  often  veiled  his 
good  qualities  from  superficial  observers,  Margaret  had  great  reliance  on 
Van  Diest's  truth  and  soundness  of  judgment ;  and  his  advice  so  strongly 
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urged,  and  coinciding  with  the  opinions  of  the  two  friends  she  most 
valued  on  earth,  her  uncle  and  Father  Eustace,  had  revived,  in  full  force, 
her  suspicions  of  Chievosa;  and  whereas  her  mother  regarded  him  u 
their  only,  or  at  least  most  efficient,  friend,  and  fancied  that  through  him 
all  her  brightest  visions  for  her  daughter  might  yet  be  realised,  Margaret, 
unable  to  find  any  satbfactory  clue  to  his  conduct,  looked  upon  him  witii 
a  distrust  almost  amounting  to  dread,  and  determined  to  use  the  greatest 
caution,  henceforth,  in  all  her  dealings  with  him. 

On  entering  th^  sitting-room  to  seek  some  trifle  reouired  hj  her 
mother,  she  started,  involuntarily,  on  seeing  the  object  of  her  long  and 
anxious  meditations  of  the  night,  as  if  he  had  been  the  last  person  dm 
expected  to  meet ;  and  though  she  had  prepared  herself  fbr  this  interrieiry 
pre-arranged  every  word  she  would  say,  every  answer  he  waa  likeFy  to  make^ 
she  felt  herself  trembling  and  disconcerted  in  his  presence,  aa  thoi^ 
there  were  none  on  earth  to  interfere  between  her  and  his  authority. 

Chievosa  marked  her  agitation,  and  thence  inferred,  wliat,  indeed,  he 
had  not  for  an  instant  doubted,  that  filial  obedience,  and  the  dBstress  of 
the  moment,  would  achieve  his  trimnph. 

He  advanced  towards  her  with  an  air  of  tender  €unifiaiity  and 
sympathising  condolence,  showing  how  secure  he  now  felt  of  having 
led  his  aim ;  n<^  could  he  so  entirely  repress  a  smOe  of  exnltatioii  as 
to  conceal  it  entirely  from  Margaret.  H^  succeeded,  however,  in  re- 
pressing all  evidence  of  this  feeling,  both  in  his  looks  and  the  intonatiaii 
of  his  voice,  when  he  addressed  her. 

"  Now,  Margaret,  that  a  feither's  blessing  rests  upon  us,  and  makes  our 
miion  as  much  a  matter  of  duty  as  of  feeling,  I  may,  indeed,  greet  yoo 
agsdn  as  mine.  And  as  mine,  Margaret,  let  me  encourage  you  to  look 
forward  to  the  future  with  hope  and  pride ;  for  both  feelings,  believe  me^ 
will  be  amply  justified  in  the  future." 

"  Let  us  not  anticipate  so  rashly  the  future,"  said  Margaret,  who 
during  this  short  exordium  had  regained  something  of  her  usual  com- 
posure. *^  I  think  it  but  fair  to  let  you  know  that  nothing'  on  eaidi 
but  my  £Either's  situation  could  have  induced  me  to  favour  your  pre- 
tensions to  my  hand." 

''This  18  not  a  flattering  declaration,  I  must  confess,"  said  Lopez, 
proudly  drawing  up  his  handsome  person.  *^  But,  once  possessed  of  that 
tajT  hand,  it  shall  be  my  care  to  warm  your  virgin  heart,  which  yet  lies 
cold  and  pm-e  as  mountain  snow ;  for  what  says  my  favourite  poet—* 

''  This  is  no  time  for  talking  poetry,"  said  Margaret ;  **  we  have  more 
weighty  matters  for  thought  in  this  hour  of  trial.  You  have  ever  found 
roe  frank,  perhaps  more  so  than  you  could  wish.  Be  assured  I  shall  be  at 
all  times  true  to  my  word.  Hear  me,  then,  coolly ;  no  vehemence  can 
alter  the  decision  I  have  formed,  and  am  about  to  connnunicate  to  jxrOf 
and  strife  can  but  embitter  our  spirits.  So  long  as  my  fiither  is  a  pri- 
soner, no  inducement  shall  prevail  upon  me  to  become  your  wife  !** 

Margaret  had  foreseen  the  shock  which  this  communication  would  pro- 
duce upon  Chievosa,  and  nerved  herself  to  support  it. 

'<  Disappoint  me ! — baulk  me — and  her  father  at  my  mercy !  Is  the 
giA  mad!"  said  the  Spaniard,  laughing  in  very  scorn  and  bxttemess. 
''  Or  do  you  mean  to  repeat  to  me  that  you  value  a  little  paltiy  romance, 
your  one  day's  dream  of  a  youn^  stranger  lad  of  whom  yon  know  nodung, 
above  your  father's  safety — ^peraaps  his  life  ?" 
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''  I  do  Dot  know  to  what  yoa  would  alhide/'  repfied  Maigaret,  crim- 
sonii^  to  her  vefy  temples ;  "  hut  I  will  try  to  make  my  meaning  dear 
t0  3roo." 

^  Shall  I  expound  mine?"  said  Chieyoea,  in  the  smothered  tones  ct 
fiolent  rage  which  he  kept  sahdoed  only  hy  means  of  the  most  energetic 
effort  of  volition.  *^  Pray  let  me  do  that>  and  allow  me  to  point  out  to 
you,  at  the  same  time,  the  result  of  your  childish  and  most  unfilial 
stubhomnesB." 

'*  It  is  needless!'*  answered  Margaret,  whose  spirit  rose  with  the  opposi- 
tion it  encountered.  ^  Had  your  professions  of  affection  towards  any  of 
us  been  sincere^  of  course  there  had  been  no  necessity  for  a  bribe  to  in- 
duce you  to  nerform  an  act  (^  justice  and  gratitude,  as  well  as  friendship 
— ioir  my  father  has  been  veiy  kind  to  you,  Lopez." 

^^  Cruel  girl !  you  would  have  me  sacrifice  my  life  to  save  your  parent, 
and  would  not,  even  then,  peihaps,  shed  a  tear  on  my  g^ve.  You  would 
have  a  poor  fi^ierman,  tossed  on  the  wild  waves  of  a  stormy  sea,  renounce 
tiie  pearl  above  all  price  for  which  he  had  braved  their  fury,  yield  it  to 
another,  and  perish  in  the  foaming  element.     Oh,  Margaret !  flower  of 

beauty,  fiEurest  peari  of  the  ocean — even  as  that  glorious  knight *' 

'*  Nay,"  interrupted  Margaret,  ^  you  have  so  ofiten  used,  or  misused, 
these  poetical  allusions  to  my  name,  that  you  should,  by  this  time,  be 
convinced  of  their  insufficiency.  I  must  repeat  what  I  have  so  often 
said — pray  let  us  talk  prose,  thai  we  may  understand  each  other.  I  am 
none  d  the  Moorish,  or  the  heathenish  damsels  to  whom  you  so  frequently 
compare  roe,  thank  €rod !  but  a  simple  Christian  maiden  of  Antwerp,  a 
burghcr*s  daughter,  speaking — so  far  as  I  know  and  think — to  a  Spanish 
derk,  and  not  to  a  knight  of  Queen  Isabel's  court  So  let  us  put  aside 
all  chivalric  romance,  and  speak  as  beseems  our  stations.  I  have  a  bar- 
gain to  propose — will  you  listen  to  my  conditions  ?*' 

The  swarthy  lineaments  of  the  youth  had  deepened  into  a  richer 

colour  under  the  maiden's  reproof;  it  settled  into  one  red  spot  on  his 

lofty  brow,  and  there  was  an  expression  of  unutterable  fury  in  his  dark 

eyes  as  they  flashed  on  her.     He  replied,  however,  with  Spanish  courtesy, 

^^  I  am  the  slave  of  your  will." 

*'  Then,"  sud  Margaret,  ^'  this  is  my  firm  determination.  No 
threats — no  flattery — no  personal  fears  or  sufferings — shall  ever  in- 
duce me  to  marry  you,  except  upon  one  condition.  I  will  act  fairly 
by  you,  rest  assured  of  that.  Ungenerous — unfeeling  as  I  consider 
your  wishes  under  the  circumstances  in  which  we  stand,  I  will  not 
disappoint  them,  nor  refuse  to  acknowledge  your  claims  upon  my 
gratitude,  if  you  but  effect  my  father's  escape  to  England,  and  enable 
my  mother  to  join  him  in  that  country.  When  once  I  am  assured 
that  you  have  accomplished  this,  my  hand — ^iny  fortune  shall  be  at  your 
disposal.  Firm  as  I  now  am  towards  you,  so  will  I  then  be  towards  all 
those  who  may  seek  to  interfere  with  your  claims.  When  my  parents 
embark  for  England  I  will  not  accompany  them,  but  remain  here,  in  this 
house^  a  hostage  in  your  hands.  I  have  not  the  unfilial  disposition  in  my 
heart  with  which  you  have  reproached  me ;  but  I  will  take  no  step  m 
vain.  Speak  not,"  she  continued,  hurriedly,  perceiving  Chievosa's  anger 
about  to  explode — ^  speak  not,  I  entreat  you  ;  I  will  listen  to  nothmg 
that  would  but  exan>erate  us  both.  If  you  r^y  love  nie>  surely  it  is 
not  so  difficult  to  wm  me." 
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Having  spoken  these  words,  Margaret  hastily  passed  from  Chievosa 
into  her  mother's  apartment,  astonished  at  her  own  boldness  in  having 
supported  the  conversation  in  a  tone  much  more  lofty  than  she  had  pre- 
judged advisable.  She  had,  however,  succeeded  in  speaking  her  mind 
widiout  injury  to  herself — a  circumstance  which  gave  her  courage  to 
attempt  a  similar  manoeuvre  in  another,  and  less  trymg  quarter. 

It  was  by  means  of  persuasion  and  entreaty  that  she  determined  to 
break  her  resolution  to  her  mother.  She  found  her  task  here  fully  ai 
difficult  as  she  had  feared  it  would  be.  The  conviction  of  Mistress  van 
Meeren  was  firm — that  a  strict  compliance  with  the  par^g  wishes  of  her 
husband  was  the  first  of  duties.  From  this  idea,  for  some  time,  she  was 
not  to  be  shaken  ;  but  she  was,  finally,  won  over  by  her  daughter's  soli- 
citations  and  representations,  not  to  ugre  matters  to  extremities  at  present, 
and  to  leave  space  for  Chievosa*s  fears  and  wishes  to  work  their  utmost 
Her  mother,  in  the  mean  time,  strove  to  obtain  her  promise  to  renounc^ 
for  ever,  the  spiritual  guidance  of  Father  Eustace,  and  the  temporal  m 
of  her  uncle  Paul  ;  but  finding  that  her  insistance  on  this  point  would 
merely  add  the  curse  of  domestic  discussions  to  their  other  sorrows,  she 
contented  herself  with  keeping  her  daughter  under  the  strictest  sur- 
veillance, not  allowing  her,  under  any  pretence  whatever,  to  stir  from 
home. 

Their  few  remaining  servants,  alarmed  at  what  had  befallen  their 
master,  deserted  the  house  on  the  following  morning;  and  no  one  re- 
mained  but  the  aged  nurse,  whose  fidelity  was  such  that  she  would  have 
followed  her  young  mistress  even  to  the  gates  of  the  Inquisition,  if  not 
actually  within  its  walls. 

Visitors  and  friends  had  long  since  been  repulsed  by  Cornelius,  or 
dispersed  by  the  events  of  the  times;  and  Mary  and  her  daughter  would 
have  been  left  to  an  unbroken  solitude  but  for  Lopez,  who  was  as  calm 
in  appearance  as  though  Margaret's  distant  manners,  and  her  steady  de- 
termination, were  but  airy  obstacles  to  his  wishes — the  caprices  and  &n- 
tasies  of  a  young  girl,  and  were  to  be  treated  accordingly. 

He  chose  to  take  this  view  of  the  matter  whilst  talking  over  the  cir- 
cumstance with  Mistress  van  Meeren ;  but  he  owned  himself  bound  in 
gallantry  to  obey  his  fair  inamorata  as  much  as  in  him  lay,  and  he  assured 
her  that,  in  the  mean  time,  he  would  be  active  in  furthering  her  hus- 
band's liberation.  Mary,  when  the  first  burst  of  her  sorrow  was  over, 
looked  forward  to  that  liberation  with  a  sanguine  confidence  which  Mar- 
garet could  no  more  share  than  her  blind  trust  in  Chievosa.  Nether 
was  she  deceived  by  Lopez's  suavity  and  apparent  calmness,  but  intui- 
tively felt  that  the  spirit  of  defiance  with  which  they  had  parted  but  a 
short  time  before — as  she  then  thought  for  ever — was  yet  alive  in  the 
bosoms  of  both.  She  considered  him  in  no  other  light,  despite  appear- 
ances and  probabilities,  but  that  of  a  secret  foe  who  was  seeking,  for 
some  inexplicable  cause,  to  wrong  her  friends  and  herself  under  the  ma^ 
of  friendship. 

Nor  was  this  feeling  in  any  way  lessened  by  her  not  being  able  to 
define  or  account  for  it ;  but,  like  all  instinctive  impulses,  it  was  not  to 
be  driven  away  by  any  course  of  reasoning.  She  secretly  purposed  to 
avail  herself  of  the  first  moment  of  liberty  at  her  command  to  seek  the 
advice  of  Father  Eustace,  or  the  protection  of  her  uncle  Paul ;  but  should 
both,  by  any  unforeseen  accident,  £edl  her,  she  determined  rather  to  avail 
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herself  of  the  sagacity  of  the  undecided  and  timorous  Van  Diest,  or 
throw  herself  upon  the  kindness  of  Kay,  or  any  acquaintance  of  former 
days,  however  slight,  than  trust  her  father's  fate,  and  her  own,  implicitly 
to  one  whom  she  so  much  douhted. 

Thus  passed  a  few  days,  sadly  enough  for  poor  Margaret.  Her  fears 
for  her  father  had  heen  much  increased,  hy  discoyering  that  a  Bible  had 
disappeared,  in  which  Paul  had  imprudently  written  his  brothers  name  on 
presenting  it  to  him.  That  those  who  had  so  unceremoniously  ran- 
sacked the  house  had  removed  this  volume  she  could  scarcely  entertain  a 
doubt ;  and  so  formidable  an  accessory  might  prove  a  very  important 
witness  against  him. 

No  account  penetrated  into  their  interior  of  the  great  and  general 
sympathy  which  their  misfortune  had  excited  in  the  neighbourhood,  nor 
could  Margaret  obtain  the  slightest  news  of  her  poor  father,  nor  induce 
Chievosa  to  betray  his  place  of  confinement.  Still  she  did  not  despond. 
Next  to  the  consolation  which  her  piety  afforded  her,  she  derived  the 
greatest  comfort  from  occupation,  rightly  judging  that  by  giving  way  to 
grief  she  would  only  unfit  herself  for  the  many  trials  that  might  yet  be 
in  store  for  her,  and  which  she  was  resolved  to  meet  with  that  firmness 
which  at  times  alone  can  turn  aside  the  arrow  of  misfortune. 

The  long  absences  of  Chievosa  were  rather  a  relief  than  matter  for 
regret ;  nor  did  she  shrink  from  the  many  hours  of  solitude  imposed  upon 
her  by  her  mother,  when  absent  at  her  devotional  duties,  or  on  any  little 
calling  of  her  own. 

One  fine  afternoon,  being  thus  left  to  herself,  with  strict  injunctions 
not  to  leave  the  house,  Margaret  sat  near  the  open  window  at  her 
favourite  occupation.  She  was  illumining  a  very  fine  herbary  presented 
to  her,  not  many  months  previously,  by  William  Kay  for  that  purpose; 
but  her  wandering  thoughts  remuned  not  truer  to  the  coloured  page 
than  they  had  before  to  the  sedative  spinning-wheel.  The  figure  re- 
posing meditatively  under  a  pear-tree,  on  which  she  had  already  lavished 
a  sky-blue  robe  trimmed  with  sables,  was  forgotten,  and  the  tiny  brush 
was  permitted  to  remain  inactive;  whilst,  with  a  listless  hand,  she  turned 
page  after  page,  without  remarking  the  now  simple,  but  then  highly- 
esteemed,  domestic  or  medical  plants  which  she  bad  ingeniously,  though 
rather  fantastically,  coloured. 

She  turned  again  to  the  title-page,  on  the  blank  leaf  opposite  to 
which  was  a  wreath  of  Marguerittes  exquisitely  painted  by  William  Kay 
himself,  within  which  were  written  simply  the  words — **  To  her;"  re^ 
minding  her  vividly  of  the  charm  of  their  past  intimacy.  From  this 
remembrance  she  was  hurried  to  many  another,  until,  shading  her  brow 
with  her  hand,  she  fell  into  so  deep  a  meditation  that  she  did  not  notice 
the  return  of  her  mother,  who  stood  for  some  time  near  her,  scanning 
her  countenance  narrowly. 

The  anxious  observation  of  the  mother  detected  the  traces  that  fre- 
quent tears  had  left  on  her  child's  weary  eyelids,  the  pallor  of  her  cheek, 
and  suddenly  bethinking  herself  that  the  close  confinement  to  which  she 
bad  of  late  condemned  her,  might  have  a  bad  influence  upon  her  health, 
if  too  obstinately  adhered  to,  she  said : 

"  I  think,  Margaret,  a  little  air  will  do  you  no  harm,  and  it  might  be 
a  comfort  to  visit  a  church.  Promise  me  only,  my  child,  that  you  will 
not  go  to  St.  Michael's,  and  I  will  allow  you  to  absent  yourself  for  a 
couple  of  hours.     I  need  not  conceal  from  you  that  I  have  been  informed 
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jtour  uDde  is  not  yet  returned,  so  that  all  endeaTOurs  to  see  him  -would 
be  fruitless.  Go^  Greta;  do  nothing  that  could  incense  Lopa  were  he 
to  henr  of  it,  for  I  have  my  reasons  to  helieve  he  ke^  a  wafedifiil  eje 
upon  our  movements." 

Margaret,  on  hearing  these  words,  experienced  a  repneve,  audi  as  a 
bird  may  be  supposed  to  feel  when  first  restored  to  liberty.  She  lost  no 
time  in  throwing  on  her  /aille,  and,  burying  her  face  as  deeply  as  was 
practicable  withm  its  ample  hood,  she  hurried  over  the  Meerbrugge, 
tf  ad  not  her  mother  so  peremptorily  interdicted  St.  !&Cchael's,  doubtiieiii 
she  would  have  flown  thither.  Her  uncle's  house,  too,  was  forbidden 
ground,  and  she  was  undecided  whither  to  direct  her  steps. 

The  herbary  on  which  she  had  so  lately  been  employed  soggested, 
however,  a  thought  to  which  she  resolved  to  yidd. 

When  entreated  by  his  niece  to  point  out  some  means  of  personal 
communication,  Paul  had  named  to  her  a  very  fine  garden,  the  property 
of  a  friend,  immediately  outside  the  Kaiserpoort,  on  the  road  to  Borger- 
hout,  as  a  place  where  they  might  occasionally  meet,  without  fear  of 
being  either  disturbed  or  watched  by  invidious  persons.  The  gardener 
a  strict  though  not  an  open  Protestant,  he  mentioned  as  one  whom  she 
might  entrust  with  any  message  for  him.  The  stolen  interviews  of  the 
uncle  and  niece  had  been  but  few,  weightier  matters  having  almost  ex- 
clusively claimed  PauFs  time ;  and  Maigaret  thought  hers^  scarcely 
justified  in  seeking  this  secret  intercourse  without  the  approbatioa  of  her 
parents.  Messages,  until  now,  Margaret  had  none  to  send;  and  thus 
this  neutral  ground  had  been  seldom  vbited  by  her.  She  now  bethought 
herself  of  it  and  its  trusty  keeper. 

Hastening  down  the  Kipdorp  street,  she  had  well-nigh  readied  the 
Kaiserpoort^  when  her  progress  was  interrupted  by  a  crowd  of  people 
rushing  down  a  neighbouring  thoroughfare,  and  nearly  overwhelnusg 
her.  She  prudently  ascended  the  stone  steps  of  a  house  near  which  she 
stood,  affording  a  comparatively  safe  position,  whence  she  saw  above 
the  heads  of  the  people  a  long  file  of  cavaliers  gaily  atdred,  evidently,  by 
the  direction  the  crowd  had  ttdcen,  making  towards  the  gates. 

Anxiety  pressed  too  strongly  on  her  mind  to  admit  of  indulging,  as 
she  would  have  done  a  short  time  previously,  in  any  childish  curiosi^; 
impatience,  indeed,  was  the  feeling  uppermost  in  her  breast  at  this 
untimely  interruption. 

As  she  gazed  abstractedly  on  the  cavalcade,  she  became  suddenly 
aware,  to  her  no  small  surprise,  that  she  was  courteously  greeted  by  oat 
of  the  horsemen.  The  first  look  she  cast  in  his  direction  sufficed  to 
reveal  to  her,  under  the  jewelled  barret  placed  gracefully  on  his  yo^thfid 
head,  the  well-remembex^  features  of  the  mysterious  3rooth  who  had,  ia 
a  angle  visit,  worked  an  effect  on  her  imag^inatioa  that  years  of  intimacy 
vrith  Chievosa  had  failed  to  produce. 

The  recollection  of  all  she  had  then  thought,  and  the  rude  inonuadons 
of  Lopez  with  reference  to  that  visit,  caused  in  the  artleas  maiden  an 
embamssment  she  could  not  altogether  conceal ;  her  ^eeks  were  saffiised 
with  blushes  as  she  acknowledged  the  greeting,  and  her  eyes  invc^untarily 
followed  the  young  stranger.  He  was  not  alone,  for  the  cavaliers  rode 
two  abreast,  and  the  dashing  youth  at  his  side,  as  he  turned  round  in  his 
saddle  to  gase  at  Margaret,  exhibited  an  air  of  such  reckleaa  libertinism 
that  she  unconsciously  drew  the  hood  of  hetfaitie  more  dosdy  round  hsr 
fiioe.   She  observed  that  he  addressed  fomething  to  his  conpaiiidiiy  paBt- 
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ing  back  at  tiie  same  time  with  a  careless  gesture  to  the  place  where  she 
•tood ;  but  she  also  observed,  with  a  feding  of  gratified  pride,  that  the 
vouth  reddened  under  his  friend's  remark ;  the  next  minute  both  weare 
loet  within  the  shadow  of  the  gate. 

No  sooner  had  the  crowd  cleared  the  thoroughfare  than  Margaret  left 
ber  place  of  security,  passed  the  Kaiserpoort,  and  walked  rapidly 
onwards,  notwithstanding  the  straggling  groups  that  yet  lingered  on  the 
Toad,  without  interrupticm ;  but  just  as  uie  reached  the  garden  door — 
where  her  summons  for  admission  were  not  very  promptly  attended  to — 
she  again  became  alarmed  by  the  returning  multitude,  snouting  '^  Vive  les 
GueuxT*  with  an  enthusiasm  that  almost  stunned  her.  The  gardenei^ 
however,  opened  the  wicket  in  time  to  preserve  her  from  accident ;  and 
having  first  carefully  turned  the  key,  and  replaced  the  bolts,  heedless  of  her 
fiiendly  salutations,  he  rushed  up  the  steps  of  a  small  pavilion  built  upon 
the  wall,  whence  he  gazed  with  intense  interest  on  the  busy  scene  below. 

Margaret  was  fain  to  follow  his  example,  when  she,  too,  turned  her 
looks  towards  the  road,  and  observed  the  gentlemen  she  had  seen  issuing 
from  the  town,  drawn  up  in  array,  awaiting  the  approach  of  another 
|iarty  slowly  advancing  along  the  road. 

These  cavaliers  were  even  more  richly  attired  than  the  former,  the 
greater  part  wearing  the  half-armour  then  in  use,  the  plates  of  steel 
whining  in  glittering  contrast  to  the  rich  stuffs  upon  which  they  rested. 
When  this  party  came  within  a  fair  distance  of  the  other,  they  made  a 
halt;  those  of  which  Arkel  made  part  saluting  the  new  comers  by  a 
general  discharge  of  pistols,  a  compliment  which  was  acknowledged  in  a 
similar  manner  by  the  others.  To  Margaret's  inexperience  this  proceed- 
ing appeared  an  unequivocal  token  of  a  combat  about  to  commence,  and 
her  terror  was  extreme ;  but  the  gardener  reassured  her  by  the  intelli- 
gence that  this  threatening  demonstration  was  merely  a  greeting  between 
Count  Brederode,  the  chief  of  the  Gueux,  and  the  Prince  of  Orange,  who 
had  arrived  from  Brussels  with  various  intentions,  as  some  said,  for  his 
real  object  was  not  yet  publicly  known. 

After  another  salute  the  prince  and  the  count  advanced  to  the  front,  and 
embraced  with  formal  courtesy,  when  the  two  parties  mingled  together  in 
friendly  groups ;  the  two  principal  personages  being  immediately  opposite 
the  spot  where  Margaret  stood,  she  commanded  an  admirable  view  of  both 
these  remarkable  men.  The  pale,  peaked  countenance  of  Brederode, 
bore  in  its  changeful  expression,  and  varying  tints,  the  impress  of  violent 
passions  of  an  ardent  temperament,  forming  a  striking  contrast  to  the 
calm,  impassible  countenance  of  Orange,  that  spoke  no  more  the  thoughts, 
or  the  feelings,  of  the  man,  than  does  a  still  sea  of  the  wrecks,  or  the 
treasures,  it  contains  beneath  its  surface.  Margaret  knew  neither  but  by 
name ;  yet  she  instinctively  felt,  when  gazing  on  the  prince,  that  mixed 
feeling  of  respect  and  interest  which  the  most  casual  view  of  his  person 
never  fjEuled  to  inspire. 

Whilst  these  distinguished  personages  were  exchanging  compliments, 
the  people  shouted  vociferously  "  Vive  les  Gueux !"  The  prince  waved 
his  hand  impatiently  several  times,  as  if  desirous  of  silencing  these  in- 
creasing clamours ;  but  this  gesture  being  interpreted  by  the  crowd  as  an 
encouragement,  the  cry,  '*  Vive  les  Gueux!*'  rent  the  air  with  redoubled 
violence,  when,  turning  towards  the  mob  with  a  frowning  brow.  Orange 
shook  his  mailed  hand,  and  exclaimed  in  loud,  imperative  tones, 

<<  Villains !  you  shall  rcfient  this." 
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These  words,  accompaoied  by  an  action  which  made  them  intelligiUe 
eren  to  those  who  were  too  distant  to  catch  their  sound,  caused  those 
immediately  around  him  to  recoil  in  dismay  and  astonishm^it.  Their 
hereditary  viscount,  the  Prince  of  Orange,  was  particularly  dear  to  the 
inhabitants  of  Antwerp,  his  high  and  gentle  quabties  having  won  for  him 
that  joyful  homage  which  feodalty  exacted,  but  did  not  always  obtain, 
from  tmit  liberty-loving  people.  Throughout  all  die  difficulties  of  those 
times,  their  reliance  and  hope  rested  upon  him;  his  present  severity, 
therefore,  filled  them,  for  the  most  part,  with  consternation,  and  for  the 
moment  completely  cooled  their  ardour;  still  there  were  some  who, 
being  more  distant,  had  the  hardihood  to  continue  their  yodferoos 
acclamations. 

The  prince  shook  his  head  angrily,  and,  placing  lumself  onoe  more  at 
the  head  of  his  band,  rode  hastily  through  the  gate,  whilst  Brederode 
and  his  troops  followed  in  a  more  tranquil  order. 

"  Then,"  said  Margaret,  tumiug  to  the  gardener,  who  had  unbcmneted 
to  the  prince,  as  if  his  very  life  depended  on  the  humility  of  his  saluta- 
tion, '*  the  Prince  of  Orange  is  not  friendly  to  the  Gneux,  He  is  about 
to  punish  them,  it  would  seem,  although  the  Count  of  Brederode  advanced 
to  meet  him,  as  if  he  had  made  sure  of  an  ally." 

Despite  of  her  retired  habits  and  education,  the  young  girl  was  grar 
dually  beginning  to  feel  interested  in  the  political  struggle  that  must 
involve  so  much  of  her  own  happiness.  Van  Diest  had,  in  a  few  words, 
taught  her  to  consider  Brederode  as  the  sworn  defender  of  the  victims  of 
religious  persecution ;  and  tlie  young  stranger,  whose  frank,  bold  manner 
so  occupied  her  fancy,  was  enlisted  among  his  followers.  These  consi- 
derations caused  her  to  listen  with  eager  curiosity  to  the  gardener^s 
reply. 

'^  They  say  he  is  a  friend  to  our  oppressed  Church,*'  answered  the  man; 
^'  though,  maybe,  he  has  been  sent  here  by  the  duchess  to  keep  the  town 
quiet,  which  the  presence  of  that  fiery  Count  Henry  is  like  enough  to 
disturb." 

*^  How  can  he  be  a  friend  of  the  Protestants  if  he  comes  on  an  errand 
of  the  regent  ?"  inquired  Margaret. 

'*  He  will  prove  the  better  friend,"  answered  the  old  man,  gravely, 
*'  that  he  does  nothing  hastily,  or  rashly.  The  prince  is  a  wise  and  a  tnis 
man.  But,  my  young  mistress,  you  are  doubtless  here  to  inquire  about 
your  uncle,  worthy  Master  Paul.  He  left  word  with  me,  when  I  last  saw 
tiim,  that  he  should  be  absent  for  a  whole  fortnight — ^perhaps  a  great  deal 
longer — but  that  if,  in  the  mean  time,  you  wished  very  much  to  hear  of 
him,  by  applying  to  the  foreman  of  his  fabric  you  might  obtain  informa- 
tion of  his  movements.  However,  I  can  tell  you,"  continued  the  cU 
man,  with  a  significant  look  and  smile,  *'  we  know  pretty  well  what  he  is 
about,  for  all  he  may  think  it  a  secret.  He  has  been  despatdied  by 
Count  Brederode  to  the  Lord  of  Thoulouse  at  Breda,  and  to  some  mal- 
contents or  other  at  Bois  le  Due,  He  will  be  taking  a  regular  survey  of 
the  districts  up  there.  So  now,  my  good  young  mistress,  you  know  more 
than  you  thought  of  learning  here." 

'<  Most  assuredly,"  answered  Margaret,  with  a  sigh,  as  she  thought 
how  Paul's  present  agitated  career  was  likely  to  end.  *<  But  does  Master 
Kay  now  occasionally  spend  on  evening  hour  in  this  garden,  as  was  his 
wont  ?" 

''  Sometimes  he  does ;  less  oflken  than  formeriy.    Ha  noir.  ahnost 
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always  comes  alone.  Maybe  he  will  come  and  take  a  puff  of  fresh  air.  If 
you  are  desirous  of  seeing  him,  you  had  better  wait  half  an  hour  or  so. 
The  afternoon  b  fine.  Come,  Mistress  Margaret — come  and  see  how  mj 
flowers  bloom." 

Margaret  assenting,  he  led  the  way  towards  the  broad  and  well-shaded 
terraces,  which — ^for  the  garden  was  large,  and  scarce  inferior  in  beauty 
to  that  of  the  apothecary  Conderberg,  at  Borgerhout,  at  that  time  so 
celebrated — extended  parallel  with  the  bastions,  and  so  near  them,  that 
from  the  avenue  communication  might  almost  be  held  with  those  walking 
on  the  walls.  With  very  few  exceptions,  all  the  fruit-trees  now  known 
were  successfully  cultivated  by  the  old  man. 

Vegetables,  too,  though  not,  perhaps,  in  so  great  abundance,  or  in  such 

feneral  use,  were  not  wanting ;  but  though  the  parterres  boasted  a  suf- 
ciency  of  roses,  and  other  indigenous  plants,  to  make  them  sweet  and 
smiling,  many  a  lovely  flower  that  flourishes  in  our  g^ardens  was  then 
imknown.  Of  the  larger  trees  there  were  plenty ;  nor  did  the  eye  that 
rested  on  the  rich  foliage  of  the  beech,  the  chestnut,  and  the  odorous 
flower  of  the  majestic  lime,  feel  the  want  of  the  sad  cypress,  the  dark 
myrtle,  or  the  dull  green  of  the  olive,  whose  sober  tints  contrast  agreeably 
with  deeper  skies  and  more  glowing  suns,  but  impart  gloom  to  the  grey 
tones  of  a  northern  clime. 

Margaret  having  duly  admired  the  old  man's  salad,  a  plant  at  that 
time  rare,  and  much  esteemed,  which,  he  said,  he  had  been  informed  by 
Italians  themselves  far  exceeded  that  so  fondly  cherished  in  Italy ;  his 
Persian  peach-trees,  whose  delicious  fruit,  he  owned,  lost  much  of  its 
delicate  flavour  from  being  exposed  to  the  deteriorating  effects  of  a  damp 
climate,  and  as  many  beds  of  asparagus,  cucumbers,  lettuce,  melons,  and 
cabbage,  as  any  good  housewife  of  these  days  might  wish  to  behold ;  and 
having  bestowed  her  meed  of  approbation  on  every  improvement  and 
new  importation  which  had  lately  embellished  or  enriched  the  garden, 
and  with  untiring  patience  viewed  the  but  too  numerous  and  complete 
collections  of  medical  plants,  the  produce  of  far-distant  lands,  and 
explained  to  the  inquiring  gardener  tneir  healing  properties,  her  patience 
was  fairly  exhausted,  and,  turning  away  from  her  aged  companion,  she 
ascended  one  of  the  terraces.  Thoroughly  fatigued,  she  sat  down  in  a 
small,  stiff  arbour,  shaped  into  a  room,  apertures  in  the  verdure  serving 
as  door  and  windows,  commanding  a  vista  formed  of  a  covered  alley,  at 
whose  extremity  bubbled  a  small  Moorish  fountain,  adding  by  its  gentle 
murmur  to  the  refreshing  and  soothing  influence  of  this  quiet  spot. 

Released  from  the  restraint  imposed  upon  her  by  the  presence  of  her 
garrulous  companion,  Margaret  gave  way  to  a  pleasing  sensation  of 
repose ;  and  as  she  beheld,  from  her  cool  shelter,  the  glorious  sunset,  mel- 
lowed through  the  trees,  she  gradually  yielded  herself  up  to  the  lulling, 
dreamy  reverie  belonging  to  the  place  and  hour. 

But  this  oblivious  mood  was  not  of  long  duration.  Her  thoughts  were 
but  too  speedily  recalled  to  the  sad  reality  of  her  father's  position,  even 
by  the  very  loveliness  of  that  balmy  evening.  Did  its  light  penetrate 
unto  him,  and  give  him  hope — one  cheering  thought?  Or  was  he  not, 
perhaps,  plunged  in  some  deep,  dark  dungeon,  where  neither  the  sound 
of  the  vesper-bell,  nor  tlie  radiance  of  the  evening  sun,  told  him  of  time's 
progress  ?  What  might  not  be  the  misery  to  which  he  was  exposed — he, 
inured  to  ease  and  luxury  ?  Her  fears  took  even  a  darker  hue.  She 
recalled  to  mind  the  many  tragical  events  that  had  distracted  her  native 
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town,  as  well  as  the  whole  ooaiitry>  At  man  j  yean,  and  had  left  to  many 
dphans  in  the  land,  little  thinkmg,  when  freqoentlj  reooonted  in  her 
piesenoe,  that  8«ieh  evils  would  ever  oome  home  to  her ;  they  had  filled 
her  bosom  with  indignation  and  sorrow,  and  her  imagination  with  images 
0f  horror  that  now  recurred  to  her  remembrance  but  too  yiridly.  Might 
he  not — ^whilst  nature  was  smiling  so  brightly  aroond  her — ^might  he  not 
St  the  very  moment  his  daughter  was  yi^ding  herself  op  to  the  [leasing 
inflnenoe  of  the  hour,  be  dosing  a  Christian's  life  by  a  martyrdom  worthy 
the  cruelty  of  ancient  Pagans  ?  The  terrors  of  the  torture  stood  before 
her  eyes — it  seemed  to  her  as  if  the  shrieks  of  her  Cither  were  in  her 
ear,  and  overcome  by  the  horrors  her  own  £uicy  had  created,  she  hid  her 
fiioe  in  her  hands  and  screamed  aloud. 

A  young  cavalier  had,  for  some  moments  previously,  been  gaang 
irresolutely  upon  her  through  one  of  the  small  windows,  as  if  uncertain 
whether  to  advance  or  retire ;  but  at  this  unequivocal  signal  of  distress, 
•orprise,  sympathy,  and  peihaps  curiosity,  stronger  than  either,  prompted 
to  advance,  and  he  started  forward  at  the  sound. 


THE  GARDENS  OF  SHEDDAD. 

rSheddad,  the  fabulous  Prince  of  Arabia,  rivals,  in  his  reputation  for  grandeur 
and  potency,  Giamschid  among  the  Persians,  or  Solomon  in  the  tra£tioiis  of 
Bahbinical  literature.  The  Prince  with  his  people,  says  an  andeot  traditioB, 
which  the  Koran  sanctions,  were  destroyed  for  impiety.  The  Palace  and  Gardou 
of  Sheddad,  in  the  belief  of  the  Arabian,  occasionally  rise  like  an  ezhalatioa 
before  a  lonely  traveller  in  the  desert,  and  immediately  melt  before  him— mudiin 
tiie  manner,  we  suppose,  of  a  modem  dissolving  view.] 

On  the  Gardens  of  Sheddad  I  gazed  for  awhile 

In  the  ocean  of  sand  growing  up  like  an  isle; 

As  the  sun  sank  to  rest,  and  rose  nothing  between 

His  broad  disk  and  my  eye  but  the  air*s  trembling  scieen. 

The  Pmrtal  rose  gold^i  and  glittering  to  view. 
But  so  thin  the  faint  sunbeams  came  wandering  thro*. 
And  the  bright  walls  and  terraces  all  seemed  to  shake 
like  the  mist  curling  o'er  the  bine  breast  of  a  lake. 

By  the  cool  sheltered  alleys  and  pathways  grew  trees. 
The  cedar  and  date-palm,  not  stirred  by  a  breese; 
With  slim  cypress  drawn  out  like  a  film  in  the  air, 
And  citrons  and  lemons  all  fruit-laden  thera 

Bed  roses  grew  blushing, — some  budding,  some  blown, — 
Which  the  bulbul  with  soft  note  did  claim  for  his  own; 
And  white  marble  kiosks  were  builded  along 
Sweet  waters  which  leapt  down  their  steps  with  a  song. 

From  the  depths  of  the  groves,  when  the  bulbul  was  mute. 
Came  the  faintly  sweet  echoes  of  tabret  and  Unte^ 
With  shrill  dulcimers'  chiming — a  music  not  clear 
To  the  sense,  but  half-bom  in  a  dream  of  the  ear. 

As  the  sun  still  went  down  the  bright  scene  \eiL  the  earth, 
Like  the  rainbow  which  melts  with  the  doud  of  her  birth; 
And  the  shadows  which  past  o'er  his  disk  bright  of  sheen. 
As  of  Emirs  and  Ladies,  grew  feeble  between. 

When  the  sun  sank  to  rest  with  his  last  mild  ikreweD, 
The  gay  gardens  of  Sheddad  all  flittered  and  Ml; 
And  the  gilt  stars  were  oat  in  the  vault  of  the  skj 
When  I  entered  the  Iblds  of  my  tent  with  a  sigh. 
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BUGSLEY'S  ONLY  TOUR. 
a  cateat  to  kldeslt  gentleicbk  of  1851. 

Part! 

John  Bugsi^et,  Esq.,  of  Ph)8pect  Villa,  IsHngton,  was  about  as  tnm 
a  penonificatioQ  of  the  ancient  nomenclatuze  of  *'  Honest  John, "  as  w« 
can  chaileDge  our  readers  to  produce  throughout  those  blessed  and  happj 
realms  ruled  over  by  our  gracious  Queen  Victoria.  From  small  to  greit, 
John  had  always  preserved  an  unblemished  character  for  honeUy.  From 
the  first  onset  in  life,  as  a  grocer's  apprentice,  up  to  his  squireacy,  by 
courtesy,  as  the  retired  tea  merchant,  Bugsley's  word  was  as  good  as  hu 
bond;  and  now,  at  fifty-six  years  of  age,  as  he  sat  in  his  easy  diaii^ 
with  his  slippers  on  his  feet  and  his  spectacles  on  his  nose,  and  sipped  his 
glass  of  grog,  and  spelt  over  the  Tisnes,  few  men  were  less  afflicted  widi 
the  turmoils  and  anxieties  of  this  world  than  our  worthy  firiend.  His 
capital  was  snugly  invested  on  a  safe  mortgage;  his  comfortable  ivy- 
covered  cottage  was  well  furnished;  he  had  two  faithful  old  servaoto, 
who  administered  to  all  his  whims  and  wants,  and  as  good  a  cellar  of 
old  port  wine  as  ever  a  Briton  wishes  to  possess. 

Bugsley  was  a  bachelor  of  course,  and,  moreover,  a  sedentary  one 
too ;  not  given  to  travelling  or  visiting  about,  or  the  other  oosmopoUtan 
amusements,  but  lived  contented  with  those  little  pleasures  within  hig 
reach  and  a  limited  pull  on  his  purse.  A  basin  of  turtle  soup  at  BirchX 
a  visit  to  the  Chinese  Junk,  and  a  sight  of  the  Hippopotamus  at  the 
Zoological  (jardens,  being  the  height  of  all  his  extravagances.  And 
thus  John  went  poring  over  the  Times,  and  as  he  sneered  at  the  impo* 
dence  of  Pope  Nono,  and  stared  at  the  accounts  of  the  Glass  House,  his 
eye  rested  upon  a  whole  column  of  '*  Cheap  Trips  "  to  Paris,  Moscow, 
Geneva,  and  Rome;  to  the  Lakes,  Kiilamey,  the  Trossacks,  and  Bea 
Nevis ; — in  short,  to  almost,  if  not  every  known  clime  or  land  in  the 
civilised  hemispheres ;  and  then  his  mind  came  to  a  dead  pause,  until  he 
stared  at  the  biuning  coals  as  tliey  fell  into  &ntastic  shapes,  and  he 
almost  fancied  that  he  traced  in  their  tortive  forms  a  resemblance,  ia 
some,  to  his  own  ^e  at  fourteen  years  of  age,  and,  in  others,  that  of 
the  jolly  rotundity  of  his  present  lot.  The  comparison  was,  indeed,  paat 
belief, — ay,  almost  supernatural ;  so  John  went  on  staring,  and  stall- 
ing, and  thinking,  until,  at  last,  one  train  of  thoughts  trod  on  the  heeb 
of  another  so  hat,  and  hurried  them  on,  only  to  meet  a  like  fiate  them- 
selves from  others,  as  another  set  rushed  in  and  usurped  their  plaoeSi 
until  they  were  all  forced  to  settle  down  into  their  original  channel-— 
"  Cheap  Trips." 

'M  mil  travel!''  exclaimed  John,  aloud.  ^<  Humph!  Go  and  see  a 
bit  of  the  world.  But  where  shall  I  go  to?  Humph!  There  is  the 
rub !  Paris? — No.  They  have  a  disrelish  to  washing  th^ne,  and  wiH 
have  a  change  of  dynasty  in  three  days,  and,  in  all  probability,  even 
during  my  stay,  another  revolution — anotlier  blowing  up  of  houses  and 
massacre  of  people.  A  change  of  a  republic  for  an  empire.  Very  pleir 
sant.  Petersburgh? — No,  thank  you.  An  emperor,  and  an  ukase  and 
a  visit  to  Siberia  for  thinking  your  mind  is  your  own,  and  nothing  but 
tallow  and  caviare  to  fete  upon.  No,  thank  you  ag^ain.  Besides,  there 
is  a  sea  voyage  between  Folkstone  and  Boulogne;  and  I  don't  know  thi 
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liDgo;— call  their  fathers  pears,  and  their  mothers  mares.     Shocking! 

And  they  would  cheat  me  right  and  left ;  and,  besides No !  I  will 

go  to  the  Lakes — the  Lakes  of  Cumberland.  Bj-the-by,  did  not  those 
Tery  lakes  inspire  some  great  character  with  poetry,  eh?  Vide  Walter 
Scott.     No!  he  was  a  Scotchman.     Byron,  eh?     He  was  a — a 

What  countryman  was  Byron  ?   A  — a — a Well,  he  was  a— a — rotie, 

at  all  events.  But  this  was  a  fellow  more  sublime,  and  not  quite  so 
infidel  as  my  lord.  Well,  I  will  go  first  day  to  Manchester,  second  to 
Kendal,  third,  et  cetera.     So  I  wilL" 

'<So  I  will" — short  as  is  the  sentence — settled  the  matter  in  Bogs- 
ley's  case.  He  immediately  invested  three-and-sixpence  upon  a  g^de- 
book,  which  gave  him  as  much  information  respecting  the  Lakes  as  a 
Greek  lexicon  would  have  done  ;  and  then,  with  the  assistance  of  his  old 
servant  Betty,  laid  in  a  stock  of  clothes  to  rival  even  those  of  either  Sir 
John  FrankHn's,  on  his  voyage  to  the  Polar  regions,  or  Captain  Gordon 
Cumming's,  about  to  lion  hunt.  By  an  incessant  application  of  twenty- 
four  hours  he  overcame  the  dark  passages  and  intricacies  of  ^'Brad- 
shaw's  Guide,"  and  discovered  a  train  left  the  Euston  station  for  Man- 
chester at  9.15  A.M.  But,  to  make  *'  assurance  doubly  sure,"  he  walked 
down  to  Euston-square  and  interrogated  two  or  three  intelligent  porters, 
who  all  gave  contradictory  evidence,  and,  moreover,  swore  most  emphati- 
cally to  their  assertions ;  and  he  then  questioned  a  Caledonian  police- 
man, who,  with  a  strong  Scotch  accent,  said  he  thought  ''By  Dunbar-r-r 
the  shortest  way."  So  Bugsley  returned  as  confused  and  bewildered  as 
he  left  Prospect  Villa. 

On  the  Ist  day  of  May  old  Tommy  was  despatched  with  Bugsley's 
luggage  to  the  Euston  Terminus,  while  the  worthy  merchant  himself 
intended  to  confine  his  cares  to  his  Nicol's  paletot  and  Scotch  plaid,  and 
himself  to  the  inside  of  an  omnibus,  and  accordingly  hailed  the  *'  Tally- 
ho  !"  omnibus  en  route  for  King's  Cross,  which  met  the  "  True  Blue"  for 
Euston-square.  As  soon  as  ever  he  entered  the  ''  True  Blue"  he  cast 
his  eyes  around  him,  and  with  a  natural  intellect,  according  to  Buffon 
peculiar  only  to  the  genus  of  man,  Bugsley  perceived  his  fellow-traveUers 
to  be  only  two-^-one  of  either  sex.  Tne  female  was  certainly  very 
pretty,  quietly  dressed,  with  her  hair  neatly  brought  to  her  cheeks  under 
a  pink  bonnet,  and  a  shade  of  melancholy  tinging  her  regular  features, 
and  in  her  arms  she  nursed  a  young  baby,  upon  which  she  appeared  to 
bestow  unusual  motherly  affection.  The  other  person  was  of  the  mascu- 
line sex;  dressed  very  showily  and  gaudily  in  very  bright  colours,  and  a 
g^at  deal  of  jewellery,  and  with  a  nonchalant  slang  air,  and  long  black 
ringlets,  and  a  beautiful  pair  of  whiskers  meeting  underneath  the  chin, 
curled  and  greased  to  perfection,  and  an  overpowering  odour  of  stale 
tobacco-smoke.  A  general  silence  pervaded  the  inside  of  the  omnibus ; 
neither  of  the  party  spoke  until  they  had  passed  about  half-way  down 
the  New-road. 

«*  Oh,  there  is  my  mother  I"  exclaimed  the  female.  "  Might  I  trouble 
you,  sir,  for  one  instant  ?"  as  she  deposited  the  baby  on  Bugsley's  knees, 
and  jumped  out  of  the  omnibus,  paid  her  fare,  and  disappeared  down  one 
of  the  bye-streets. 

"  Right,  Jerry !"  exclaimed  the  cad  ;  and  the  vehicle  moved  on. 

'^  Holloa  !  holloa !  holloa !"  screamed  Bugsley,  as  he  found  the  coach 
in  motion,  and  himself  the  temporary  possessor  of  a  fine  baby,  which 
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tamed  its  little  blue  eyes  upon  him  as  if  innocently  beseeching  his  pro^ 
tection — '^  she's  left  her  baby — her  baby.  Guard !  guard !  stop,  stop  !-— 
a— a  baby !" 

'^  Babbies  in  arms  not  chargeable,  sir.  Go  on,  Bill.  It  is  only  the 
old  buffer  inside  a-nursing  of  his  babby,"  said  the  cad  to  the  coachman  ; 
and  then  entered  into  a  warm  argument  with  a  gentleman  on  the  roof  as 
to  the  merits  and  powers  of  the  Tipton  Slasher. 

"  His  baby,  forsooth  ?  My  baby !  oh,  you  ugly,  horrid  brute  !  bom 
in  iniquity  and  vice.'* 

"  Not  yom^,  sir  ?*'  inquired  the  other  passenger,  who  had  remained 
a  mute  spectator  of  the  scene.     '*  That  lady  not  your  wife  ?*' 

*'  No,  sir,*'  thundered  Bugsley.  *'  I  am  unmarried,  sir — a  bachelor, 
sir. 

''An  amour,  perchance,  sir?"  said  the  other,  winking,  and  humming 
ihe  air  of  the  "  Derby  Gallop." 

"  No,  sir ;  never  saw  the  good-for-nothing  hussy  before.  The  im- 
pudent baggage !  I  will  send  the  little  brute  to  the  workhouse,  and 
have  the  police  after  the  vicious  woman,  or  my  name  is  not  John 
Bugsley." 

"  The  world  is  censorious,  Mr.  Bugsley,"  said  the  other. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ?"  roared  John. 

^'Simply  this,  sir.  Old  gentlemen  who  have  got  into  the  sear  and 
yellow  object  to  children,  ci-devant  mammas,  police-courts,  and  orders 
from  magistrates.  All  unpleasant  affairs.  Old  gentleman,  having  got  into 
a  scrape,  don't  know  how  to  get  out  of  it.  Fears  public  opinion — maiden 
sisters — moral  friends.  Naughty  girl  suggests  a  scene  in  an  omnibus ; 
old  gentleman  agrees  ;  makes  a  virtue  of  necessity  ;  adopts  his  own 
child ;  gets  credit  for  a  great  and  philanthropic  action,  instead  of  the 
winks  and  jeers  of  hb  friends,  or  the  finger  of  scorn  of  the  world.  Twig, 
eh,  sir?" 

"  You  are  a  very  saucy  fellow,  sir,"  replied  Bugsley,  in  a  rage,  and 
with  a  feeling  of  conscientious  innocence. 

''  Your  personal  abuse,  sir,  will  not  prevent  my  giving  evidence  before 
a  police  magistrate.  Witness  is  one  of  a  party  of  three  in  an  omnibus — 
old  gentleman — young  lady.  They  exchange  glances  of  love  and  amuse- 
ment, and  playfully  tread  on  one  another's  feet ^" 

'*  It  is  a  falsehood,  sir ;  I  never  did,"  roared  Bugsley. 

''  Your  language  is  not  even  parliamentary,  sir.  However,  rest  assured 
it  will  not  deter  me  from  the  duty  I  owe  my  country.  No,  sir.  I  give 
evidence  to  the  best  of  my  judgment.  Lady  elopes  out  of  the  'buss; 
leaves  her  baby  with  the  old  gentleman,  who  receives  the  same,  nurses 
it  as  if  it  were  his  own  son,  and  tells  witness  a  cock-and-a-bull  story  about 
gross  imposition,  unparalleled  efirontery,  &c.  Magistrates,  incredulous 
clerks,  and  reporters  joke ;  and  dish  up  the  whole  for  the  morrow's  Daily 
News,  Old  gentleman  reads  it ;  maiden  sisters  read  it ;  moral  friends 
read  it.     A  pretty  kettle  of  fish !" 

^  What  can  I  do  with  the  little  brute  ?  It  wants  feeding,"  said  Bugsley, 
in  despdr.     "  Oh !  why  did  I  not  take  a  cab  ?" 

"  Can  you  run,  sir  ?    said  the  other. 

"  A'o,  sir !  why  should  I  run  ?  John  Bull  never  runs,  sir ;  why  should 
John  Bugsley  ?" 

'^  Because  the  evidence  ifl  all  against  you,  sir.     Yon  confess  to  witness 
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ikat  the  child  was  bom  '  in  iniquity  and  rioe.'     How  do  jom  know  thut, 

sir,  without  you  had  a  previous  knowledge  of  the  ii^ui^a  paienti^e— 

how  do  you  know  it  may  not  be  a  young  prince  royal  or  a  sucking  didn^ 

air?" 

-    *^  Because^  at  this  tender  age,  they  don't  generally  travel  by  ooBmbaaca 

alone.     But  what  am  I  to  do  ?     I  will  give  you  the  woid  of  a  BritiA 

merchant  I  never  saw  moth»  or  diild  in  my  me  before." 

^'  Run,  fir ;  nm." 

"  Where  ?     How  ?     When  ?     And  my  boots  pindi  roe,  too." 

'^  Now  listen,  sir ;  I  will  be  your  saviour ;  listen.  Stop  the  'buss,  pay 
a  shilling — sixpence  for  each ;  bolt  down  the  next  alley,  sod  watt  for  me. 
Never  mind  tight  boota^  And  if  you  don't  wait,  rar,  I  will  track  yon — 
dog  you,  sir ;  collar  you,  sir ;  and  expose  you,  sir." 

"  But  the  baby  ?" 

**  Oh,  give  me  the  baby.  Chucky !  chucky !  chudEy ! — tits^  booakey ! 
deary! — good  little  thing!  Now — now,  sir!  bolt  qoidc,  anid  pay  the 
•hilling,  and  wait,  at  your  peril,"  said  the  gentleman  of  the  blade 
whiskers  and  tobacco  odour,  as  Bugsley  ddivered  up  the  child  and 
hurried  from  the  vehicle. 

As  '^ honest  John"  made  a  quick  exit,  a  broad-brimmed  hatted 
Quaker,  with  a  sanctimonious  look  and  an  anguishing  mien,  got  into 
ihe  omnibus. 

^'  Excuse  me,  Friend  Obadiah,  for  an  instant,"  said  the  gentleraan  of 
whiskers,  laying  the  baby  on  the  Quaker's  lap.  *^  My  friend  has  fcnrgot 
my  book  of  notes,  my  balk,  and  my  money !  In  a  moment  I  will  be 
back,  sir."  With  which  words  he  left  the  coach  as  quickly  as  Bugsley, 
and  followed  him  as  fost  as  he  could. 

'^  Done  a  thing  for  you  Bug,  I "  said  the  gentleman  of  whiskeciy 

as  he  joined  Bi:^;8ley  half-way  down  the  bye-street 

"  Bugsley,  if  you  please,  sir — John  Bugsley,  late  of  the  firm  of 
Cawdor  and  Bugsley,  tea-dealers,  &c.,  St.  Paul's  Churchyard." 

'^  Well,  Mr.  John  Bugsley,  I  have  done  a  thing  for  you  this  day  I 
would  not  have  done  for  my  own  brother — no,  nor  my  nther  either — 
Jove !  if  I  would.     Well,  where  are  we  for  ?* 

*^  I  am  on  my  road  to  the  Euston  station,  and  had  trusted  to  have 
been  at  Manchester  to-night'* 

"  Wonderful  coincidence !  My  own  route  exactly.  We  will  go  to- 
gether—-coupe — express  train — everything — all  right" 

*'  It  is  not  an  express  train.     It  is  the  '  9.15  Mixed,'  as  they  call 
said  Bugsley,  with  the  surly  air  of  a  bear  poked  up  with  a  pole. 

"  All  rig^t ;  we  will  go  together.  Now  then.  Cabby,"  said  Ae  un- 
known, hailing  a  Hansom.  ^  Fare  to  Euston  station  ?  All  right — I  will 
stand  cab." 

Whiskers  having  paid  the  cabman  one  shilling  and  dismissed  him,  on 
his  arrival  at  the  station  door  made  the  wonderful  discovery  he  had  only 
a  thirty-pound  note,  which  might  have  struck  die  initiated  as  being  very 
like  a  .Smk  of  Elegance  one ;  not  so,  however,  Bugsley,  who  was  very 
unsophisticated  and  quite  in  ihe  black-whiskered  gem's  power. 

"Pay,  Bug,  will  you ?" 

"  Bugsley,  tnr,  1  tell  you,"  said  the  gentleman  addressed,  widi  a  deep 
frown. 

'*  Well,  Mr.  John  Bugdey,  pay  my  fore,  will  yoa  ?  and  we  will  settle 


it," 
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when  at  Manchester.  By-the-hj,  how  remiss.  My  card,  or,  if  you 
please — '  Captain  Montague  de  Howard,'  your  most  humhle,  obedieiit 
senrant  to  cooimand,  sir.*' 

Bugsley  paid  both  the  fares  in  a  nervous  state  of  excitement ;  nay,  he 
would  have  willingly  paid  double  the  amount  if  required,  and  there  are 
even  some  doubts  that  he  would  have  been  wiUing  to  have  accepted  or 
drawn  a  bill  of  exchange  for  the  man^  could  he  but  have  rid  himself  of 
his  persecuting  acquaintance ;  but  Montague  stuck  to  him  tighter  than 
ever  the  Old  Man  did  to  Sinbad  the  Sailor ;  he  seemed  his  evU  geniu»^ 
a  plague  not  to  be  shaken  off.  '<  Why  had  he  not  resisted  the  tempta- 
tioo  ?  Why  did  he  listen  to  his  plausible,  honeyed  words,  when  he  oad 
done  no  wrong  ?"  were  the  questions  Bugsley  asked  his  conscience. 

**  Porter — my  servant  come  ?"  said  De  Howard* 

"  Don't  know  your  servant,"  replied  No.  14. 

*' Smart  lad — blue  livery — velvet  collar — leathers  and  top-boots  «— 
cockade  in  hat." 

"  No,  sir." 

^'  Confound  his  impudence  !*'  exclaimed  Captain  de  Howard.  ^'  Always 
the  way  with  servants.  Cannot  stand  com.  Tell  him,  porter,  he  is  to 
come  on  by  the  next  train ;  and — confound  him !  — and  to  pay  his  own 
fare,  and  give  you  half-a-crown  for  the  information.  What  is  to  be 
done,  Bug?** 

*'  Bc^ley,  sir,  I  tell  you  again.     He  may  turn  up  yet." 

"  So  he  may,"  repHed  De  Howard,  with  a  sneer.  '^  If  he  don't,  I 
will  stop  his  fare  out  of  his  wages.  Ah !  ^ithfiil  old  servant ! — yours, 
I  presume,  sir?  Respectable-looking  person — verd-arUique — quite," 
eyeing  old  Tommy  in  his  green  livery,  as  he  was  busying  himself  about 
Bugsley 's  luggage. 

'^  Thomas,"  said  Bugsley,  with  a  deep  sigh,  <<  things  all  right?" 

"  Lost  anything,  sir  r"  mquired  Tommy. 

"No,  Thomas— no."  • 

"Things  are  all  right,  sir;  portmanteau,  writing-desk,  and  brown 
carpet-bag,  in  the  van,"  replied  old  Tommy ;  and  then  added,  in  an  under 
tone,  "  Master  is  not  all  right — some'ut  up." 

Perchance  in  our  diuly  journeys  through  life  a  better  companion  than 
Captain  Montague  de  Howard  could  not  have  been  found  to  dispel  the 
wearying  tedium  of  a  railway  journey.  According  to  his  own  account^ 
he  had  been  everywhere,  seen  everything,  knew  every  one,  and  done 
everything.  He  had  entered  the  king's  service  and  been  quartered  in 
India,  and  then  volunteered  to  the  Bilboa  Fencibles,  and  was  present  at 
the  action  of  Heniani ;  then  retiumed,  took  half-pay,  sold  ou^  and  had 
now  serious  intentions  of  accepting  a  cavalry  command  at  Holstein. 
"  Gad !  sir,  every  piece  of  my  fortune  had  its  reverse,  and  all  through 
my  deuced  affection  for  the  ladies^"  continued  Howard.  "  When  I  was 
quartered  at  Kelat,  a  Beg^um  took  a  great  fancy  to  me.  One  evening  we 
got  up  a  quiet  rubber  of  whist  in  her  ladysmp's  bungalow ;  there  waa 
myself,  and  Count  Vinderscratch,  and  the  Rajah  of  Aandawal.  The 
Begum  and  myself  were  partners — we  were  winning  everything.  The 
Rajah  had  staked  a  few  thousand  live  Hindoos  against  one  of  my  partner's 
best  Cashmere  shawls.  We  had  the  game  in  our  hands,  when  the  Begum's 
daughter  entered  our  tent.  I  had  never  seen  her  before.  Te  powers! 
what  an  ecstasy  of  love  ran  through  my  every  vein.     I  was  entEanoed— 
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dumbfounded — beside  myself.  I  trumped  my  partner's  best  card — I  trod 
on  the  Rajah's  gouty  foot.  A  mutual  shriek  of  horror  aroused  me  firom 
my  rapture,  to  find  we  had  lost  the  game,  my  Begum  her  sbawl  and 
the  chance  of  the  Hindoos,  and  myself  all  hopes  of  her  empire  and 
affections;  and,  worse  than  all — ^the  cause — my  divinity  gone.  Next 
morning  I  received  my  conge  from  the  old  lady's  hum—hum — hum- 
well,  never  mind — her  secretary,  and  he  enclosed  with  it  a  copy  of  her 
latest  will  and  pleasure — the  decapitation  of  her  angelic  daughter's  head, 
and  the  acceptation  of  the  Rajah's  hand  in  marriage.  I  was  afterwards 
obliged  to  shoot  Count  Vinderscratch  for  his  facetious  version  of  the 
tale,  and  his  lively  pleasantries  at  my  expense,  given  ^t  a  Nabob's  ball- 
supper.  In  Spain,  too,  my  susceptibility  got  the  better  of  my  heroism. 
Queen  Isabella  evinced  a  great  partiality  for  me.  She  privately  observed 
most  favourably,  to  one  of  her  maids  of  honour,  upon  the  symmetry  of 
my  figure,  and  enlarged  greatly  upon  my  engaging  featiures ;  and  it 
cannot  be  a  question  that  I  should  have  been  at  the  present  time  a  Don 
of  her  kingdom,  and  if  not  commander-in-chief  of  her  armies,  at  least 
one  of  its  greatest  generals,  but  for  my  deuced  stupidity  and  my  blind 
devotion  to  the  sex.  A  fair  Donna  mesmerised  my  fluttering  heart  by 
her  dark  Oriental  eye — entranced  my  affections.  Scandal  flew  like  wild* 
fire.  Proof  was  wanting  to  permit  a  duel  with  the  Donna's  husband. 
However,  the  worthy  gentleman  engaged  a  brace  of  assassins  to  stiletto 
my  back  on  a  certain  evening.  I  received  secret  information  and  fled 
the  country.     Again,  and  now  this  is  the  best  story  of  all,  I ** 

"Tickets,  gents,  please!"  interrupted  the  g^uard. 

"  Play  cards — lansquenet,  brag,  &art6  ?**  said  De  Howard,  produdng 
a  bandana  handkerchief,  with  a  race-horse  stamped  thereon,  and  lading 
it  across  his  knees,  and  then  proceeding  to  deal  forth  a  very  greasy  pack 
of  cards,  whicli  ^^  ^^d  jnst  produced  from  his  hat. 
•  "  No,  never,"  replied  Bugsley,  with  a  growl  and  a  cough.  "  Once 
played  a  game  of  '  beg-o'-my-neighbour*  with  my  cousin  Jane,  who  was 
setting  her  cap  at  me,  but  I  aid  not  shine  at  the  game — I  could  not  leam 
my  pips." 

"  Whe-eu — whe-eu  !  Oh,  you  Don  Giovanni !"  exclaimed  De  Howard, 
with  a  long  whistle.     "  You  rake,  you  lover  and  gambler,  in  one !" 

Finding,  however,  the  worthy  tea-merchant  was  not  to  be  lured  into  a 
game  of  cards,  Captain  Mont^ue  de  Howard  continued  to  tickle  his 
appetite  with  nice  sops  of  scandal  and  calumny  of  our  aristocracy  and  men 
on  town,  carefuUy  treasured  up  week  by  week  from  the  pages  of  the 
Satirist,  or  else  culled  from  the  gossip  of  servants  at  the  alehouses,  until 
they  arrived  at  Manchester. 

"Oh!  Imperial  Hotel,  of  course!  By-the-by,  just  pay  the  cab,  will 
you  ?  I  owe  you  something  already,  you  remember.  Settle  at  dinner-time 
— short  accounts  make  long  friends.  Fine  city  this.  Grad !  when  I  was 
quartered  here,  deuoed  fine  girl  fell  in  love  with  me— deuced  rieh— un- 
limited ready  money  and  cotton.  No  go.  Papa  objected — ^mamma  despised 
ancient  family  and  moustachios.  Girl  would  not  elope.  Self  thrown  over. 
Moustachios  and  all.     Of  course  you  will  go  and  see  P        r^g  fibctoiy?*' 

**  But  I  must  have  an  order,"  said  Bugsley.     "  Must  I  not  ?** 

^'  Oh !    note  of  introduction  from  me  quite  sufficient.     Jolly  fellow, 

P r.   Old  friend — good  feeds — ^rare  champagne — ^turtle  and  whitebait 

-—delicious  claret — dog  cook." 
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A  few  minutes'  walk  and  our  friendly  pair — ^if  we  can  use  such  a 
paradox  to  diem — ^were  seated  in  the  coffee-room  of  the  hotel,  Captain 
oe  Howard  discussing  a  tumhler  of  sherry-cohler  through  a  straw  while 

dictating  a  note  for  Mr.  Bugsley  to  indite  to  Mr.  P r,  in  his  name, 

urging  he  could  not  write  it,  as  he  had  hurt  his  wrist.     (The  first  part  of 
his  assertion  a  fact,  the  latter  fabulous  and  superfluous.) 

"  Now  let  me  see  what  you  have  written,"  said  De  Howard,  glancing 
over  the  note.  *'  Excellent !  '  Your  disinterested  attention  and  proverbiiu 
hospitality  while  I  was  quartered  in  this  town.'  Bravo !  Soft  sawder — 
a  famous  rounded  sentence.  I  say,  what  time  are  we  to  dine  to-day? — 
half-past  six  sharp,  eh?  Waiter!  dinner  for  two! — a  bit  of  fish,  a 
cutlet  k  la  something,  house  joint,  sweets  and  an  omelet  to  foUow,  at  six 
o'clock  to  a  moment" 

Yes,  sir,"  said  the  waiter.     "  Wine,  sir  ?** 

Eh?— -eh?"  said  Bugsley,  with  the  growl  of  an  irritable  bear,  as  he 
was  excessively  annoyed  at  the  expensive  dinner  already  ordered.  "  I 
never  drink  your  foreign  stuff.     No  trash  or  champagne  for  me." 

''My  friend  does  not  partake  of  champagne,  and  Moselle  will  be 
equally  objectionable  to  him,  waiter/'  said  De  Howard.  ''  What  do  you 
drink,  my  dear  sir  ?" 

"Eh?  eh?  What?  eh?  I  think  a— a— bottle  of  water  will  do 
for  me." 

"  My  friend  requests  a  bottle  of  iced  water " 

"  I  did  not  say  iced.  Charge  for  that,  next,*'  Bugsley  added,  in  an 
under  tone. 

"  Well,  waiter,  water  for  my  friend ;  claret  for  myself,  or  a  jug  of 
Badminton.     Claret,  soda-water,  pounded  sugar  and  ice.    Six  sharp." 

As  six  o'clock  chimed  forth  to  the  people  of  Manchester,  Bugsley  was 
seated  in  the  coffee-room  of  the  hotel  in  no  very  pleasant  or  enviable 
mood.  He  was  excessively  hungry;  he  was  still  fretting  over  the  events 
of  the  morning ;  he  almost  fanciea  himself  a  father  in  spite  of  himself; 

and,  to  crown  all,  Mr.  P r  had  professed  his  entire  ignorance  or  for- 

getfulness  of  such  an  acquaintance  as  Captain  Montague  de  Howard. 
"  He  certainly  might  have  known  him.  There  were  a  good  many  offi- 
cers stationed  in  the  town  during  a  year.  Was  he  in  the  cavcury  or 
the  infantry  ?  True,  more  know  Tom  Fool  than  Tom  Fool  knows  them ;" 
and,  not  to  do  an  uncivil  thing,  begged  Mr.  Bugsley  to  walk  over  his 

works.     "Although,"  Mr.  P r  added,   "if  I  have  shown  him  such 

civility,  and  he  does  profess  such  gratitude  and  friendship,  I  think  it 
would  only  have  been  common  politeness  to  have  called  on  me  in  person, 
for  even  it  not  out  of  compliment  to  myself,  at  least  to  you,  his  friend, 
by  a  personal  introduction." 

The  quarters  and  half-hours  chimed  loudly,  and  echoed  through  the 
coffee-room.     Seven  struck.     Half -past  sounded. 

"  Waiter !  that  gentleman  come  yet?"  inquired  Bugsley,  quite  fsant 
from  fasting. 

"  Your  ^end,  sir?  Left  three  hours  ago.  Electric  telegraph  message 
recalled  him  to  London.  Very  sorry,  sir,  he  was  not  able  to  stay.  Left 
you  his  cold  claret-cup,  and  hoped  you  would  drink  his  health." 

"  Bring  it,  then,  and  dinner,  directly,  waiter,"  exclaimed  Bugsley,  in 
the  most  joyous  tones.     A  fortunate  circumstance  had  thus  rid  him  of 
his  curse  ;  he  felt  the  air  thinner,  his  spirits  to  rise  in  proportion^  and  his 
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sorrows  and  ill-humour  to  fly  apace  to  the  winds,  while  Bugslej  once 
more  was  himself  again. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  worthy  gentleman  called  for  a  pair  of  slippers  and 
a  glass  of  hrandy-and-water,  and  made  himself  up  comfortably  in  the 
arm-chair  for  a  good  read  at  that  day's  Times, 

<'  Beg  pardon,  nr.  Master  wished  me  to  hand  you  your  little  account 
Obliged  to  be  particular  now-a-days,  sir,  especially  with  strange  gentle- 
men of  limited  luggage,"  said  the  waiter,  most  deferentially. 

*'  £h,  sir?  What  do  you  mean  ?  You  don't  expect  a  prirate  indi- 
Tidual  to  travel  as  an  Eastern  Sultan  or  a  Nepaulese  ambassador,  do 
you  r 

**  No,  sir;  but  a  brown  paper  parcel  is  rather  small,  too,"  observed  the 
waiter,  insinuantly. 

''  £h,  what  is  this  ?''  inquired  Bugsley,  not  listening  to  him,  and 
glancing  over  the  bilL  *'  Claret,  twelve  shillings  ;  soda,  a  shilling ;  ice 
and  sugar,  sixpence.  Why,  I  thought  you  said  Captain  de  Howaid  left 
orders  for  me  to  drink  this  ?" 

"  The  gentleman  did  so,  sir ;  but  he  also  left  injunctions  you  were  to 
pay  for  it,  sir.     Best  claret  twelve  shillings  a  bottle." 

''  Well,  he  is  an  impudent  fellow,  and  you  and  your  master  a  couple  o£ 
-—of — well,  light  me  a  bed-candle;  show  me  the  way  to  my  room. 
Holloa!  this  is  not  mine — not  my  room,"  exclaimed  Bugsley,  as  he  was 
shown  into  a  room  with  a  brown  paper  parcel  laying  on  the  bed.  "  Where 
is  my  luggage — a  writing-desk  and  portmanteau?" 

^*  This  is  all  you  had,  sir,"  said  the  boots,  holding  up  the  parcel 
Your  friend  Mr.  Bugsley  had  a  writing-box  and  portmanteau,  but  he 
went  by  the  10.5  train." 

"  My  friend  Mr.  Bugsley?     I  am  Mr.  Bugsley." 
*'  No,  sir;  you  are  Captain  Montague  de  Howard,"  said  the  boots. 
"  The  deuce  I  am.     Will  you  inform  me,  then,  if  I  am  in  an  hotel 
or  a  lunatic  asylum  ?     Are  you  the  boots  or  a  keeper  ?     Answer  me 
truly"  .  ^^  . 

*'  The  game  is  stale ;  ve  veren't  bom  yesterday,  old  boy.    These  moudi- 
ing  tricks  von't  do.     JSowever,  here  is  Mr.  Valker ;  I  don't  doubt  he  vill 
put  you  up  to  vere  you  are,  and  vere  yer  dinner  and  fine  claret  is,"  said 
the  boots,  as  he  shuffled  out  of  the  room  at  the  approach  of  the  landlord. 
Bugsley  entered  into  a  lengthened  statement  with  Mr.  Walker ;  be 
protested  and  vowed  his  innocence ;  he  repudiated  his  acquaintance  or 
connexion  with  the  individual  who  had  levanted  with  his   goods  and 
money ;  he  spoke  to  his  own  respectability  as  one  of  the  largest  teamea 
in  the  city  of  London ;  and  ended  by  stating  he  was   a  victim  to  cir- 
cumstances and  a  miserable  fatalist,  torn  and  sUpwrecked  by  an  adverse 
destiny,    '^  unshunnable  as  death."     Mr.  Walker  was  incredulous,  dis- 
believing, undeceivable,  and  great  in  the  conceit  of  his  own  perception. 
'^  Let  us  examine  the  paper  parcel;  it  may  lead  to  some  dne^  or  throw 
some  light  on  the  subject,"  sfud  Mr.  Walker,  and  accordingly  opened  it; 
hut  it  contained  notiiing  besides  an  old  tootiibmsh  or  so,  which  had  been 
used  in  dyine  whiskers ;  a  ^se  pair  of  moustachios,  three  shirt-coflan 
and  a  **  dicky*'  shirt-front,  except  a  few  old  play  and  hand-bills. 

*<  The  police  had  better  be  made  acquainted  witii  the  caae^"  said  Mr. 

Walker.     "  Electric  telegraph " 

'*  Oh  I  no — ^no— no— pray  don't !    Do  anythiiig  with  me  yon  lika. 
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Place  me  in  the  pillory,  pelt  me  with  rotten  eggs  ;  imprison  me  in  a  dark 
room  without  a  nre ;  cut  off  all  my  remdning  hair ;  starve  me  ;  plunge 
me  into  a  cold  hath  ;  do  anything  with  me,  in  short,  hut  don't  call  ube 
police,''  said  Bugsley,  in  anxious  tones,  as  visions  of  the  bahy  and  the 
Quaker  flitted  across  his  brain.  ''  I  will  write  to  London ;  I  will  have  re- 
mittances down  here  hy  the  day  after  to-morrow,  on  my  honour — on  the 
honour  of  a  British  merchant — I  will.     Trust  me,  try  me ;  do,  kind  sir." 

Mr.  Walker  stared,  coughed,  and  hawed.  '*  Riddling  confession  finds 
but  riddling  shrift,"  we  all  know,  but  then  this  was  an  enigma  as  inexpli- 
cable as  any  of  those  of  the  monster  sphinx,  and  would  certainly  require 
a  modem  ^dipus  to  divine  its  solution.  Here  was  a  respectable  middle- 
aged  gentleman,  with  candour  and  honesty  delineated  in  every  feature  of 
his  face,  positively  asserting  he  had  been  robbed  of  valuables  to  a  consi- 
derable amount,  m  a  most  impudent  and  barefaced  manner,  by  a  casual 
acquaintance  whom  he  had  picked  up  by  chance  in  a  railway  carriage^ 
whom  previously  he  had  never  seen  or  heard  of,  and  yet  so  endued  was 
he  with  the  milk  of  human  kindness,  that  he  would  not  seek  the  invincible 
power  of  the  law,  with  her  satellites  of  detectives— officers  and  flashes  of 
lightning — ^to  bring  the  criminal  to  retributive  justice.  Mr.  Walker 
argued  within  himself  wisely,  as  becometh  a  great  landlord  and  citizen  of 
the  world : — If  he  now  handed  Bugsley  over  to  the  police,  peradventure 
he  might  prove  innocent,  and  then,  as  a  host,  he  would  lose  both  caste  and 
custom,  and  the  keep  of  the  tea-dealer  for  the  next  three  days ;  whereas^ 
was  he  to  wait  until  the  promised  remittances  arrived,  he  would  have 
credit  for  temperance  and  mercy,  four  days'  bed  and  board,  and  perchance 
a  good  customer  for  the  future.  He  accordingly  granted  the  specified 
time,  taking  care,  however,  a  waiter  or  a  boots  should  always  follow  in 
Bugsley 's  wake,  to  prevent  an  escape.  This  was  mortifying  and  galling 
to  a  degree  to  an  enlightened  British  subject — to  a  free  and  independent 
elector  of  the  city  of  London,  an  alderman,  and  a  reformer.  It  was  an 
indignity  to  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  a  subversion  of  the  rights  of  man. 
And  was  this  our  vainly  boasted  land  of  liberty  ?  Pshaw.  The  espionage, 
however,  continued  for  about  four  days,  when  the  remittances  arrived  £rom 
town.  Mr.  Walker  was  profuse  in  his  apologies ;  and  Moses  and  Company 
supplied  Bugsley,  in  five  minutes'  notice,  with  a  new  stock  of  ready-made 
linen  and  reach-me-down  clothing,  ground  out  of  the  flesh  and  blood  of 
distressed  needlewomen ;  and  accordingly  he  started  in  the  morning  for 
the  Lakes,  for  he  knew  full  well  it  would  be  the  crowning  effect  to  the  whole 
story,  if,  after  all  his  troubles,  he  did  not  see  the  sights  which  he  had  lef^ 
his  snug  retreat  in  Islington  for.  Girkins,  his  brother  alderman,  would 
joke  him  on  it  to  his  dying  hour ;  while  his  old  fiiend  Barry,  the  ship* 
builder,  would  be  sure  to  crack  his  nuts,  his  port,  and  the  stqry,  every 
Saturday  night  at  the  Mutton-chop  Club;  so,  accordingly,  Bugsley  left  on 
the  morrow  for  Kendal,  where  he  arrived  without  any  adventure  worthy  of 
mention  in  this  history ;  and  having  walked  to  see  the  ruins  of  the  old  casdey 
there  memorable  as  the  birthplace  of  the  prudent  Catherine  Parr,  sixth 
wife  of  Henry  VIIL,  he  returned  to  his  dinner  in  a  private  room,  and 
having  finished  his  soup,  he  began  pulling  away  at  the  room  bell  to  cause 
the  appearance  of  the  waiter  and  the  first  course. 

*'  Beg  pardon,  sir ;  sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting,"  apologised  the 
knight  of  the  napkin,  bringing  in  a  heterogeneous  mass  of  eatables  on 
the  jingling  tray.     '^  House  really  so  full — ^neyer  had  such  a  bofy  weel^ 
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sir— sirloin  of  bee^  yes,  sir — superior  bitter  ale — ^yes,  sir.  Nearly  all  the 
nobility  and  gentry  of  the  country  here— titles  and  trade,  sir — taka 
potatoes,  sir? — Lady  Fitzgeorge  and  daughter ;  Sir  Richard  and  Lady 
Steevens  ;  Honourable  Mr.  Humorist ;  Dr.  Colchicum  ;  Mr.  Bugaley,  of 
Islington " 

Bugsley  gave  a  shriek. 

"Sir — sir — sir!"  said  the  waiter.  *•  Anything  the  matter,  sir? 
Hurt,  sir?  Gout,  perhaps,  sir.     Sudden  spasm,  perhaps,  sir?  Fit,  ar?" 

"  Noy  sir !"  thundered  Bugsley.  "  Where  is  the  man  ?  Fetch  the 
police.  Where  is  the  fellow — the  swindler  ? — he  calling  Imnself  Bugsley, 
eh  ?" 

"  Oh,  beg  pardon,  sir ;  Mr.  Bugsley  lefifc  yesterday,  sir,  for  York — 
highly  respectable  gentleman;  very  pleasant,  very  afiable,  sir.  Read  the 
name  on  portmanteau,  sir." 

**  Have  you  lost  any  silver  spoons  or  forks  ?** 

'*  Well,  to  be  sure,  how  news  does  fly,  sir.  So  you  have  heard  that 
ttoiy ;  master  was  very  anxious  to  keep  the  affair  quiet,  sir.  Very  un- 
pleasant these  little  matters  in  respectable  establbhments,  sir.  Sorry  to 
say  our  boots,  a  quiet,  inoffensive  young  lad,  was  committed  for  trial  on 
suspicion.  He  was  heard  prowling  about  the  house  at  a  late  hour.  He  says 
he  was  keeping  company  with  our  cook,  and  he  went  to  meet  her  on  the 
second  landing  of  the  back  staira,  just  to  court  her  and  drink  a  bottJe 
of  Dublin  stout  together.  Cook  was  let  ofl^,  sir ;  but  she  grew  romantic, 
and  wanted  to  share  Dick's  limbo ;  but  the  prison  regulations  don't  admit 
of  that — there  is  no  particular  provision  for  love,  sir.  Well,  dear  o'  me ! 
I  would  have  trusted  that  lad  with  untold  gold,  sir.  Pepper,  sir?  One 
is  so  deceived,  sir,  sometimes,  it  is  so  hard  to  read  human  nature.  Caofi- 
flower,  sir  ?" 

'*  Veiy  hard  indeed  ;  and  no  one  more  easily  deceived  than  yonrsel^  I 
think.     Where  is  the  landlord  ?"  inquired  Bugsley. 

"  In  the  bar,  sir." 

'*  Tell  him  I  will  see  him  there  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour,  as  I  have 
something  of  importance  to  communicate.     You  may  go  now." 

The  waiter  was  a  person  of  general  and  marvellous  conversation,  and 
the  moment  he  heard  Bugsley 's  last  speech  he  vanished  from  the  room, 
and  rushed  headlong  into  the  bar,  bursting  with  the  news  that  either  a 
detective  policeman  or  a  human  magpie  was  up-stairs  prepared  to  discover 
the  lost  or  stolen  plate,  and,  if  necessary,  publish  the  real  robber  to  the 
world.  The  version  of  his  interview  with  our  friend  was  a  miztore  be- 
tween the  pages  of  the  "  Newgate  Calendar"  and  the  <*  Mysteries  of 
Udolpho" — a  beautiful  blending  of  the  criminal  with  the  awful — until  he 


so  worked  upon  the  feelings  of  his  hearers,  that  mine  host  was  all  anxiety, 
his  wife  all  alarm ;  the  barmaid  was  certain  she  would  see  a  spiritual  ap- 
parition that  night;  and  even  the  chambermaid  fei^ed  an  excuse  to 
tarry  awhile  that  she  might  hear  the  revelations  of  die  mysterioiis  un- 
known. 

'<  You  have  had  a  Mr.  Bugsley,  or  rather  a  ci-devant  Mr.  Bugsley, 
staying  in  this  house,"  said  Bugsley,  entering  the  bar. 

*'  We  have,  sir,"  replied  the  landlord,  as  large  drops  of  perspiration 
rolled  down  his  face  at  the  bare  thought  that,  perhaps,  tie  had  hatboured 
a  murderer  or  a  proscript. 

'*  Know,  then,  that  man  is  a  swindler.  He  had  th^  audamly  to  palm 
hrs  acquaintance  off  upon  me.     He  then  robbed  me  of  mj  ioggage  tttA 
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forty  pounds  in  notes  and  gold,  and,  to  crown  all,  has  now  the  imperti- 
nence to  assume  my  name  and  my  business.     I  am  Mr.  Bugsley." 
*'  Sir  !'*  exclaimed  the  landlord. 
*'  Lawk !"  echoed  his  wife. 
'^  Oh,  me !"  chorused  the  barmaid. 
'^  Well,  I  never  did  !*'  added  the  chambermaid. 
And  they  were  all  four  about  to  throw  themselves  into  a  grand  ballet 
de  d^fullance. 

'^  It  is  my  opinion  that  villain  stole  your  forks  and  spoons;  and,  further, 
it  is  my  opinion  your  servant  is  innocent." 

Another  attempt  at  a  grand  pas  des  quatres,  with  an  incidental  scream* 
"  Confound  him  !*'  said  the  landlord,  in  a  rage.    '*  He  promised  to  sell 
me  his  best  four-and-eight  teas  at  three-and-two,  and  on  the  strength  of 
that  left  two  pounds  in  his  bill  unpaid.    Hang  him  and  his  rascality  too  I 
I  wish  I  coula  have  it  out  of  his  (hrty  skin,  that  is  all.    And  his  stories  of 
his  East  Indiamen,  and  cargoes,  and  what  not,  all  gammon,  I  suppose  ?" 
*<  And  he  promised  me  a  funny  idol  from  Pekin,  and  a  real  china  tea- 
service  from  Nankin,  the  story-telling  wretch !"   screamed  the  landlady. 
'*  And  if  he  did  not  exactly  promise  to  marry  me,  he  did  to  take  me  to 
the  Fancy  Fair  tfnd  to  the  Hip-hip-po-po-o-pot-a-mous — next  year— 
in— in  Lon-don.    Oh ! — Oh !— O ! — O !— the  wicked  bru-te !"  sobbed  the 
barmaid. 

*^  And  he  promised  me  a  cherry-coloured  velvet  bonnet,  with  green 
ribands,  and  lined  with  yellow,  if  Voltigeur  won  the  St.  Leger;  and  told 
me  a  cock-and-a-bull  story  of  its  owner's  housemaid  betting  on  him  and 
winning  a  fortune.  But  I  don't  believe  such  trash,"  said  the  chamber- 
maid, with  a  verjuice  turn  of  her  nose. 

"  Well,  if  I  could  only  see  the  hip-hip-po-po-pot-a-mous  and  the— 
the — ^glass-house — and  Lon — Lon-don — and  all  the  people — people — in  it 
— I  would  not  care  which  Mr. — Mr. — Bug^ey  took  me,"  said  the  bar- 
maid, as  the  tears  coursed  down  her  pink  cheeks. 

'*  Oh,  me  take  you  I  No!  I  am  a  bachelor — a  respectable  sinele  gen- 
tleman," said  Bugsley,  in  horror.  '^  I  cannot  take  a  young  hdy  up 
with  me  to  town.  What  would  my  family  and  friends  think  of  my  cha- 
racter and  morals,  young  woman  ?" 

'^  How  indelicate.  Miss  Tomlins  I"  said  the  landlady.  '*  I  am  quite 
shocked  at  you.     ^lite  immodest  to  a  strange  gentleman." 

'^  Oh !  Lor-a-mercy  on  me,  Charlotte !  what  are  you  a-thinking  of  ?* 
exclaimed  the  right-minded  chambermaid.  '*  Go  away  with  a  man  you 
ain't  married  to !   Oh,  fie !" 

"  Well,  sir,  then  the  natural  inference  is,  that  this  person  was  the  pur- 
loiner  of  my  plate,  and  that  my  servants  are  innocent  of  the  charge  ;  but 
in  absence  of  direct  proof,  sir,  I  rather  doubt  if  the  magistrates  would 
release  the  lad  at  present  without  security  for  his  appearance.  However, 
sir,  I  myself  will  become  bail  for  him,  and  we  wul  correspond  with  the 
police  authorities  at  York,  and  see  if  we  cannot,  catch  this  gentleman," 
said  the  landlord. 

<<  As  to  York,  I  fancy  that  is  all  dust  to  throw  into  your  eyes,"  replied 
Bugsley.  '^  However,  I  would  freely  stand  twenty  pounds  to  bring  the 
blackguard  to  justice." 

"  He  deserves  worse  than  he  will  ever  get,"  said  the  landlady.  "  Trans- 
portation is  a  deal  too  g^ood  for  such  as  mm." 

'f  I  would  pvU  the  rope  with  mj  own  hands,  if  they  would  only  hang 
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him)**  said  the  barmaid.    '^  I  could  skin  him  aHye,  that  I  could,  the  nasty 
black- whiskered  fellow." 

Bugsley  completed  his  tour :  he  visited  Bowness,  and  suled  on  "Win- 
dermere ;  he  tarried  at  Ambleside,  and  revelled  for  awhile  among  those 
sylvan  glades  and  craggy  heights  ever  immortalised  by  a  Campbell's  mind. 

Part  II. 

It  was  some  four  months  after  the  events  which  we  have  just  narrated 
that  Bugsley  had  occasion  to  go  down  Leadenhall-street.  Stopping  before 
a  cook-shop,  around  which  a  train  of  hungry  urchins  and  beggars  were 
regaling  themselves  with  the  savoury  steam  from  the  stews  and  soups 
^  below  stairs — in  which,  so  far  as  any  advantage  was  concerned,  they  had  to 
draw  a  good  deal  on  the  imagination — and  the  day  being  frosty,  and  the 
appetite  keen,  and  a  fine  juicy  round  of  beef  with  plenty  of  g^vy  stand- 
ing temptingly  on  the  counter,  our  excellent  friend  entered  the  shop  and 
ordered  a  mid-day  "  snack"  from  the  same. 

"  Waiter!  waiter! — Any  tiurtle  soup?"  said  a  voice  from  a  neighbour- 
ing box. 
'  "  No,  sir ;  mutton-broth  and  ox-tjul." 

"  Oh !  no  venison  or  boiled  turkey,  with  celery  sauce?" 

"  No,  sir,  no,"  replied  the  waiter,  in  a  pet. 

"  No  iced  champagne,  hock,  or  Moselle  ?" 

"  No,  sir,  you  have  come  to  the  wrong  shop  for  those  articles ;  yen  must 
go  further  east.     Do  you  want  ant/thing — eh,  sir  ?" 

"  Yes,  waiter.  A  sixpenny  plate  of  beef — fat,  thinly  cut,  and  juicy — 
a  red  herring  ;  one  of  bread  ;  and  a  toothpick.     Imm^iately." 

Bugsley  gave  a  start.  There  was  no  mistaking  that  voic^:  he  could  hate 
told  it  among  a  million.  There  was  a  sharp,  quick,  commanding  twang  in 
it  that  would  enable  a  person  to  swear  to  its  possessor  in  any  justice  court 
in  Europe.  It  must — it  was  Captain  Mont^ue  de  Howard — ^the  swindler 
—the  robber.  His  apparel  was  certainly  much  worse  than  before ;  Ins 
threadbare  frock -coat  fastened  up  to  his  neck,  pins  doing  duty  for  buttons 
in  many  places,  and  showing  no  shirt ;  his  old  patched  trousers,  and  his 
cracked  boots ;  his  long  hair  and  careworn  look,  and  now  a  fierce  pair  of 
moustachios  ;  nevertheless,  with  all  this,  Bugsley  knew  his  man  again 
but  too  well  for  the  other's  comfort. 

"  Well,  you  robber,  you  villain,  you  swindler !  Police  I"  screamed  the 
tea-merchant,  advancing  towards  the  other. 

"  Hush — the  baby !"  said  De  Howard,  holding  up  his  finger.  **  Ah, 
Baggy,  glad  to  see  you — tol  lol — eh  ?  Sudden  illness  of  my  unde — 
obliged  to  leave  Manchester  at  a  moment's  notice.  Badminton  good, 
eh  ?  Nice  hotel !  comfortable  accommodation  for  man  and  beast,  eh  ? 
Stupid  boots  gave  me  your  kit,  and  in  the  hurry  of  departing  did  not  see 
the  mistake.  Send  my  tiger  in  the  morning  with  them  to  Prospect  Cot- 
tage, Islington.  You  got  my  portmanteau,  though;  perhaps  you  will  re- 
tium  it  at  the  same  time.  The  Begum's  love-letters  are  in  it,  a  tress  of 
the  Donna's  ringlets,  my  Sobraon  medal,  my " 

**  You  infernal  rascal,  sir ! — you  paragon  of  assurance ! — ^how  dare 
you  have  the  audacity  to  look  me  in  the  face,  much  less  to  utter  that 
tissue  of  lies  and  glaring  improbabilities  ?"  said  Bugsley,  in  a  towering 
rage. 

"  Buggy !  Are  you  lawyer  enough  to  inform  me  if  conspiracy  is  a 
transportable  offence  !  and  u  so,  whether  you  yourself  are  partud  to  iron 
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bracelets,  Welling^n  Valley,    and  frieze  clothing,  together  with  the 
company  of  housebreakers,  murderers,  and  thieves,  eh  ?'*  said  De  Howard, 
with  all  the  nonchalance  imaginable. 
"  What,  do  you  threaten  me  ?" 

*^  No,  not  me  indiyidually ;  only  as  an  atom  of  that  vast  space — our 
country.  Our  laws  are  powerful.  I  see  the  axe  raised — nay,  even  about 
to  fall  on  your  devoted  head.  Beware  !  Travelling  in  an  omnibus  with 
an  elderly  gentleman,  a  young  lady,  and  their  child — a  fine  little  fellow. 
I  was  tempted,  by  a  bribe  of  forty  guineas,  and  at  the  instigation  of  the 
elderly  gentleman,  to  place  the  child — his  son — on  a  Quaker's  lap,  and 
togetner  with  him  effect  our  escape  to  Manchester,  eh  ?" 
"  False,  sir !— false !— all  false !" 

"  Je  ne  sais  pas ;  but  I  do  know  the  police  courts  are  not  quite  so 
indifferent  to  matters.  By-the-by,  Buggy,  you  once  had  a  clerk — Jacob 
Tinkley?" 

**  I  had,"  said  Bugpley,  with  a  sigh. 
*'  He  is  dead  now.     He  was  a  good  honest  servant  ?** 
**  Very.     I  owe  him  a  deep  debt  of  gratitude." 

"  The  devil  you  do!  Then  pay  me.  I  am  his  son,  heir,  executor, 
assignee,  &c. — all,  everything — the  last  remnant  of  the  house  of  Tinkley. 
You  would  not  believe  it,  eh  ?" 

'^  No,  I  certainly  should  not,"  said  Bugsley. 

"  Fact,  though.  Prove  it  by  the  parish  register  of  Bow  Church. 
Under  these  circumstances,  you  owe  the  governor  a  debt.  Well,  you  would 
not  surely  be  so  dishonest  as  not  to  pay  him  ?  and  as  you  cannot  very 
conveniently  do  so  in  person,  make  the  draft  payable  to  his  naughty  wild 
scapegrace  son,  William.  Receipt  in  full  given,  and  no  questions  asked; 
and  if  I  return  you  your  clothes  and  baggage,  I  shall  expect  mine  ;  and 
then  what  crime  have  I  done  ?" 

*''  You  stole  the  silver  spoons  at  Kendal,"  said  Bugsley. 
*'  Did  I !  The  law  of  libel  has  not  been  repealed  yet,  nas  it  ?  Tinkley 
V.  Bugsley.  The  learned  judge  summed  up.  The  jury  returned  damages 
to  the  amount  of  one  thousand  pounds,  which  the  judge  most  sagaciously 
commented  upon,  by  observing  those  were  mere  nominal  ones,  as  the 
defendant  had  been  already  convicted  of  felony  and  sentenced  to  transporta- 
tion for  conspiracy ;  consequently  his  estates  and  personals  were  confis- 
cated to  the  Crown.     Whew !  old  gentleman." 

Now  Bugsley,  being  about  as  ignorant  of  the  laws  of  his  country  as  the 
greater  portion  of  its  administers,  and  the  outside  of  the  Temple  being 
the  nearest  approach  to  its  mysteries  he  had  ever  attempted  to  explore ; 
and  Coke  upon  Lyttelton  not  neing,  like  the  phalactenes  of  the  Jews, 
engraven  on  those  walls,  it  may  be  safely  said  of  him,  '^  that  though  a 
very  good  man^  he  was  a  venr  bad  lawyer  ;*'  and  the  words  of  his  compa- 
nion struck  so  deep  into  nis  heart  that  large  drops  of  perspiration 
rolled  down  his  forehead,  and  he  buried  his  face  in  his  hands  in  wild 
despair. 

"  Whew !  old  boy.  Who  is  who,  now?  However,  cheer  up,  and 
listen  to  me  for  a  few  seconds.  I  am  tired  of  my  present  course  of  life; 
I  want  to  reform ;  I  am  determined  to  become  a  respectable  member  of 
society,  and  I  cannot  do  this  in  England.  I  am  too  well  known.  In 
Paris  I  am  better  known.  And  this  year  is  the  Exhibition  of  all  Nations. 
Some  of  the  French  commissaires  will  most  likely  be  over,  and  no  doubt 
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accelerate  my  career  to  a  crisb,  or,  in  plain  EDglish — a  prison.  In 
three  days  a  ship  siuls  for  Australia;  pay  my  passage  out,  and  give 
the  captain  five  pounds,  to  be  given  to  me  when  we  have  fiairly  left  the 
harbour — for  I  know  if  I  have  it  now  I.  shall  spend  it— and  I  will  never 
return  to  this  country,  and  in  the  new  one  I  will  work  honestly  for  my 
daily  bread,  and  bring  credit  and  respectability  on  myself  and  upon  all 
that  know  me.'' 

**  Then  you  never  were  with  the  army  in  Spun  or  India  ?" 

**  Never  further  than  the  Knightsbridge  Canteen  in  my  life.'' 

'<  Now  tell  me  one  thing  in  truth  and  honesty — was  tnat  woman  your 
wife,  or  you  know  what  ?  and  was  that  your  child?  for,  if  it  was,  I  will 
have  it  properly  cared  for  and  well  brought  up." 

^<  On  my  honour,  it  was  not  I  never  saw  either  woman  or  child  in 
my  life  before." 

"  Well,  then,  I  will  do  as  you  wish,  and  pray  nifi;ht  and  morning  a 
wicked  lost  brother  may  profit  in  his  new  course,  and  strengthen  his  re- 
solutions to  improve  the  error  of  his  ways." 

<'  Thank  you,  thank  you !"  said  the  poor  fellow,  bursting  into  tears 
and  clasping  both  Bugsley*s  hands;  and  then  continued,  in  an  altered 
tone,  *'  I  have  insulted  you — I  have  cajoled  you — I  have  robbed  you. 
I  did  steal  the  plate  at  Kendal.  There  are  the  pawn-dckets,  which  will 
fully  exonerate  the  person  whom  they  have  apprehended,  and  there  are 
those  for  your  own  clothes.  I  feel  a  different  man  already.  I  feel  my 
sfnrits  lignter,  and  as  if  I  could  look  even  you  straight  in  the  face,  whi<» 
I  have  never  dared  to  do  as  yet ;  and  would  you  but  remember  that  you 
have  this  one  consolation  to  repay  you  for  all  the  annoyance  and  trouble  I 
have  entailed  upon  you — that  is,  my  reformation  and  salvation  without 
the  aid  of  gallows  or  of  prisons,  I  should  be  indeed  a  happy  man.** 

Such  a  line  of  conduct  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Bugsley,  we  very  well  know, 
will  be  looked  at  in  different  lights  by  many.  Our  peers  and  custodies  rotU" 
lorum  and  lord -lieutenants,  no  doubt,  as  a  determined  subversion  of  ^ 
rights  of  the  Magna  Charta  and  the  overthrow  of  the  laws  of  our  realm; 
our  country  squires  and  justices,  as  an  unparalleled  trampling  upon  their 
power  and  prerogatives,  with  only  the  slight  redeeming  clause  that  the  de- 
linquent had  never  snared  a  hare  or  shot  a  pheasant;  our  female  devotees 
will  shudder  at  the  idea  of  such  a  creature  being  loose  between  Belgravia 
and  St.  Barnabas;  while  our  boarding-school  misses  would,  no  doubt,  Kke 
the  barmaid  at  Kendal,  be  ready  to  bane,  skin,  or  quarter,  such  a  peijuring 
wretch.  The  retired  tea-merchant  dened  public  opinion,  and  forgave  Ym 
brother  his  trespasses.  He  paid  the  man's  passage  out  to  Australia,  and 
fi;ave  the  captain  ten  pounds  to  be  given  as  requested ;  and  as  the  Kght 
hreeze  filled  the  white  sails  of  the  Africa^  as  she  rode  out  down  the 
Thames,  she  bore  on  her  decks  Captain  Montague  de  Howard,  alias 
William  Tinkley,  bound  for  a  foreign  land  and  a  new  and  more  worthy 
career.  The  baby,  we  heard  in  a  roundabout  manner  the  other  momiiig, 
was  quite  well,  and  growing  apace,  and  is  very  shortly  erpected  to  bs 
moved  by  the  spirit:  we  need  not  say  it  is  a  Quaker.  In  eoncfauMD, 
(me  moral  let  us  draw  for  single  elderly  gentlemen. 

Advice. — ^Never  travel  in  an  ommbus  with  a  pretty  gpiri  and  a  bsiby. 
Avoid  that  as  you  would  poison,  and  rather  invest  a  shilling  in  a  Han- 
lom  cab  all  to  yourself,  and  you  will  never  be  infested  with  ohildxen 
or  with  swindlers.     Adieu ! 
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A    TALE     OF     THE     EIGHTH     CENTURY. 

Br  THE  Rev.  Jakes  Bakdinel. 
Chapter  IX. 

THE    EXPEDITION. 

On  the  day  afiter  that  in  which  Sir  Edred  had  heea  taken  prboDer, 
everybody  and  ever}'thing  at  Arlstadt  was  in  a  state  of  commotion. 
Horses  were  shoeing;  swords  were  sharpening;  bows  were  stringing; 
and  ladies  were  cutting  off  pretty  little  pieces  of  hair,  and  then  moisten- 
ing them  with  their  tears.  Things  were  getting  so  very  melancholy 
that  Aleth^,  though  sick  at  heart,  determined  to  hold  a  rural  court  on 
the  margin  of  a  beautiful  lake,  which  hiy  about  a  mile  to  the  westward 
of  Arlstadt.  In  spite,  however,  of  the  beauty  of  the  princess  and  her 
train,  few  of  the  male  guests  attended  the  summons ;  for  those  who 
were  not  themselves  going  on  the  expedition  assisted  their  more  fortunate 
companions  in  their  preparations. 

Sad  as  the  princess  felt,  she  could  not  but  admire  the  exquisite  beauty 
of  the  evening.  The  dark  mountains  rising  behind  her  father's  palace— 
the  deep  green  forest  bright  with  the  most  vivid  hues  of  spring — the  rose 
tint  which  the  setting  sun  cast  over  the  wide-arched  sky,  whilst  his  rays 
glittered  in  ruddy  gold  upon  the  soft,  clear  lake — all  these  made  the 
scene  and  hour  as  beautiful  as  anything  well  could  be.  The  birds,  re- 
tiring to  their  rest,  sang  those  farewell  notes  which  have  such  a  pecu- 
liarly plaintive  character,  whilst  a  troop  of  nightingales  exerted  the  full 
power  of  their  entrancing  melody,  as  though  seeking  to  cheer  the  sorrow 
and  win  the  pnuse  of  the  lovely  princess. 

It  was  not  until  she  was  just  about  giving  the  command  to  return 
that  Eustace  arrived,  for  he  had  been  more  busily  employed  than  any 
one  else,  seeing  that  his  troop  was  properly  furnished  and  equippea. 
Aleth^  trembled  as  she  gave  him  her  hand,  and  a  deep  blush  overspread 
her  countenance.  It  was,  however,  impossible  for  anything  to  make 
her  appear  awkward;  and,  though  strangely  overcome,  she  looked  more 
graceful  as  well  as  more  beautiful  than  ever.  The  time  was  short,  and 
the  words  were  few  which  either  said  to  the  other ;  but  ere  they  had  parted 
to  prepare  for  the  banquet,  though  love  had  not  once  been  mentioned, 
Aleth^  knew  that  she  was  loved— deeply,  truly  loved  by  Eustace ;  and 
Eustace  hoped.  Yes,  he  did  not  venture  to  feel  secure;  for  what  modest, 
pure-hearted,  noble  young  man,  under  such  circumstances,  does  feel  so  ? 
But  he  hoped — fondly,  gratefully  hoped  that  he  was  loved  in  return. 

The  banquet  wore  a  thoughtful  and  even  sombre  character.  There 
were  confidential  dialogues,  and  general  discussions,  and  calculations  as 
to  all  that  was  likely  to  occur ;  but  over  all  there  was  a  deep  gloom. 
The  song  of  Acmaeus  of  Mytilene,  for  a  few  minutes,  shed  a  bright 
sunshine  through  the  murky  atmosphere,  but  once  more  a  deep  shadow 
settled  down  upon  the  whole  assembly,  which  even  the  wine-cup  failed 
to  dissipate. 

The  ensuing   Sunday  gave  opportunity  for  many  a  fervent  prayer 
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offered  up  for  those  who  were  ahout  to  start  next  day,  and  for  protection 
against  the  Avars,  whose  certain  advance  was  announced  hy  credible 
messengers. 

At  length  the  morning  of  the  departure  dawned.  It  had  heen  strictly 
commanded  by  Alured  that  all  adieux  should  he  got  over  on  the  pre- 
ceding day,  and  his  injunctions  were  so  punctually  obeyed,  that  diough 
many  a  youn^  warrior,  as  he  mounted  his  charger,  tiumed  a  longing 
glance  in  the  direction  of  his  lady-love,  the  expedition  started  precisely 
at  sunrise. 

On  a  magnificent  war-horse,  of  great  size  and  strengfth,  rode  King 
Alured  in  front  of  his  army.  His  height  was  considerably  above  the 
average  even  of  that  age ;  nis  form  was  one  in  which  manly  strength 
and  royal  dignity  combined ;  his  eye  bright  and  quick  as  that  of  a  lynx; 
his  arm  strong  in  the  strength  of  bodily  vigour  and  mental  energy.  And 
as  Arnold  of  the  Brocken  gazed  on  the  monarch,  he  expressed  the  feel- 
ings of  all  who  with  him  were  gazing  at  the  departing  host  as  he  said, 
«  That  is  a  king  !" 

And  Eustace,  as  he  rode  at  the  head  of  his  gallant  band — ardeot 
courage  and  loyal  devotion  beaming  from  his  countenance — ^who  could 
look  upon  him  without  feeling  that  he  was  indeed  worthy  to  lead  that 
valiant  troop,  worthy  to  fight  under  that  noble  leader! 

During  the  first  two  days  of  their  march  they  met  with  nothing 
worthy  of  remark.  On  the  evening  of  the  second  day,  after  both  men 
and  horses  had  been  baited,  and  scouts  placed  in  every  airection,  the  long 
called  his  principal  warriors  together,  amongst  whom  were  included  Sir 
Eustace  and  the  most  distinguished  of  his  band. 

''I  have  summoned  you,"  said  Alured,  << brave  barons  and  noble 
knights,  that  I  may  lay  before  you  the  plan  which  I  intend  to  pursue  with 
reference  to  our  enemies.  Sir  Hildebrand's  conduct  has  been  such  as  to 
place  him  without  the  pale  of  those  courtesies  of  war  which  we  are  accus- 
tomed to  extend  even  to  the  beast  of  prey.  I  shall  therefore  make  an 
assault  upon  his  castle  without  even  a  summons  to  surrender.  Sudi  a 
summons  would  indeed  be  useless,  and  worse  than  useless.  You  are 
aware  that  it  is  my  intention  to  refuse  quarter  both  to  him  and  his  feloa 
followers.  We  cannot,  therefore,  expect  him  to  surrender.  A  summons 
would  only  exasperate  him,  and  induce  him  at  once  to  murder  his  noble 
captive,  my  gallant  deliverer  (if,  indeed,  he  has  not  done  so  already) ; 
whereas  a  surprise  might  leave  him  no  time  for  vengeance.  I  therefore 
propose  to  move  on  to-morrow  to  within  a  short  distance  of  SchreckensteiD, 
to  halt  at  noon,  and,  marching  forward  again  at  an  hour  after  sunset^ 
to  advance  silently  and  suddenly,  and  take  the  castle  by  storm." 

A  murmur  of  applause  ran  through  the  assembly  as  the  king  concluded, 
and  turning  to  Sir  Eustace  he  said,  '*  Is  there  never  a  minstrel  among  us 
who  will  give  us  a  warrior-song  ere  we  go  to  our  rest  ?" 

''Not  one,  my  lieg^,"  said  Sir  Amulph  of  the  Black  Mountain. 
**  Arnold  of  die  Brocken,  whose  will  is  law  with  his  brethrmi,  said  that 
not  one  of  them  should  leave  Arlstadt." 

"Indeed!" 

''  Yes ;  he  said  that  the  Princess  Aleth^  had  need  of  them  aU.** 

**  Well !  be  it  so,  then;  another  cup  of  ale:  good;  now  to  our  couches." 

The  host  moved  forward  next  morning  as  had  been  determined,  and 
halted  at  noon  in  a  valley,  which,  though  near  Schreckenstein,  was  not 
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within  view  of  the  castle,  where  they  refreshed  themselves  during  the 
whole  afternoon. 

As  the  stars  one  hy  one  attempted  to  show  themselves  through  the 
fading  hues  of  the  summer  even,  King  Alured  set  his  troops  in  arraj, 
dividing  them  into  three  parties,  with  the  desigpi  of  attacking  Schrecken- 
stein  simultaneously  on  three  sides.  Sir  Eustace  was  to  asscdl  the  castle 
on  the  north,  Sir  Arnulph  on  the  south,  whilst  the  main  hody,  under 
Alured  himself,  was  to  attack  the  fortress  in  front.  All  seemed  to  prosper; 
the  sky,  which  hitherto  had  seemed  too  clear  for  their  purpose,  became 
suddenly  clouded:  the  different  troops'  gained  the  stations  assigned  to 
them  without  eliciting  any  token  of  recognition :  the  signal  was  given— 
the  trumpets  blew — the  war-cry  sounded — and  the  castle  was  at  once 
assailed  on  three  sides. 

No  defenders,  however,  appeared  on  the  walls — no  defiance  sounded 
— ^no  alarm  was  g^ven — the  fortress  seemed  one  vast  tomb.  Blow  upon 
blow  of  mattock,  bludgeon,  and  battle-axe  fell  upon  gate  and  wall,  but 
all  in  vain  ;  after  a  certain  number  of  strokes,  they  flew  to  splinters  in 
the  hands  of  the  assailants.  Ladders,  and  all  the  apparatus  of  an  esca- 
lade, were  now  brought  forward  and  applied  to  the  walls;  they  were 
fastened  without  difficulty  to  the  parapet,  though  some  doubt  had  existed 
as  to  their  being  long  enough  for  the  pinrpose.  Still  there  was  no  attempt 
frt)m  within  to  dislodge  them. . 

Up  rushed  Sir  Eustace  and  his  gallant  band;  up  rushed  King  Alured 
and  his  liege  men;  up  rushed  Sir  Arnulph  and  his  troop.  The  doors  of 
a  large  room  opened  on  the  walls  exactly  opposite  to  the  place  where 
Eustace  had  mounted;  a  faint  light  glimmered  in  the  apartment  beyond^ 
he  rushed  towards  it ;  it  moved  rapidly  away — rapidly  he  followed  it ;  it 
crossed  the  drawbridge  to  the  central  tower — he  crossed  in  pursuit  of  it ; 
it  ascended  to  the  summit  of  the  tower — ^he  hiuried  after  it;  it  began  now 
to  descend  a  flight  of  stairs — still  he  followed  with  unabated  speed.  He 
tried  to  pause,  but  it  was  impossible,  the  crowd  of  his  followers  pressing 
upon  him  in  full  career  forced  him  forward ;  on,  on  they  rushed  with  in- 
creasing rapidity,  and  so  did  the  light  which  they  followed.  On,  on,  on  it 
led  them.  Doors  flew  open  with  grating  hinges — the  steps  became  steeper 
and  narrower — and  now  they  went  round  and  round  like  a  corkscrew. 
The  air  became  chill — the  walls  damp — the  place  grew  darker  and  darker, 
and  still  they  rushed  on,  impelled  by  an  irresistible  force,  whether  of  ia- 
temal  desire  or  external  compulsion  they  knew  not;  but  on,  on  they* 
rushed  at  headlong  speed,  pushing,  crushing,  trampling  each  other,  till  at 
length  Sir  Eustace,  and  those  next  behind  him,  heard  the  advancing  tramp 
of  their  comrades  under  Alured  and  Arnulph.  They  made  a  last  despe- 
rate effort  to  pause,  but  it  was  in  vain.  And  now  the  atmosphere,  though 
colder  than  ever,  became  close  even  to  suffocation ;  their  frames  seemed 
dissolved;  their  knees  knocked  under  them;  the  light  was  no  longer 
yisible.  But  still,  on,  on,  on  they  rushed,  like  torrents  impatient  to  reach 
the  ocean,  till  on  a  sudden  a  trap-door  opened  beneath  theur  feet,  and  they 
found  themselves  precipitated  into  a  dungeon,  the  floor  of  which  was 
covered  with  mud,  and  at  least  a  foot  deep  in  water. 

Was  it  the  beating  of  the  water  against  the  sides  of  the  dungeon? 
or  were  those  really  bursts  of  strange  wild  mirth  that  prevented  the  king 
and  his  companions  in  sorrow  horn  hearing  each  other's  voices  ?  Soon 
the  sounds,  whatever  their  origin,  died  away,  and  all  eyes  were  attracted 
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towards  a  light  which  gleamed  through  an  opening  in  the  roof  of  the 
dungeon.  They  soon  were  able  to  distinguish  the  g^g^tic  &nn  of  Sir 
Hildebrand,  holding  in  his  lefl  hand  a  red  lamp. 

'*  I  hope  you  are  comfortaUe  down  there?"  said  he.  *'  I  always  keep 
open  house,  and  extend  my  hospitality  to  even  unbidden  guests." 

'*  Villain !"  cried  Alured,  ''  if  ever  I  get  out  of  this  accursed  stye  I 
will  punish  thee  for  this  foul  deed  of  glamour." 

''I  have  no  wish  to  quarrel  with  my  future  father-in-kw/'  replied 
he,  '*  but  I  cannot  avoid  saggestinr  to  your  majesty,  that  the  next  time 
you  attack  a  knight's  castle,  you  do  it  by  day%ht,  and  after  due  som- 
mons.*' 

*'  He  says  well,"  muttered  Alured;  '<  how  could  I  be  so  devoid  of 
common  sense  as  to  attack  the  stroughold  of  one  who  is  in  league  with 
the  powers  of  evil,  by  night  ?" 

*'  Well,"  added  Hildebrand,  '*  good  night,  papa;  you  have  hod  a  long 
run,  and  require  rest ;  pleasant  dreams  to  you." 

The  indignant  answer  of  the  king,  and  the  execrations  of  his  followers^ 
were  again  drowned  by  the  strange  sounds  already  mentioned;  and  at 
last,  worn  out  by  fatigue  and  fury,  they  all  of  them  sank  to  sleeps  harmg 
found  a  long  ledge  of  rock,  whicii  ran  parallel  to  one  of  the  walls  of  the 
dungeon,  whereon  to  stretch  their  limbs. 

Far  different  was  the  condition  of  the  small  band  of  Sir  Ernest  of 
Ambeim,  already  known  to  our  readers  as  leader  of  one  of  the  parties  on 
the  first  day*s  hunt.  That  aged  and  pious  knight  had  been  delayed 
some  minutes  by  the  careful  repetition  of  his  pn^ers.  He  always  prayed 
reg^arly  three  times  a  day — the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  at  noon,  and 
at  night,  and  he  always  prayed  with  especial  fervour  ere  he  rushed  into 
battle;  prayed  for  protection  to  himself  and  his  band,  prayed  for  the 
success  of  his  troop,  prayed  most  earnestly  for  the  souls  of  those  of  either 
side  whom  the  fate  of  war  might  summon  to  their  dread  account. 

On  the  night  of  the  disastrous  assault,  ere  he  had  well  concluded  his 
orisons,  the  trumpet  of  attack  sounded  some  minutes  before  th^  ap- 
pointed time.  In  rising  from  his  knees  his  foot  became  entangled^  and 
he  fell ;  this  was  another  hindrance  which  might  furnish  subject  of  mirdL 
to  the  scoffer.  At  length  he  set  forth  at  the  head  of  his  troop ;  but  as  he 
approached  the  castle  he  heard  strange  murmurs  heard  by  no  one  else,  aad 
distinguished  a  mystic  melody  rising  from  the  centre  of  the  IbrtresB.  He 
Avatched  the  battle-axes  as  they  broke  against  the  gates  and  walls,  and 
noticed — for  he  was  leanied  as  well  as  pious — that  they  each  splintered  as 
they  marked  the  number  sacred  to  the  evil  power.  And  sow,  as  the 
ladders  were  placed  against  the  walls,  he  perceived  long  lean  shadowy  aims 
stretching  forth  from  the  battlements,  fastening  the  ropes  and  irons  to 
the  parapet,  and  beckoning  to  the  assulants  to  ascend ;  and  as  the  king 
and  his  followers  rushed  up  the  ladders,  ere  Sir  Ernest  couli  stay  him  or 
them,  he  became  fully  assured  that  they  were  acting  under  the  power  of 
enchantment.  He  halted  his  troop,  therefore,  in  firont  of  the  castle,  but 
not  within  the  deep  shades  of  its  gloomy  walls,  and  commanded  his 
followers  to  rest  on  their  arms  and  wait  the  event.  Indignant  were  they, 
we  may  well  imagine;  but  such  was  the  renown  of  the  knight,  such  his 
rank  and  his  authority,  that  they  did  not  venture  to  disobey  nim. 

At  length,  however,  after  they  had  remained  in  anxious  expectation 
for  upwards  of  three  hours,  as  no  evidence  appeared  that  the  <ksde  had 
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been  captured,  an  idea  of  the  actual  state  of  the  case  gradually  glim- 
mered upon  those  without,  and  all  eyes  were  turned  on  the  veteran  war- 
rior, whom  all  now  looked  upon  as  their  only  hope. 

Sir  Ernest's  first  care,  now  that  the  command  devolved  upon  him,  no 
less  by  seniority  than  by  common  consent,  was  to  summon  to  bis  presence 
all  those  who  nad  been  sent  off  or  left  behind  to  gain  intelligence,  guard 
the  baggage,  or  watch  the  passes ;  and  having  collected  Sie  whole  of 
these,  who  amounted  to  about  a  third  of  Alured's  original  force,  he 
called  for  a  holy  missionary,  who  had  followed  the  camp,  that  he  might 
have  the  opportunity  of  comforting  the  sick,  shriving  the  dying,  or  gain- 
ing to  the  true  faith  by  kindness  in  the  hour  of  his  agony  some  bold 
warrior  who  had  scorned  the  peaceful  Saviour  in  the  day  of  his  health, 
and  requested  him  to  chant  the  early  service,  with  such  additions  as  he 
might  deem  suitable  to  the  emergencies  of  the  occasion.  The  knights 
and  their  retainers  joined  in  the  service  as  far  as  they  were  able ;  but 
their  attention  was  soon  distracted  by  the  strange  sights  and  sounds 
which  appeared  to  be  elicited  by  this  godly  exercise.  At  first  they  heard 
wild  laughter,  then  hollow  murmurs,  then  yells  of  defiance,  and  lastly, 
groans  of  agony  and  shrieks  of  despair;  whilst  horrid  and  unmentionable 
shapes  of  barbiurous  and  obscene  wickedness  sprang  from  the  walls,  and 
either  took  refuge  in  the  innermost  dungeons,  or  fled  away  wailing 
through  the  sky. 

At  length  the  sun  arose ;  and  no  sooner  had  he  bathed  the  ebon  for- 
tress with  his  golden  light,  than  Sir  Ernest  and  the  priest  advanced  to 
one  of  the  gates.  The  holy  man  attempted  to  draw  the  sign  of  the 
cross  upon  tne  magic  portal;  bnt  ere  he  could  effect  his  object,  an  arrow 
from  a  neighbouring  loophole  stretched  him  lifeless  on  the  earth. 

''Base  villains!"  cried  the  old  knight,  ''we  demand  the  instant  libe- 
ration of  our  king  and  his  train,  or,  if  that  be  denied,  we  will  remain  here 
till  succours  arrive  su£Bcient  to  drag  every  stone  of  your  castle  away  by 
main  force." 

"  Most  devout  knight  and  self-appointed  generalissimo  of  the  tinkers, 
tailors,  and  cowards  of  King  Alured's  army,"  replied  Sir  Hildebrand  from 
a  lofty  battlement,  "  we  will  hold  no  parley  with  thee.  Sir  Alured,  Sir 
Eustace,  Sir  Amulph,  and  the  rest  of  our  gallant  guests  will  partake  of 
our  hospitality  untd  our  envoy  return  from  Arlstadt,  for  we  are  about  to 
despatch  a  messenger  to  the  prince  regent,  Sir  Reginald,  to  treat  of  our 
nuptials  with  the  Princess  Aleth^.  We  demand,  therefore,  a  safe  con- 
duct for  him  from  thy  self-elected  authority,  and  we  warn  thee  to  suspend 
hostilities  until  he  shall  have  returned." 

Sir  Ernest  was  fain  to  allow  the  baron's  request,  since  the  delay  which 
his  acceding  to  it  would  cause  might  give  time  for  succours  to  arrive. 
He  promised,  therefore,  to  give  Sir  Uildebrand*s  messenger  a  safe  conduct, 
but  without  binding  himself  to  abstain  from  hostilities. 
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FLORENCE     HAMILTON. 
By  Miss  Julia  Addison. 

AUTHOB  OF  "  THE  CURATE  OF  WILDXERE." 

Chapter  XVIII. 

Loth  was  the  other,  and  did  faint  throogh  feaie 
To  taste  th'  untryed  dint  of  deadly  Steele. — Fahrjf  Queau 

Wentworth  arrived  at  Elysium-terrace  punctually  to  the  hour  ap- 
pointed by  Silverdale,  whom  he  found  anywhere  but  in  Elydam. 

The  smaU  room  on  the  second  floor,  to  which  the  yisitor  mounted  by 
a  narrow  staircase,  was  close  and  dark,  and  had  a  disordered  and  un- 
comfortable air.  The  poet — ^his  rueful  countenance  resting  on  his  band 
— was  seated  at  a  rickety  table  strewed  with  books  and  manuscripts. 
He  rose  to  receive  Wentworth,  and,  after  the  exchange  of  a  few  civil 
speeches,  said,  tremulously, 

*'  As  the  time  is  short,  I  will  at  once  tell  you  my 

Plain  unvarnished  tale, 

if  you  will  listen  while  I  unfold 

Unnumbered  griefs,  immeasurable  woe." 

He  paused,  and  sighed ;  then  added,  abruptly,  ^'  In  the  first  place,  I  am 
in  love." 

"  I  suppose  60,"  said  Wentworth,  smiling;  "  for 

Chamelions  feed  on  light  and  air; 
Poets'  food  is  love  and  fame." 

"True;  aptly  quoted.     Well,  then,  1  have  a  rival." 

Wondering  what  this  was  to  lead  to,  Wentworth  waited  for  him  to 
proceed. 

"  Which  rival  and  I  are  going  to  fight" 

"  To  fight!"  repeated  Wentworth,  starting. 

Silverdale  related  the  circumstances  of  the  quarrel,  without  stating  the 
name  of  his  future  opponent. 

"  In  applying  to  you  in  this  matter,"  he  continued,  "  I  know  that  I 
address  myself  to  one  who  never  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  distress — who  never 
allowed  the  unhappy  to  plead  in  vain, — to  one 

Who,  not  content  with  that  poor  cordial  pity, 

Gives  to  a  noble  cause  his  heart,  his  arm,  his  itrength. 

His  courage,  valour,  energies,  and  powers. 

This,  by-the-by,  Captain  Wentworth,  is  a  quotation  from  *  Trombonius,* 
-—a  tragedy  of  mine  in  five  acts.  It  is  not  published,  but  if  you  would 
like  to  read  it  in  manuscript,  I  shall  be  happy  to  lend  it  yoo." 

Wentworth  bowed  his  acknowledgpnents  of  this  kind  offer,  of  which, 
however,  he  was  fiilly  determined  never  to  avail  himself,  and  reverted  to 
the  duel. 

"  Might  not  a  meeting  be  prevented,"  he  asked,  "  by  the  interYention 
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of  some  friend,  who  should  signify  that  you  would  accept  an  apology? 
Your  rival*s  anger  has  probably  cooled  by  this  time,  and  he  may  be  glad 
to  withdraw  the  challenge." 

Silverdale  shook  his  head. 

"  We  must  meet,"  he  answered.     "  My  dignity,  my  honour " 

"  Would  surely  not  be  compromised  by  the  course  I  recommend,"  in- 
terrupted Wentworth. 

''  He  would  think  me  cowardly  were  I  not  to  meet  him,"  persisted  the 
poet.  "  I  have  no  objection  to  my  second  making  overtures  of  peace 
on  the  ground,  though  I  think  it  most  unlikely  they  will  be  accepted. 
May  I  congratulate  myself  on  having  found  a  friend  to  aid  me  in  this 
doubtful  shock  of  arms?" 

"  Why,  really,"  said  Wentworth,  "  I  feel  most  unwilling  to  involve 
myself  in  an  amiir  of  this  sort,  and " 

"  Oh,  do  not — do  not  refuse  me !"  cried  the  poet,  piteously;  "  I  am 
lost,  ruined,  undone  if  you  do.  Upon  my  honour,  I  have  not  another 
friend  to  whom  I  can  apply." 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Wentworth,  moved  by  his  evident  distress,  "  if 
this  is  the  case,  of  course  I  will  not  refuse ;  but  I  own  that  I  accept  the 
office  with  great  reluctance." 

Silverdale  grasped  his  hand  in  speechless  gratitude. 

**  You  have  not  yet  told  me  the  name  of  your  rival,"  said  Wentworth. 

"  Sir  Robert  Craven !"  he  repeated,  when  Silverdale  had  informed 
him  ;  ''  then  I  fear,  indeed,  there  is  small  chance  of  a  reconciliation." 

He  fell  into  a  reverie  as  to  whether  Florence  could  be  the  lady  to 
whom  Silverdale  alluded.     The  poet  presently  roused  him  by  saying  : 

"  I  try  to  persuade  myself,  Captain  Wentworth,  that 

There  is  nothing  either  good  or  bad, 
But  thinking  makes  it  so. 

Yet  still  I  cannot  contemplate  this  duel  with  anything  like  calmness. 

It  is  not  that  I  fear  death — ^it  is  not  the  thought  that  I  shall,  in  all 

probability,  be 

Cut  off  e*en  in  the  blossom  of  my  days — 
No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head, 

which  appals  me,  but  it  is  the  idea  that  I  may  be  forced  to  leave  the 
world  beK)re  I  have  achieved  deathless  fame — ^before  I  have  placed  my 
name  for  ever  in  the  records  of  the  illustrious  of  the  earth,  that  makes 
me  ready  to  exclaim  with  the  royal  spectre — 

Oh,  horrible  !  oh,  horrible !  most  horrible  I 

There  is  still  a  favour  I  have  to  request  of  you,  Captain  Wentworth. 

If  one  of  those  , 

Leaden  messengers,  that  ride 
Upon  the  violent  speed  of  fire^ 

should  'fly  with  true  aim,'  and,  striking  this  £uthful  breast,  put  a 
sudden  end  to  all  the  hopes  and  fears,  joys  and  sorrows,  of  this  too 
susceptible  heart,  oh !  execute  my  last  wishes — carry  this  letter  to  her 

Whose  looks  are  my  soul's  food ; 
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bid  her  cherish  the  remembrance  of  him  who  loyed  '  too  fondly  and  too 
well ;'  bid  her  lament,  and  shed  *  the  tender  tear/  although 

Her  Cynthnuy  wrapped  in  eyerlasting  deep, 
Can  neither  hear  her  sigh  nor  see  her  weep ; 

tell  her,  that  his  last  faltering  accents  breathed  her  name ;  that,  bad  he 
lived Oh !  Captain  Wentworth,  I  can  bear  no  more.  The  sad  re- 
reflection  orercomes  me — 

I  am  lost  in  mournful  thinkings. 

By  this  time  to-morrow,  I  may  be 

Cold  as  the  deathlike,  icy,  marble  stone. 

That  in  the  silent,  dismal,  drear  churchyard, 

Oft  marks  a  once  loved  lost  one*s  last  lone  resting-place, 

as  Trombonius,  my  hero  says,  when  he  poisons  himself  and  his  whole 
army  in  despair,  on  hearing  that  Tqfania,  his  lady-love,  has  entered  a 
convent." 

As  the  poet  paused  for  breath,  Wentworth  endeavoured,  without 
wounding  his  feelings,  to  remind  him  that  there  were  other  thoughts 
more  worthy  to  engage  his  attention  at  a  period  when  he  believed  his 
life  to  be  in  danger,  and  that  he  might  shortly  be  in  a  state  which  would 
make  the  world  and  all  its  pleasures,  pursuits,  and  ambition,  appear  as 
vanity.  Silverdale  seemed  affected  for  a  moment ;  but  though  he  listened 
with  apparent  attention  to  his  friend's  kind  and  earnest  observations, 
Wentworth  feared  he  had  made  but  little  impression,  for  almost  as  soon 
as  he  ceased  speaking  the  poet  fell  into  another  rhapsody. 

Wentworth  sighed  as  he  thought  how  difficult,  now  almost  impossible 
it  is  suddenly  to  call  forth  true  religious  feelings  in  those  with  whom 
such  feelings  are  not  habitual — in  those  who,  to  use  the  beautiful  and 
expressive  language  of  the  Psalmist,  ^'  have  not  God  in  all  their 
thoughts;"  whose  hearts  do  not,  as  by  a  natural  impulse,  turn  to  Him  for 
comfort  in  all  their  sorrows,  and  in  gratitude  for  all  their  happiness. 

Our  hero  was  roused  from  these  reflections  by  hearing  his  companion 
say, 

"  As  to  this  aflmr  of  the  duel, 

The  trust  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence; 

and  my  comfort  is  in  the  kind  words,  good  wishes,  and  bright  eyes  of  my 
lady-love.  Oh,  Captain  Wentworth,  were  the  fair  Florence  unkind,  1 
should  be 

As  with  furies  surrounded, 

Despairing  confounded, 

instead  of  calmly  prepared  to  meet 

The  dread  encounter  and  the  aurfUl  trial. 

But  I  fear  you  have  not  yet  recovered  from  your  illness :  you  look  pale. 
Can  I  offer  you  anything  ?" 

"  No,  thank  you,"  replied  Wentworth.  "  Did  you  say  that  Florence — 
I  mean  Miss  Hamilton '' 

'*  Loved  me  ?'*  continued  the  poet.  "Thank  you  for  your  kind  interest 
in  the  affair.  She  has  not  yet  told  me  so.  But  she  has  given  me  strong 
reason  to  think  that  I  am  honoured  with  her  preference.  In  my  heart,  I 
believe  that  she  feels  for  me  a  stronger  interest  than  that  of  mere  friend- 
ship." 
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*'  It  is  so,  then,"  siud  Wentworth  to  himself.  ^^  Miss  Trimmer  was 
right  in  what  she  said  of  her  character.  And  Florence,  whom  I  believed 
as  near  perfection  as  any  human  being  could  be,  is  that  odious  and  con- 
temptible thing — a  coquette."         ^ 

While  Wentworth's  mind  was  occupied  with  these  thoughts,  Silverdale 
ran  on,  lamenting  his  unhappy  fate  in  being  obliged  to  fight  a  duel 
which  might  prematurely  deprive  the  world  of  his  genius,  and  expressing 
the  extreme  readiness  he  should  feel  to  die  but  for  this  reason,  until  a 
neighbouring  church  clock,  chiming  half-past  seven,  reminded  him  ihat 
it  was  time  to  start  for  Sedgefield  Common,  which  was  about  a  mile  be- 
yond the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

*<  I  have  yet  one  or  two  little  preparations  to  make,"  said  the  poet, 
nervously.  *^  This  letter  to  seal  and  direct,  and  a  few  manuscripts,  *  he 
added,  with  a  faltering  voice,  and  almost  in  tears,  **  which  I  should  like  to 
— to  take  a  last  look  at.  If  you  will  wdt  for  me  here  a  few  moments  I 
shall  be  greatly  obliged,  or  walk  on  and  1  will  follow  you,  calling  in  my 
way  for  the  surgeon  whom  I  have  asked  to  accompany  us." 

He  retired  to  a  little  inner  room,  and  Wentworth,  preferring  the  fresh 
air  to  a  close  and  heated  apartment,  chose  the  latter  alternative.  Quit- 
ting the  small,  lonely,  straggling  street,  he  proceeded  slowly  along  a 
narrow  suburban  road,  which  presently  brought  him  out  into  a  broad 
turnpike  one.  All  was  hot,  dusty,  and  stagnant  Not  a  leaf  stirred,  nor  was 
there  even  a  solitary  coach  or  traveller  passing.  A  short  distance  on  was 
a  stile  leading  to  some  fields,  through  which  a  but  little  frequented  foot- 
path conducted  to  Sedgefield  Common.  Here  Wentworth  paused,  and, 
leaning  on  the  stile,  stood  for  some  minutes  awaiting  Silverdale.  A 
hurried  footstep  coming  in  the  opposite  direction  from  the  town  caused 
him  to  look  up  and  see  Pemberton. 

''  You  here,  of  all  people,  Wentworth !"  exclaimed  his  friend. 

'^  I  might  say  the  same  to  you,"  answered  Wentworth,  with  a  slight 
smile.     "  Where  do  you  come  from  ?" 

^*  From  an  early  dinner  party.  I  have  just  dismissed  my  brother's 
carriage,  as  I  have  an  appointment  to  meet  a  person  near  here." 

^'  An  appointment !     How  strange  !'* 

"  You  would  think  it  still  more  strange,  my  dear  fellow,  if  you  knew 
all.  To  own  the  truth — which  I  would  not  do  to  any  one  but  yourself 
— I  am  about  to  be  involved  in  a  very  unpleasant  affair." 

"  What !     You  are  not  going  to  be  Craven's  second,  are  you  ?" 

Pemberton's  exclamation  of  surprise  was  followed  by  a  mutual  expla- 
nation ;  and  then  an  anxious  and  earnest  discussion  ou  the  quarrel  and 
its  probable  consequences. 

*'  I  regret  extremely  that  you  and  I  have  been  drawn  into  the  busi- 
ness," said  Pemberton.  '*  Sir  Robert  is  so  violent  and  implacable,  that 
I  feel  sure  all  our  attempts  to  settle  the  affair  quietiy  will  be  fruitless." 

**  We  will  do  all  we  can,'*  said  Wentworth.  "  Is  Craven  a  good 
shot?" 

'^  Capital.     I  have  often  practised  shooting  at  a  mark  with  him." 

^^  And  Silverdale  never  fired  a  pistol  in  his  life." 

"  Sir  Robert  knows  that,  and  is  quite  ready  to  take  advantage  of  it. 
He  is  not  a  really  brave  man." 

"No  one  so  mtensely  selfish  can  be.  Where  are  you  to  meet  Sir 
Robert?" 

VOL.  XIX.  2  u 
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<<  At  the  cornet  of  the  lane  a  little  further  oiu  As  he  comes  ia  his 
carmge^  we  take  the  circuitous  route^  instead  of  the  short  cut  across  die 
fields.  I  merely  walked  mp  and  do^  hoe  because  I  was  rather  toe 
soon.  Well,  we  must  hope  for  the  Jiest,  as  kind  friaods  always  advise 
oae  to  do  in  desperate  eases.  It  will  be  time  enough  to  be  nsiseiaUe  when 
CraTea  has  killed  Silv«^lale»  and  Charka  YTentwortli  and  Adolphnt 
Pemberton  are  arrested  and  indicted  lor  nding  and  abetting  the  cnBie 
of  wi^  murder.  With  which  cheerf ui  prospect  I  will  for  the  preeenl 
bid  you  farewdL" 

Chapteb  XIX. 

But  here  upon  this  earth  benesth, 
There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 
Together^  for  an  hour,  could  breathe. 

Lord  Btsok. 


It  was  a  sweet  and  lovely  scene,  and  one  peculiar  to  Elngiand — a  wild, 
loD^  common ;  in  some  places  gay  with  purple  heath,  sweet-scented 
thyme^  and  the  bright  gold^i  flowers  of  the  prickly  furze;  in  odieiB 
covered  with  a  rich  carpet  of  smooth  green  tur^  while  here  and  there  the 
ground  was  broken  into  rugged  and  picturesque  irregularitiesL 

The  calm  stillness  of  evening  reigned  around — ^not  a  leaf  stirred,  not 
a  sound  broke  the  peaceful  silence.  No  human  habitatioii  was  visible ; 
there  was  nothing  to  mark  the  presence  of  man  or  man's  hand ;  the  spot, 
in  all  probability^  remained  precisely  as  it  had  been  for  ages,  unchanged 
and  undisturbed.  Suddenly  the  sohtude  was  invaded  by  two  yoong  men, 
who^  their  minds  apparently  absorbed  in  some  weighty  matter,  walked  to 
and  fro  with  hurried  yet  cautious  steps,  occamonaHy  paosing^  and  kx^ii^ 
around,  as  though  watching  for  some  one  who  did  not  appear. 

*^  Wliat  the  devil  do  those  two  fellows  mean  by  keeping  us  waiting  m 
this  manner?*'  presently  exclaimed  one  of  them  in  irapalaent  and  angry 
tones.     ^  We  must  have  been  here  full  half  an  hour!" 

<*  No,"  said  his  companion,  glancing  at  his  watch,  '^  we  hacve  not  been 
here  ten  minutes  yet,  and  it  wants  five  of  the  appointed  time." 

^  You  are  wrong,"  said  the  first  speaker.     ''  I  tell  you  it  ia  past  eight" 

^Have  it  as  you  will,"  was  the  rejoinder.  ^'  I  am  in  no  humour  to 
dispute  with  you." 

*'  Well,  well,  don't  be  angry,  Pemberton ;  I  shall  hit  bins,  I  am  sure  I 
shall;  1*11  bet  you  twenty  to  one  upon  it.     Will  yon  take  the  wager?'' 

*'  No!"  rephed  Pemberton,  quite  disgusted,  axui  not  attempting  to  con- 
ceal his  feelings. 

'' Well,  W  Heaven  r  cried  Sir  Robert,  afier  a  short  pause, '' ^is  is  really 
too  bad  of  Silverdale.     Confound  him,  wl^  don't  he  come?" 

"  Don*t  swear,  Craven.  He  must  be  here  in  a  minute.  Yesi  I  see 
him  now  getting  over  that  gi^." 

Wentworth  and  Silverdale  were  accompanied  by  a  surgeon,  a  veiy 
young  man,  who  looked  much  frightened  and  extremely  nervous.  Bowing 
somewhat  distantly  to  Craven,  Wentworth  drew  Pemberton  a  Utile  on 
one  side  and  said, 

*'  I  am  commissioned  by  Mr.  Silverdale  to  offer  his  sincexe  apologies 
for  his  share  in  the  unfortunate  dispute  which  occurred  this  moming,  and 
to  say  that,  if  Sir  Robert  will  lecol  the  hasty  words  he  made  use  o^ 
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Silrerdale  is  ready  to  forgive  the  afiroQt  he  reoeived,  and  to  shake  hands 
with  his  intended  antagonbt." 

Pemberton  went  up  to  Sir  Robert,  and  spoke  with  him  for  some 
minutes,  at  the  end  of  which  tim#  he  returned  to  Wentworth,  who  saw, 
by  the  expression  of  his  face  before  he  spoke,  what  was  the  result  of  this 
overture. 

'' Craven  will  not  accept  8ilverdale*s  apolog^,^  said  Pemberton, 
^'  though  I  have  used  every  argument  in  my  power ;  nor  yet  admit  that 
he  was  at  all  to  Uame." 

Wentworth  communicated  this  to  SilverdaJe. 

''  There  is  nothing  for  it  but  fighting,  then,"  said  the  poet,  changing 
colour,  but  miJdng  an  effort  to  speak  with  firmness, 

'^  And  80  defend  me,  Heaven,  and  my  valour!" 

*^Come,  come,"  said  Sir  Robert,  ^do  not  let  us  lose  any  more  time; 
but  measure  the  ground,  and  let  us  proceed  to  business." 

The  seconds  stepped  out  twelve  paces,  and  having  loaded  the  pistols, 
were  about  to  place  them  in  the  hands  of  their  reqtectiTe  principals,  when 
Wentworth  exclaimed, 

^'  Stay  a  moment,  this  arrangement  will  not  do.  Silverdale  will  have 
the  sun  directly  in  his  foce." 

'*  Nonsense,  said  Craven,  impatiently.  ^'  The  sun  is  all  but  set;  it  can 
make  no  difference." 

''  Pemberton,  will  you  t^  Sir  Robert  he  must  not  interfere,"  aaid 
Wentworth. 

^'  He  is  right,"  said  Pend>erton,  addressing  the  baronet.  '^  You  must 
leave  it  to  us." 

*'  But  he  has  no  right  to  make  a  dday  about  nothing,"  said  Craven, 
who  was  aware  of  the  advantage  of  his  own  position. 

**  Come  beside  me  for  one  moment,  Pemberton,"  said  Wentworth,  ^  and 
you  will  see  that  a  person  placed  here  would  have  a  great  disadvantage." 

^'  Certainly,"  said  P^nberton.  '*  He  would  be  completely  blinded. 
Let  us  measure  twelve  paces  in  a  different  direction." 

Sir  Robert  muttered  an  oath. 

'*  Now  you  may  take  your  places,"  said  Pemberton. 

^*  Captain  Wentworth,  accept  my  warmest  gratitude  for  all  your  kind 
solicitude  and  your  exertions  in  my  cause,"  said  the  pale  and  trembling 
Silverdale.  Mr.  Pemberton,  I  tiiank  you  also — allow  me  to  shake  hands 
with  you." 

The  pistols  were  presented  to  them.  Sir  Robert  looked  fierce  and 
foil  of  confidence;  Silvenhde's  hand  was  so  unsteady  that  he  could 
scarcely  hold  his  pistol.  The  seconds  drew  back,  and  the  signal  waa 
given.  The  rivals  fired  at  the  same  moment.  Silverdale  instantly  felL 
Sir  Robert  uttered  a  cry  of  pain,  and  dropped  his  pistol. 

^  Come  this  way,"  he  cned  to  the  surgeon,  ^  and  see  what  is  the 
matter." 

The  surgeon  obeyed,  and  found  that  Silverdale^s  ball  had  lodged  in 
his  right  arm. 

^Let  Mr.  Smith  come  here,"  said  Wentworth,  who  was  standbig 
beside  Silverdale. 

<'Good  Godi  he  is  not  killed,  is  he?"  said  Pemberton,  boking  at  die 
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unfortunate  poet,  who  lay  perfectly  senseless,  his  coimtenance  ghastly 
pale,  and  half  covered  with  blood. 

The  surgeon  examined  him,  and  soon  announced  that  he  was  not 
seriously  hurt.  The  bullet  had  grazed  his  forehead,  and  he  had  swooned, 
probably  from  the  fright. 

*^  I  wish  we  had  a  little  water,"  said  Mr.  Smith. 

^  I  think  I  can  get  some,"  said  Femberton.  ''  There  is  a  brook  not  tcij 
far  off.*' 

"  Only  a  scratch  on  the  face,"  said  Sir  Robert.  "  I  am  sorry  he  has 
got  off  so  easily.     Hang  it,  how  painful  my  arm  is !" 

Mr.  Smith  recommended  him  to  return  to  his  carriage,  and  he  was 
in  the  act  of  departing,  accompanied  by  the  surgeon,  when  a  faint  and 
half-suppressed  cry  of  alarm  made  him  pause  and  look  round.  Went- 
worth  looked  round  also,  and  beheld  within  a  few  yards  of  him,  her 
hands  clajsped,  and  her  face  pale  with  surprise  and  terror  at  the  scene 
which  met  her  view,  the  figure  of  Florence  Hamilton. 

Before  he  had  recovered  the  presence  of  mind  of  which  the  sight  of 
this  unexpected  apparition  had  for  a  few  seconds  deprived  him,  a  load 
chorus  of  female  screams  was  heard,  and  a  moment  afterwards,  Lady 
Louisa  Tufton,  closely  foUowed  by  Miss  Trimmer,  the  three  Misses  Mum- 
ford,  their  cousins,  and  little  Adela,  came  over  a  g^p  in  a  neighbouring 
hedge,  and  joined  the  g^up. 

On  seeing  the  melancholy  condition  of  the  hapless  Silverdale,  Lady 
Louisa,  with  the  most  frantic  gestures  and  lamentations,  threw  herself  on 
the  ground  by  his  side.  The  rest  of  the  party  stood  still  and  speechless, 
with  the  exception  of  Miss  Trimmer,  who  ran  from  one  person  to  an- 
other, popring  forth  vociferous  exclamations  of  surprise  and  concern, 
which  no  one  listened  to,  and  asking  innumerable  questions,  which  no 
one  answered. 

In  a  few  moments  Sir  Robert  approached  Florence,  and,  pausing  at  a 
short  distance  from  her,  said, 

'*  Miss  Hamilton,  you  are  just  come  in  time  to  witness  a  scene  of 
bloodshed  and  confusion ;  and,  let  me  tell  you,  that  it  is  all  owing 
solely  to  you — to  your  heartless   coquetry.     You — you  are  the  cause 

of  all  r 

Having  said  these  words  he  turned  away,  beckoned  to  the  surgeon  to 
follow  him,  and  was  departing,  when  Florence  exclaimed, 

''Stop,  Sir  Robert!  What  can  you  mean?  I  the  cause  of  this  I 
Explain  yourself,  I  beg,  I  command  you!" 

*'  There  is  no  need  of  explanation,"  s^d  Craven.  "  It  is  enough  to 
say — yes,  and  I  repeat  it — that  you  were  the  cause  of  this  quarrel.  You 
might  at  this  moment  have  had  the  loss  of  two  lives  to  answer  for." 

''  Good  gracious,  how  shocking!"  exclaimed  Miss  Mumford,  who,  like 
all  the  rest  of  the  ladies,  thought  that  Silverdale  was  dead. 

"  Mercy  upon  us,  how  dreadful !"  exclaimed  Miss  Priscilla  Mumford. 

''  I  am  sure  there  is  some  mistake,"  said  their  sister  Gertrude. 

''  Oh,  unhappy  day!  Oh,  hour  of  thorrow  and  mithfortune  !*'  cried  Miss 
Trimmer,  wringing  her  hands  pathetically.     **  Oh,  my  dear  FloreothI" 

''  It  is  false!"  exclaimed  Florence.  ^'  I  know  nothing  of  your  quarreL 
Sir  Robert,  it  is  wrong,  unpardonable  of  you  to  say  so.** 

^'I  say  the  truth,"  replied  Craven,  doggedly,  and  again  turning  to 
depart. 
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"  Sir  Robert!"  cried  Florence,  "  I  insist  on  being  told  what  you  mean 
— on  having"  my  character  vindicated." 

"  I  will  tell  you,  then,"  said  Sir  Robert,  approaching  a  step  nearer. 
"  Can  you  deny  that  you  gave  that  man  a  rose — one  of  my  roses — this 
morning  ?  Answer.  Can  you  deny  that?  You  gave  it  him  as  a  proof 
of  y oar  favour!" 

"  As  a  proof  of  favour !"  repeated  Florence.  "  I  do  deny  it  most  posi- 
tively. I  admit  that  I  gave  Mr.  Silverdale  a  rose  when  he  asked  for  one; 
but  only  out  of  politeness,  and  as  a  matter  of  course,  because  he  seemed 
to  wish  for  a  flower.  And  now,  what  connexion  has  this  with  your 
quarrel  ?" 

"  Only  this,"  retorted  the  baronet — "  that  it  was  the  sole  and  entire 
cause  of  it." 

**  Sir  Robert!"  cried  Florence,  much  distressed,  "this  is  absurd — im- 
possible !" 

*^  It  may  be  so,"  said  Craven,  ironically,  "  but  I  must  be  allowed  to 
have  my  own  opinion  on  that  subject.  And  now  I  can  stay  arguing  no 
longer,  for  my  arm  b  dreadfully  punful.     Come,  Mr.  Smith." 

"  I  never  heard  anything  to  equal  this  in  all  my  life,"  said  Miss 
Mumford,  as  Sir  Robert  walked  away. 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Miss  Priscilla. 

"It  ith,  indeed,  incomprehenthibly  extraordinary,  and  harrowingly 
dithtracting,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  with  yet  greater  pathos.  "  Oh !  my 
dear  Floreuth!" 

Florence  turned  from  them  to  Wentworth.  Her  earnest,  inquiring, 
yet  timid  glance,  said,  as  plainly  as  a  look  could  say,  *'  May  I  have  the 
consolation  of  knowing  that  you  do  not  believe  Sir  Robert's  accfisation — 
that  you  do  not  think  me  heartless  or  a  coquette  ?" 

Wentworth  understood  the  appeal,  and  coldly  averted  his  eyes  when 
she  fixed  hers  on  his  face.  Grieved  and  disappointed,  for  this  slight  but 
expressive  action  told  his  feeling  as  well  or  better  than  words,  Florence 
stooped  hastily  down,  and  seemingly  occupied  herself  with  her  little  sister, 
that  he  might  not  see  how  much  she  was  affected  by  this  unkindness 
from  one  who,  she  not  unnaturally  thought,  should  have  known  her 
character  better  than  to  be  so  easily  prejudiced  against  her. 

Before  she  had  had  time  to  dwell  long  on  these  reflections,  her 
attention  was  drawn  to  Lady  Louisa  Tufton,  who  continued  to  lie  weeping 
on  the  ground,  notwithstanding  the  efforts  made  by  the  Misses  Mumford 
and  Miss  Trimmer  to  raise  her  up  and  comfort  her. 

Wentworth  now  discovering,  from  an  exclamation  she  uttered,  that 
she  believed  Silverdale  to  be  dead,  hastened  to  undeceive  her.  He  had 
scarcely  done  so,  when  they  heard  the  sepulchral-sounding  voice  of  the 
poet  faintly  exclaim, 

*^  Where  am  I,  Heaven? — on  earth  again !" 

and  that  gentleman,  slowly  raising  himself  from  his  recumbent  position 
his  face  and  hair  besmeared  with  blood,  opened  his  eyes,  and  gazed  around 
him  with  a  half-stupified  air.  Lady  Louisa  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy, 
and  sank  back  in  a  graceful  and  picturesque  attitude  into  the  arms  of 
Miss  Trimmer.  Still  confused,  and  doubtful  as  to  the  reality  of  the 
objects  he  saw  around  him,  Silvei'dale,  whose  mind  was  so  imbued  with 
poetry — good,  bad,  and  indifferent, — and  who  was  so  accustomed  to 
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express  all  his  feelings  in  verse,  that  it  had  hecome  more  natural  to  him 
than  prose,  exclaimed,  in  the  words  of  Lord  Byron, 

^  Do  I  breathe: 
Can  this  be  still  the  earth  beueath. 
The  sky  abore,  and  men  aromid?'' 

At  this  moment  two  other  personages  made  their  appearance.  One 
was  Mr.  Simon  Mumford,  the  other  a  tall  and  fashionable-looking  man 
of  about  five  and  forty,  whose  manners  and  bearing  were  characterised 
by  extreme  self-importance.  His  countenance  was  disagreeable,  almost 
repulsive,  both  in  features  and  expression.  The  eyes  were  grey  and 
piercing,  with  something  sinister  and  imderhand  in  their  glance ;  the  nose 
was  long  and  hooked ;  the  mouth  and  lower  part  of  the  face  coarse  and 
ill-formed.  His  thick,  stiff  black  hair  was  corled  and  arranged  with 
scrupulous  care,  as  were  also  a  large  pair  of  whiskers,  whilst  the  style  of 
his  dress  betokened  vanity  and  love  of  display, 

Wentworth  was  the  first  to  perceive  the  new  comers,  who  were  ad- 
vancing towards  the  group  of  which  he  formed  a  part,  from  the  same 
direction  that  Florence  and  the  rest  of  the  ladies  had  followed  a  short 
time  before. 

But  what  crowds  of  varying  emotions,  of  painful  feelings,  did  the  sight 
of  this  stranger  awaken  in  his  mind.  The  image  of  his  fondly  loved 
mother,  dying  forsaken  and  broken-hearted,  was  before  him;  he  aaw 
again  in  imagination  the  halls  of  his  ancestors ;  dim  recoUections  of  his 
childhood,  of  the  sorrow  which  had  clouded  his  early  youth — all  thronged 
upon  his  memory,  chasing  each  other  in  quick  succession  like  the  indistiDct 
and  flitting  visions  of  a  feverish  dream. 

'^  What  can  bring  this  man  here,  and  how  am  I  to  behave  towazdi 
him?"  Wentworth  asked  himself,  when  the  first  surprise  was  over. 
^  What  strange  chance  has  thus  thrown  us  together  ?  He  has  not  yet 
observed  me.  That  is  fortunate.  I  should  have  been  sorry  had  he  wit- 
nessed my  agitation.    Would  1  could  avoid  him — but  that  is  impossible!'' 

To  Wentworth's  great  relief  however,  the  stranger,  though  he  eyed 
him  for  nearly  half  a  minute  in  a  sharp  and  scrutinising  manner,  did  not 
acknowledge  their  previous  acquaintance  by  word  or  look. 

'*  How  well  he  dissimulates,"  said  Wentworth  to  himselE  ''Who  would 
think,  firom  his  behaviour,  that  he  and  I  had  been  for  yean  inmates  of  the 
same  house, — ^that  he  had  sworn  eternal  friendship  to  me  ?  Well,  whatever 
may  be  the  cause,  I  am  thankful  to  him  for  behaving  thus,  for  it  epsm 
me  some  embarrassment ;  and  perhaps  it  is  better  that  we  should  appear 
strangers." 
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A  BIOGKAPHT. 

^I^e  FesttbuU 

Chapter  VI. 

Seated  in  a  small  octagonal  room,  in  each  compartment  of  whicb 
there  were  hookshelves  sunk  within  cedar  panels,  with  a  few  cabLoet  pic- 
tiures  ranged  on  each  side  of  them,  we  spoke  of  Dione.  The  conversa- 
tion changed ;  I  praised  Adora  for  her  fiadth  and  love  in  yielding  herself 
up  to  my  protection ;  and  as  she  listened  to  these  things  her  eyes  beamed 
with  delight ;  the  union  of  smile  and  sigh  expressed  the  bliss  which  such 
allusion  caused  her  to  feel.  Our  joy  was  unalloyed,  except  when  at 
times,  like  a  sudden  breeze  passing  over  ripening  corn-fields,  a  bitterness 
stole  over  the  memory  of  my  career;  and  even  that  was  pidliated  within 
my  conscience  by  good  resolutions  respecting  the  future  :  the  shade,  as  it 
passed,  hastened  on  by  the  forth-bursting  light  of  Adora's  smile,  which 
was  rarely  long  absent. 

I  learned  that  the  cousin  of  ^thra,  the  cavalier  introduced  to  me  aa 
such,  was  her  lover — that  first  lover  of  whose  early  connexion  with  her 
affections  she  had  recounted  the  history.  She  had  poured  the  same  nar- 
ration more  than  once  into  Adora*s  ear,  which  showed  her  to  be  a  woman 
of  loose  tongue,  and  in  whose  mind  the  idea  of  love  was  ever  foremost. 
Her  reserved  yet  attractive  manners  towards  men  were  with  her  the 
glow-worm's  lamp,  nightly  held  forth  to  light  the  lover  to  her  bower. 

I  seized  this  oppoftunity  to  apprise  Adora  of  the  particulars  of  my 
life,  impelled  by  conscience  to  cement  our  union  by  mental  bonds,  none 
of  which  are  stronger  than  those  of  confidence.  Similar  feelings  and 
opinions  form  strong  ties,  but  they  are  ties  of  sympathy  only — the  heart's 
function  ;  while  confidence,  by  the  constant  contact  of  heart  itself  with 
heart,  gives  rise  to  both  union  of  substance  and  identity  of  souL 

In  these  concessions,  however,  my  history  was  not  the  same  as  that 
which  the  searching  affinity  of  Pulci*s  eye  for  sin  had  drawn  from  me: 
oh,  that  full-orbed  gaze  of  sorrow  when  I  made  omission  of  the  truth ! 
It  was  irresistible.  Its  excessive  purity  drew  out  of  me  the  wickedness 
entire,  and  seemed  to  neutralise  it  as  it  came  forth,  as  a  poison  is  made 
inert  by  some  innocuous  element.  Such  is  the  virtue  of  a  confessor  like 
Pulci,  whose  look  was  as  a  glass  in  which  the  sinner  rejoiced  to  reflect  his 
entire  being,  and  in  words  to  verify  the  image ;  whose  smile  was  the 
will  of  the  holy.  He  inherited  the  spirit  which  whispered,  ''Come 
unto  me  all  ye  that  are  weary  and  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest" 

I  acknowledge  that  the  confessions  I  made  to  Adora  were  not  like  what 
I  poured  into  his  ear.  When  I  narrated  my  life  to  her,  I  boasted  not  of 
vain  motives ;  I  dared  not ;  but  told  the  whole  as  a  history  of  my  mis- 
fortimes.  My  passion  for  die  good  and  beautiful — for  herself,  engendered 
in  me  so  intense  a  desire  for  the  possession  of  those  qualities  in  myseli^ 
that,  as  I  told  my  tale,  I  avoided  and  shuddered  at  what  had  really  hap- 
pened, and  adopted  the  language  of  that  whi^  should  have  been.  I  felt 
that  I  might  ever  have  acted  rightly ;  that  th|^  light  to  have  done  so  had 
been  within  me,  though  I  did  wrong ;  and  theretore  to  acknowledge  the 
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wrong  would  have  been  to  emblazon  my  worse  deeds  to  the  injury  of  my 
better  nature,  and  give  Adora  a  false  impression  of  my  character  through 
pictures,  drawn  after — ^not  itself — ^but  its  lamented  errors. 

Such,  then,  was  my  sophistry ;  I  was  in  a  state  of  transition,  thou^ 
it  was  my  glorious  passion  for  the  pure  Adora  which  led  me  into  self- 
deception.  She  listened  to  me  with  the  white  garment  of  sinless  love 
thrown  over  her ;  through  her  I  ascended  from  the  appreciation  of  human, 
to  that  of  divine  beauty;  taught,  as  I  advanced,  a  new  adoration  of 
things  good,  and  ever,  as  I  related,  I  received  from  her  a  sense  of  right — 
a  sense  accordant  with  roy  more  exalted  spirit,  and  its  deep  foundations. 
I  oueht  to  have  then  told  the  truth — to  have  acknowledged  her  bene- 
ficial influence  upon  me,  and  have  repented  of  the  evil  before  appro- 
priating the  good ;  but  I  could  not ;  my  wickedness  was  too  monstrous 
and  incredible ;  and  as  I  saw  it  not  all  in  the  dark  hues  I  see  it  now,  bat 
rather  still  perceived  some  loftiness  of  purpose  in  the  midst  of  it,  might 
I  not  even  have  boasted,  and  have  thus  aoubly  degraded  myself  before 
one  in  whose  eyes  I  aspired  to  rise  too  high  ? 

I  have  hardly  yet  explained  my  state  of  mind.  In  the  world  we 
observe  ourselves  daily  inoifferent  in  our  behaviour  towards  those  of  small 
repute,  but  anxious  to  appear  to  best  advantage  before  the  great.  When 
we  are  to  meet  the  learned,  we  are  apt  to  prepare  ourselves  to  con- 
verse with  them ;  and  what  we  have  acqmred  to-day,  to  pass  off  as  a 
part  of  our  old  stock  of  knowledge.  So  with  the  good  as  with  the 
learned,  the  virtues  we  appreciate  to-day  for  the  first  time,  we  apply  to 
the  past,  as  if  their  origin  were  immemorial. 

Intellectual  crimes  are  the  most  immoral  after  all !  The  crimes  of  sen- 
timent are  disguised  by  emotion,  and  sometimes  not  discovered  until  too 
late;  the  impulse  which  accompanies  them  seems  their  natural  guide;  but 
the  intellectual  criiAe,  cold  and  visible,  is  not  committed  involuntarily,  nor 
IB  it  unperceived  at  the  time  of  its  perpetration. 

To  my  evil  ^nius,  Thanatos,  I  could  even  at  that  time  have  made  a 
parade  of  vice;  nim  I  still  hated;  but  to  Ippolito,  my  genius  of  good,  I 
could  never  have  told  a  lie;  I  had  no  motive  to  raise  myself  in  his  good 
opinion  ;  he  was  as  a  child  to  me.  I  was  therefore  silent  before  him,  ex- 
cept when  genuine  truth  had  occasion  to  gush  from  my  breast.  How 
strange  was  the  position  of  Adora  between  these! 

Thus  I  proceed  with  my  life,  the  longest  work  I  have  ever  written ;  the 
task,  like  a  delicious  soliloquy  in  which  the  reaction  of  being  surpasses  the 
action  in  enjoyment,  coming  back  in  a  gentle  stream,  no  longer  wearing 
its  toilsome  way  through  rock,  no  more  the  devotion  of  to-day  to  the  dis- 
covery of  to-morrow,  but  a  history  complete;  a  testimony  of  independent 
existence  in  the  past ;  the  procession  of  a  soul  over  a  plain  of  snadows, 
where  the  form  is  recorded  in  the  void. 

The  pen  is  a  companion;  instinct  with  power,  like  a  wand  it  conjures 
up  the  torms  of  thought,  and  in  a  moment  the  chamber  of  memory  is  like 
a  nail  at  sunrise,  exchanging  its  shadows  for  armed  knights,  on  whose  un- 
conscious mmdeur  the  grey  light  glances.  In  that  chamber  the  thoughts 
appear ;  they  are  there  again,  not  wavering  as  oF  old,  not  altered  by  per- 
suasive look,  nor  by  ma^c-teeming  word;  not  lured  by  pleasure,  but  un- 
changeable thenceforth. 

How  necessary  to  happiness  is  the  past ;  better  almost  would  man  be 
with  no  idea  of  the  future  than  without  memory!  He  to  whom  the  future 
were  a  blank  would  inhabit  the  past  with  backward  hope;  would  ofifer  up 
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his  prospects  to  antiquity,  and  find  a  paradise  in  classic  Irnd,  still  looking 
behind  at  the  eternal. 

My  life,  as  it  retoms  npon  me,  comes  back  like  music  heard  in  sleep: 
the  harmony  ever  consistent  amid  the  most  varied  intonation,  the  plain- 
tive notes  bursting  forth  as  with  surprise.  Grief  now  preval^  * ;  it  is 
deep  and  unpresuming ;  now  it  'vanishes,  and  is  a  silence,  such  a*^  might 
have  created  worlds!  A  few  soft  murmurs  sigh;  they  sigh  again  ;  and  a 
new  silence  holds  hope  suspended  in  its  breath.  The  tale  begins,  and 
sorrow  becomes  grander  than  before,  in  the  midst  of  dissonant  anguish 
and  reproof;  it  stops,  and  sorrow  is  felt  alone.  Then  persisting  once 
more  through  the  reviving  war  of  sounds,  it  has  power  to  enforce  its 
melody :  the  louder  the  discord  which  pursues  it,  the  more  irresistible  is 
its  appeal.  Oh,  gentle  strain  to  be  so  ravishing  that  the  invisible  heart  is 
thus  stolen ! 

My  life  from  first  to  last  was  thus  elevated  and  sustmned  :  it  returns 
upon  me  as  I  write,  not  as  it  appears  to  the  vulj^r  who  peruse,  a  mere 
narration,  but,  like  a  continual  hymn,  such  as  fills  the  mind  of  mighty 
composers  while  they  mark  down  in  silence  their  wondrous  music. 

Chapter  VII. 

**  Where  is  Ippolito?" 

"  Not  yet  returned  from  Florence,"  said  Adora. 

I  paoea  the  room  with  inquietude;  for  some  days  past  I  had  been  ex* 
pecting  my  brother  and  Musonio,  in  quest  of  whom  the  former  had  left 
the  castle.  My  labours  were  interrupted,  my  health  began  again  to  sufier, 
and  I  was  restless  to  pursue  the  inquiry  wmch  the  discovery  of  the  sphinx 
had  suggested. 

^*  Let  us  walk  to  the  village,  and  visit  the  wives  of  the  peasants,"  said 
Adora,  who  saw  my  uneasiness. 

We  set  out  at  once  on  our  walk,  taking  the  road  by  the  convent,  a 
building  which  was  about  a  mile  distant,  and  crossing  me  water  to  the 
heath  on  which  the  village  stood. 

^'  See  you  that  fig^ure  at  the  cottage  door  ?"  I  sud. 

*^  My  eyes  have  been  fixed  on  it  for  some  minutes,"  replied  Adora. 

"  I  know  that  man  of  powerful  frame — of  eye  restless  and  piercing,  of 
head  and  face  the  finest  ever  seen — it  must  be  he." 

**  To  whom  allude  you  ?" 

'^  You  know  him,  too ;  he  saw  yon  in  your  childhood,  and  was  the 
first  who  brought  your  name  to  Itely — the  first  to  utter  it  in  your  bro- 
ther's ear." 

"  You  excite  my  curiosity  in  speaking  so  of  one  who  has  not  3ret 
turned  his  face  this  way ;  and  even  now  he  disappears  without  regaitl- 
ing  lis." 

*'  He  has  seen  us  though  he  has  not  looked ;  he  has  used  the  eyes  of 
others.    I  see  it  in  the  manner  of  his  disappearance.'* 

"  Who  is  this  stranger  ?" 

*'  One  whom  I  love,  but  dread  to  see ;  yet  he  will  come  when  least  ex- 
pected, and  go  when  most  desired  to  stay.'' 

^  Should  I  know  his  name?" 

^  His  name  may  have  been  never  known  te  you;  he  tells  it  to  few." 

^  What  sort  of  man  is  this  of  whom  you  speak  so  strangely?" 
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*'  He  is  kind,  without  showing  sympathy ;  clever,  without  being  Tain ; 
and  strong,  without  display  ;  he  loved  Giuditta.'* 

We  reached  a  cottage  :  Adora,  observing  my  agitation,  had  allowed 
the  topic  to  drop.  We  entered  the  door;  absorbed  in  painful  reflections, 
I  failed  at  first  to  notice  that  it  was  a  house  which  I  had  twice  visited-— 
once  with  my  mother,  and  on  the  same  day  with  my  fiather,  when,  as  if 
in  anticipation  of  my  taste  for  living  art,  1  conducted  him  to  the  presence 
of  a  dying  mother,  whose  child  lay  dead  in  her  chamber.  All  traces  of 
that  scene  were  swept  away,  except  in  the  record  which  nature  had  made 
of  it  upon  the  page  of  memory — a  page  which  in  me  was  illixitrated  in 
enduring  colours.  It  was  a  melancholy  revival  of  days  ever  yomig, 
though  of  old,  and  I  dwelt  not  on  it  long.  I  looked  inside,  where  stood 
a  woman  whose  face  and  limbs  were  withered,  and  whose  blighted  eyes 
had  only  the  vacant  look  of  blindness  left ;  she  rose  to  salute  us,  ad- 
vancing obliquely,  with  upraised  palm,  to  the  door  at  which  we  lin* 
gered. 

'*  Oh,  it  is  the  dear  young  lady,"  said  the  crone,  as  she  stood  on  tip« 
toe,  and  peered  into  Adora's  face ;  ^^  bless  her,  for  she  has  given  me  my 
daily  meat  and  drink.  I  am  well  now ;  but  before  she  came,  the  fledi  was 
melting  from  my  breast" 

As  she  said  this  she  patted  her  chest,  and  drew  in  a  deep  breath,  wiiile 
the  look  of  her  eye  became  still  more  abstracted  than  befOTa. 

^^  May  our  Holy  Lady  bless  you  !  I  am  quite  well  now,  and  will  take 
no  more  physic  from  that  wicked  man.  Last  night,"  pursued  she,  in  a 
whisper,  '*  I  had  a  vicious  dream.  Methougfat  my  doctor  came,  and  he 
must  bleed  me.  Now,  listen ; — he  tied  my  arm  and  cot  me  ;  the  blood 
spurted  to  the  ceiling — and  that  meant  slander;  for  when  he  has  cut  me 
before  the  blood  would  never  coma." 

She  remained  mute  and  motionless  for  a  time,  when  her  lips  again 
moved. 

**  Slander  is  bad,**  said  the  crone ;  '^  but  I  still  slept,  and  next  I  dreamed 
that  a  woman  came  to  pay  me  money,  but  instead  of  silver  she  brought  it 
all  to  me  in  copper  coins ;  so  I  said  to  myself,  I  know  what  tins  all  is — ^it 
means  deceit.  And  when  I  awoke  I  said  to  myself— deceit  and  shmder. 
1  know  what  this  all  means ;  the  neighbours  are  jealous  because  the 
lady  has  brought  me  meat  and  drink.  So  away  they  go  to  the  dear 
good  lady  to  blacken  me  in  her  eyes,  and  that  is  slander ;  and  away  they 
go  to  the  wicked  doctor,  and  persuade  him  to  poison  me;  that  is  deeat'' 

And  her  mouth  foamed  from  excitement  as  she  spoke. 

^*  They  want  me  away,  but  I  have  found  them  out  in  my  dream." 

We  in  vain  endeavowred  to  assure  her  she  was  mistaken ;  the  delosioB 
had  taken  fast  possession  of  her  mind. 

To  divert  her  from  the  subject  I  inquired  her  age. 

"  Why  I  will  tell  you,"  replied  she ;  "  I  am  two  years  older  than  my 
dear  brother,  and  when  he  was  killed  he  was  twenty-five,  and  that  is  thir^ 
years  ago." 

«  How  was  he  killed  T 

*^  There  were  only  us  two  left,**  she  said,  in  reply  to  my  questioo  ;  '^  he 
was  a  fine  young  man,  and  always  so  g^ood  to  me.  He  was  a  aoUaac^  so 
brave  and  so  fond  of  his  duty  ;  and,  poor  fellow,  he  used  to  look  so  well ! 
He  had  a  fine  horse — a  noble,  spirited  horse — and  he  was  riding,  and^Bll 
backwards  while  his  horse  reared ;  and  the  beast  came  back  with  him,  and 
fell  on  his  poor  breast,  and  that  bn>ke  lua  heart"  .     . 


ST.  YEBONICA;  OB,  THE  ORDEAL  OF  PIBE.  547 

I  concealed  the  emotion  winch  her  narrative  caused  me,  and  inquired 
who  the  person  was  who  had  just  left,  for  the  aspect  of  the  man  still 
haunted  my  thoughts. 

*'  Nohody  knows  who  he  is,  or  where  he  comes  from.  He  has  heea 
here  for  many  weeks.  He  lives  with  the  cottagers  hereabout,  and  goes 
into  the  fields  with  the  men.  He  sleeps  on  the  floor,  and  often  in  th« 
open  air.  He  talks  as  we  do,  and  not  like  my  lord  and  lady.  He  makes 
us  tell  him  all  that  we  have  ever  heard,  all  the  nonsense  thit  our  &thers 
told  us,  and  their  Others  before  them ;  for  nonsense  it  is,  my  lord  and 
lady,  though  every  word  is  true.  And  he  asks  us  to  sing  to  him  the  songs 
which  we  learnt  in  our  childhood." 

At  this  moment  he  appeared — it  was  Angus. 

'^  I  have  seen  your  sphinx,"  said  he,  without  salutation  ;  ^'  you  have 
some  carious  remains  hereabout,  and  they  are  worthy  of  your  attention. 
The  old  Etruscans  lived  in  great  numbers  within  these  parts,  and  they 
buried  their  dead  in  splendour.  If  you  search,  you  may  depend  upon 
finding  some  of  their  tombs  here.  I  hear,  however,  that  you  are  about 
to  excavate  in  quest  of  these  very  sepulchres."  He  added,  <*  It  is  my 
intention  to  be  with  you  shortly.''  He  then  walked  away,  without 
looking  round,  and  ere  long  disappeared  among  the  trees. 

"  He  heard  about  that  from  some  of  our  people,"  observed  the  old 
woman.  '*  The  shepherd  who  lives  next  door  told  him  that  the  old  folks 
used  to  say  we  were  living  on  the  top  of  the  graves  of  those  whose  dress 
and  language  were  different  from  our  own;  and  said  that  there  were  bits 
of  their  spears  and  monuments  in  the  stream.  When  he  heard  all  this,  he 
mounted  nis  beautiful  horse,  and  no  one  saw  him  more  for  many  days ; 
when  at  last  they  found  him  in  the  torrent,  near  the  north  stops  of  the 
castle,  taking  large  stones  out  of  the  water,  and  looking  into  them  as  if 
they  had  been  alive." 

I  took  leave  of  La  Carita,  for  such  was  the  beldame's  name,  and  walked 
towards  home  with  Adora,  my  breast  disturbed  by  emotions  not  a  little 
various ;  not  mortified  at  the  abruptoess  of  Angus,  whose  nature  I  under- 
stood, but  thoughtful  of  the  injury  I  had  done  him  unawares. 

I  had  been  suddenly  penetrated  with  a  deep  interest  in  that  old  woman. 
La  Carita.  As  she  told  her  plain  tale,  and  gave  expression  to  honest  feel- 
ings, I  looked  at  her  intently,  and  ssdd,  *'  What  is  there  here  to  excite  Adora's 
love  ?"  I  looked  at  the  features,  withered  up  prematurely ;  at  the  depart- 
ing vision  of  her  eyes ;  and  began  to  get  a  glimpse  of  what  it  was  that 
acted  magically  on  another's  heart,  though  little  at  the  time  on  mine.  All 
about  her,  poor  soul!  had  gone  into  neglect  and  decay,  but  she  was  of  our 
race.  The  forehead  was  such  as  only  deathless  soul  could  occupy ;  the  eyes, 
though  almost  untenanted,  were  snaped  on  the  human  model;  the  noee, 
the  mouth,  the  chin,  the  cheeks,  all  these  differed  but  in  age  from  what 
is  most  lovely  to  behold.  As  I  still  looked,  sympathy — ^a  feeling  ever  ex- 
pressive of  relationship— crossed  my  heart.  I  knew  well  that  God  loved 
that  woman,  and  I  determined  not  to  take  my  eyes  from  her  until  I  felt 
the  reason  why  He  did  soothe  reason  why  Adora  also  loved  her.  I 
looked,  and  she  grew  young  and  beautiful,  but  that  did  not  satisfy  me. 
I  looked  again,  and  as  sne  spoke  of  her  brother's  heart  being  mechanically 
broken,  while  her  own,  gaping  like  an  earthquake,  was  morally  rent,  a 
strong  light  dawned  on  me.  I  beheld,  coneealed  within  all  those  un« 
couth  features,  a  sensitive  spirit^  awkward  only  because  seen  through  so 
coarse  a  mask  of  clay,  but,  as  known  to  itsdf  and  its  Creator,  of  the  finest 
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and  purest  essence.  It  was  the  unpolished  gem  of  priceless  value,  wfai<;li 
outwardly  gave  no  sign  of  worth,  while  within  it  blazed  like  the  sapphire 
with  its  own  fires.  I  was  convinced,  for  the  first  time,  that  her  feelings 
were  like  my  own ;  that  they  glowed  in  richest  colours,  and  were  influ- 
enced by  affinities  divine.  But,  thought  I,  this  is  not  all ;  this  genuine 
soul  is  weighed  down  by  sorrows,  unsupported  by  sympathies,  confounded 
with  the  features,  which,  neglected  and  decayed,  have  no  power  left  to  ex- 
press it^  beauty,  which,  when  they  depict  its  grief,  so  mild  and  lovely 
within,  set  up  a  sign  without  almost  frightful  to  behold ;  which,  when 
they  embody  love  still  pure  and  holy  as  in  childhood,  erect  it  upon  a 
smile  almost  hideous,  and  looks  unsigntly. 

I  learned  that  Deity  knew  his  own  works  better:  choice  and  sacred 
knowledge  unto  which  Adora  was  my  blessed  g^ide.  She  had  always  pos- 
sessed the  secret ;  had  found  it  through  mere  simplicity  of  mind,  from 
which  all  truth  takes  its  level. 

How  wonderful  it  was,  then,  that  she  should  have  loved  me!  But  her 
love  was  like  that  of  Deity  himself;  she  saw  my  spirit  in  its  repose,  and 
felt  its  grandeur;  for  its  errors  she  had  a  faith  in  redemption,  which  per- 
vades and  brings  all  things  round,  so  they  vani^ed  like  the  phosphcmc 
flame  from  her  sight. 

And  Angus,  not  a  stranger,  there  was  something  in  him  which  must 
ever  be  strange :  a  liberty  of  existence,  a  power  of  mind,  a  gigantic  frame. 
In  him  I  s  w,  too,  something  beyond  myself:  should  I  ever  reach  it? 

What  an  eye  he  wielded ;  it  was  an  independent  existence  pointed  like 
a  revolving  telescope  at  passive  nature !  He  despised  not  the  legend ;  he 
had  implicit  belief  in  the  authenticity  of  traditionary  lore.  A  word  or  two 
about  the  graves  of  the  ancients,  uttered  by  a  peasant,  carried  his  pene- 
trating eye  through  two  thousand  years.  He  saw  that  the  uneducated 
man  must  inherit  what  little  his  fathers  knew ;  that  the  fathers  remem- 
bered what  their  forefiEithers  saw;  that,  as  he  receded,  the  history  grew 
more  distinct,  and  at  length  hovered  round  the  actual  things  which  it  re- 
corded. The  clue  obtained,  he  mounted  his  horse,  and  was  over  mountain 
and  valley  in  search  of  signs.  He  saw  the  vi  inged  lions,  the  sphinx ;  he 
won  by  intelligence,  superstitious  trust,  and  bodily  labour,  whai  accident 
only  had  placed  before  me.  In  him  I  had  ever  seen  the  man  whose 
mind  as  well  as  body  were  cast  in  an  heroic  mould ;  and  so  did  they 
prove  to  be. 

How  much  more  this  man  saw  in  the  peasant's  words  than  another 
would  have  seen;  as  much  more  as  I  saw  in  the  old  woman  than  her 
feUow-creatures  gave  her  credit  for.  Consider  the  result  of  all  (Us 
extension  of  the  mental  vision;  consider  how  little  understood  its  objects 
would  have  remained  without  it. 

On  our  return  we  were  met  by  Musonio,  into  whose  arms  I  sank 
affectionately,  and,  the  salutation  over,  I  placed  the  hand  of  Adora  in  his, 
which  he  pressed  reverentially  to  his  lips. 

*'  Alas !"  said  Musonio,  ^  you  have  discovered  the  secret  which  your 
&ther  made  roe  promise  to  tell  you;  and  seeing  that  you  are  intent  on 
desecrating  the  tombs,  I  lament  that  the  discovery  is  made.  It  is  a  weak- 
ness in  me,  but  I  cannot  overcome  it,  though  i  know  that  all  things 
must  be  done  by  tarns ;  nevertheless  it  grieves  me  to  disturb  the  deed." 
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